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ADVERTISEMENT 


Books written by boys, which pretend to give a 
pictujg jjrf manners, and to deal in knowledge of human 
natui^ must necessarily be founded on affectation. 
They can be, at the best, but the results of imagination, 
acting upon knowledge not acquired by experience. 
Of such circumstances, exaggeration is a necessary 
consequence, and false taste accompanies exaggeration. 
Nor is it necessary to remark that a total want of art 
must be observed in their pages, for that is a failing 
incident to all first efforts. When the writers of such 
books are not again heard of, the works, even if ever 
noticed, are soon forgotten, and so there is no great 
harm done. But, when their authors subsequently 
become eminent, such works often obtain a peculiar 
interest, and are sought for from causes irrespective 
of their merits. Such productions should be exempt 
from criticism, and should be looked upon as a kind of 
literary lusus. 

These observations apply to ‘Vivian Grey.’ For 
more than a quarter of a century its author has refused 
to reprint it; but the action of the foreign presses in 
the present day, especially in the United States and 
Germany, renders an author no 'longer the master of 
his own will. It has, therefore, been thought best to 
include it in this general edition of his works, and so 
it is hoped that it will be read with an indulgent 
recoHectiou of the conditions under which it ,was 
produdsd. ' 
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BOOK I 


CHAPTER I 

We are not aware that the infancy of Vivian Grey 
was distinguished by any extraordinary incident. The 
solicitude of the most affectionate of mothers, and 
the care of the most attentive of nurses, did their best 
to injure an excellent constitution. But Vivian was 
an only child, and these exertions were therefore excus- 
able. For the first five years of his life, with his curly 
locks and his fancy dress, he was the pride of his own, 
and the envy of all neighbouring establishments; 
but, in process of time, the spirit of boyism began 
to develop itself, and Vivian not only would brush 
his hair straight and rebel against his nurse, but 

actually insisted upon being breeched ! At this 

crisis it was discovered that he had been spoiled, and 
it was determined that he should be sent to school. 
Mr Grey observed, also, that the child was nearly ten 
years old, and did not know his alphabet, and Mrs Grey 
remarked that he was getting very ugly. The fate of 
Vivian was decided. 

‘I am told, my dear,’ observed Mrs Grey, one day 
after dinner to her husband, ‘I am told, my dear, 
that Dr Flummery’s would do very well for Vivian. 
Nothing can exceed the attention which is paid to 
the pupils. There are sixteen young ladies, all the 
daiighters of clergymen, merely to attend to the morals 
and the linen — terms very moderate — lOO guirteas 
per annum, for all under six years of age, and few 
extras, only for fencing, pure milk, and the guitax. 
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Mrs Metcalfe has both her boys there, and she says 
their progress is astonishing ! Percy Metcalfe, she 
assures me, was quite as backward as Vivian — ^indeed, 
much backwarder; and so was Dudley, who was taught 
at home on the new system, by a pictorial alphabet, 
and who persisted to the last, notwithstanding all 
the exertions of Miss Barrett, in spelling A-P-E — 
monkey, merely because over the word there was a 
monster munching an apple.' 

'And quite right in the child, my dear — Pictorial 
alphabet ! — pictorial fool's head !' 

' But what do you say to Flummery's, Horace ? ' 

‘ My dear, do what you like. I never trouble myself, 
you know, about these matters; and Mr Grey refreshed 
himself, after this domestic attack, with a glass of 
claret. 

Mr Grey was a gentleman who had succeeded, when 
the heat of y6uth was over, to the enjoyment of a life 
estate of some two thousand a year. He was a man of 
lettered tastes, and had hailed with no slight pleasure 
his succession to a fortune which, though limited in 
its duration, was still a very great thing for a young 
lounger about town; not only with no profession, 
but with a mind unfitted for every species of business. 
Grey, to t^he astonishment of his former friends, the 
wits, made an excellent domestic match; and, leaving 
the whole management of his household to his lady, 
felt himself as independent in his magnificent library 
as if he had never ceased to be that true freeman, A man 

OF CHAMBERS. 

The young Vivian had not, by the cares which 
fathers are always heir to, yet reminded his parent, 
that children were anything else but playthings. The 
intercourse between father and son was, of course, 
extremely limited; for Vivian was, as yet, the mother's 
child; Mr Grey's parental duties being confined to 
giving his son a daily glass of claret, pulling his ears 
mdth all the awkwardness of literary affection, and 
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trusting to God 'that the urchin would never scribble.’ 

‘I won't go to school, mamma,' bawled Vivian. 

‘But you must, my love,' answered Mrs Grey; ‘all 
good boys go to school;’ and in the plenitude of a 
mother’s love, she tried to make her offspring’s hair 
curl. 

‘I won’t have my hair curl, mamma; the bo 5 rs will 
laugh at me,' rebawled the beauty. 

‘Now, who could have told the child that ? ’ mono- 
logised mamma, with all a mamma’s admiration. 

‘Charles Appleyard told me so— his hair curled, 
and the boys called him girl. Papa 1 give me some 
more claret — I won’t go to school.' 
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CHAPTER II 

Three or four years passed over, and the mind of 
Vivian Grey most astonishingly developed itself. He 
had long ceased to wear frills, had broached the subject 
of boots three or four times, made a sad inroad during 
the holidays in Mr Grey's aforesaid bottle of claret, and 
was reported as having once sworn at the footman. 
The young gentleman began also to hint, during every 
vacation, that the fellows at Flummery's were some- 
what too small for his companionship, and (first bud 
of puppyism !) the former advocate of straight hair, 
now expended a portion of his infant income in the 

P urchase of Macassar, and began to cultivate his curls. 

[rs Grey could not entertain, for a moment, the idea 
of her son's associating with children, the eldest of 
whom (to adopt his own account) was not above eight 
years old; so Flummery, it was determined, he should 
leave. But where to go ? Mr Grey was for Eton, 
but his lady was one of those women whom nothing 
in the world can persuade that a public school is any- 
thing else but a place where boys are roasted alive; 
and so with tears, and taunts, and supplications, the 
point of private education was conceded. 

At len^h it was resolved that the only hope should 
remain at home a season, until some plan should be 
devised for the cultivation of his promising under- 
standing, During this year, Vivian became a some- 
what more constant intruder into the library than 
heretofore; and living so much among books, he was 
insensibly attracted to those silent companions, that 
speak so eloquently. 

How far the character of the parent may influence 
the character of the child, the metaphysician must 
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decide. Certainly the character of Vivian Grey 
underwent, at this period of his life, a sensible change. 
Doubtless, constant communion with a mind highly 
refined, severely cultivated, and much experienced, 
cannot but produce a beneficial impression, even upon 
a mind formed, and upon principles developed : how 
infinitely more powerful must the influence of such 
communion be upon a youthful heart, ardent, innocent, 
and unpractised ! As Vivian was not to figure in 
the microcosm of a public school, a place for which, 
from his temper ,tjie was almost better fitted than any 
young genius whom the playing fields of Eton, or the 
hills of Winton, can remember, there was some diffi- 
culty in fixing upon his future Academus. Mr Grey’s 
two axioms were, first, that no one so young as his 
son should settle in the metropolis, and that Vivian 
must consequently not have a private tutor; and, 
secondly, that all private schools were quite worthless; 
and, therefore, there was every probability of Vivian 
not receiving any education whatever. 

At length, an exception to axiom second started up 
in the establishment of Mr Dallas. This gentleman 
was a clergyman, a profound Grecian, and a poor man. 
He had edited the Alcestis and married his laundress — 
lost money by his edition, and his fellowship by his 
match. In a few days the hall of Mr Grey's London 
mansion was filled with all sorts of portmanteaus, 
trunks, and travelling cases, directed in a boy's sprawl- 
ing hand to 'Vivian Grey, Esquire, at the Reverend 
Everard Dallas, Burnsley Vicarage, Hants.' 

‘God bless you, my boy! write to your mother 
soon, and remember your Journal.' 
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CHAPTER III 

The rumour of the arrival of 'a new fellow/ circulated 
with rapidity through the inmates of Burnsley Vicarage, 
and about fifty young devils were preparing to quiz 
the new-comer, when the school-room door opened, 
and Mr Dallas, accompanied by Vivip.n, entered. 

*A dandy, by Jove T whispered St Leger Smith. 
‘What a knowing set-out!' squeaked Johnson 
secundus. ‘Mammy-sick!* growled Barlow primus. 
This last exclamation was, however, a most scandalous 
libel, for certainly no being ever stood in a pedagogue's 
presence with more perfect sang-froid and with a 
bolder front, than did, at this moment, Vivian Grey. 

One principle in Mr Dallas' system was always to 
introduce a new-comer in school-hours. He was thus 
carried immediately in medias res, and the curiosity 
of his co-mates being in a great degree satisfied, at 
a time when that curiosity could not personally 
annoy him, the new-comer was, of course, much 
better prepared to make his way, when the absence of 
the ruler became the signal for some oral communica- 
tion with ‘the arrival.' 

However, in the present instance the young savages 
at Burnsley Vicarage had caught a Tartar; and in a 
very few days Vivian Grey was decidedly the most 
popular fellow in the school. He was ‘so dashing! 
so devilish good-tempered! so completely up to 
everything ! ' The magnates of the land were certainly 
rather jedous of his success, but their very sneers 
bor^ witness to his popularity. ‘ Cursed puppy/ 
whispered St Leger Smith. ‘Thinks himself knowing,' 

B ueaked Johnson secundus. ‘Thinks himself witty/ 
bwled Barlow trimus. 
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Notwithstanding this cabal, days rolled on at 
Bumsley Vicarage only to witness the increase of 
Vivian's popularity. Although more deficient than 
most of his own age in accurate classical attainments, 
he found himself in talents, and various acquirements, 
immeasurably their superior. And singular is it, 
that at school, distinction in such points is ten thousand 
times more admired by the multitude, than the most 
profound knowledge of Greek Metres, or the most 
accurate acquaintance with the value of Roman coins. 
Vivian Grey's English verses, and Vivian Grey's 
Enghsh themes, were the subject of universal commen- 
dation. Some young lads made copies of these 
productions, to enrich, at the Christmas holidays, 
their sisters' albums; while the whole school were 
scribbling embryo prize-poems, epics of twenty lines 
on ' the Ruins of Paestum * and ' the Temple of Minerva' ; 

‘ Agrigentum,' and 'the Cascade of Terni.' Vhdan's 
productions at this time would probably have been 
rejected by the commonest twopenny pubhcation 
about town, yet they turned the brain of the whole 
school; while fellows who were writing Latin disserta- 
tions and Greek Odes, which might have made the 
fortune of the Classical Journal, were looked on by 
the multitude as great dunderheads as themselves. 
Such is the advantage which, even in this artificial 
world, everything that is genuine has over everything 
that is false and forced. The dunderheads who wrote 
'good Latin,' and Attic Greek,' did it by a process, 
by means of which the youngest fellow in the school 
was conscious he could, if he chose, attain the same 
perfection. Vivian Grey's verses were unlike an5^hing 
which had yet appeared in the literary Annals of 
Bumsley Vicarage, and that which was quite novel 
was naturally thought quite excellent. 

There is no place in the world where greater homage 
is paid to talent than an English school. At a purac 
school, indeed, if a youth of great talenl^ be messed 
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with an amiable and generous disposition, he ought 
not to envy the Minister of England. If any captain 
of Eton, or prefect of Winchester, be reading these 
pages, let him dispassionately consider, in what 
situation of life he can rationally expect that it will be 
in his power to exercise such influence, to have such 
opportunities of obliging others, and be so confident 
of an affectionate and grateful return. Aye, there's 
the rub 1 Bitter thought ! that gratitude should 
cease the moment we become men. 

And, sure I am, that Vivian Grey was loved as 
ardently, and as faithfully, as you might expect from 
innocent young hearts. His slight accomplishments 
were the standard of all perfection; his sayings were 
the souls of all good fellowship; and his opinion, the 
guide in any crisis which occurred in the monotonous 
existence of the little commonwealth. And time 
flew gaily on. 

One winter evening, as Vivian, with some of his 
particular cronies, were standing round the school- 
room fire, they began, as all schoolboys do when it 
grows rather dark, and they grow rather sentimental — 
to talk of Home. 

‘Twelve weeks more,' said Augustus Etherege — 
'twelve weeks more, and we are free I The glorious 
day should be celebrated.' 

feast, a feast ! ' exclaimed Poynings. 

‘A feast is but the work of a night,' said Vivian 
Grey : ‘something more stirring for me ! What say 
you to private theatricals ? ' 

The proposition, was, of course, received with 
enthusiasm, and it was not until they had unanimously 
agreed to act, that they universally remembered that 
acting was not allowed. And then they consulted 
whether they should ask Dallas, and then they remem- 
bered that Dallas had been asked fifty times, and then 
they ‘supposed they must give it up'; and then 
Vivian Grey made a proposition which the rest were 
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secretly sighing for, but which they were afraid to make 
themselves— he proposed that they should act without 
asking Dallas. ^ Well, then, we'll do it, without asking 
him,’ said Vivian ; ‘nothing is allowed in this life, 
and everything is done ; in town there is a thing called 
the French play, and that is not allowed, yet my aunt 
has got a private box there. Trust me for acting 
— ^but what shall we perform ? ’ 

This question was, as usual, the fruitful source of 
jarring opinions. One proposed Oihdlo, chiefly because 
it would be so easy to black a face with a burnt cork. 
Another was for Hamlet, solely because he wanted to 
act the ghost, which he proposed doing in white shorts, 
and a night-cap. A third was for Julius Ccesar, 
because the murder scene would be such fun.’ 

‘No ! no !’ said Vivian, tired at these various and 
varying proposals, ‘this will never do. Out upon 
Tragedies; let’s have a Comedy ! ’ 

‘A Comedy 1 a Comedy I — oh I how delightful I’ 
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CHAPTER 

After an immense number of propositions, and an 
equal number of repetitions. Dr Hoadley's bustling 
drama was fixed upon. Vivian was to act Ranger, 
Augustus Etherege was to personate Clarinda, because 
he was a fair boy and always blushing; and the rest 
of the characters found able representatives. Every 
half-holiday was devoted to rehearsals, and nothing 
could exceed the amusement and thorough fun which 
all the preparations elicited. All went well — Vivian 
wrote a most pathetic prologue, and a most witty 
epilogue. Etherege got on capitally in the mask scene, 
and Poynings was quite perfect in Jack Meggot. 
There was, of course, some difficulty in keeping all 
things in order, but then Vivian Grey was such an 
excellent manager ! and then, with infinite tact, the 
said manager conciliated the Classics, for he allowed 
St Leger S^mith to select a Greek motto, from the 
Andromache, for the front of the theatre; and Johnson 
secundus and Barlow primus were complimented by 
being allowed to act the chairmen. 

But, alas 1 in the midst of all this sunshine, the 
seeds of discord and dissension were fast flourishing. 
Mr Dallas himself was always so absorbed in some 
freshly imported German commentator, that it was a 
fixed principle with him never to trouble himself with 
an 3 ^hing that concerned his pupils, ‘out of school 
hours.' The consequence was, that certain powers 
were necessarily delegated to a certain set of beings 
caUpd Ushers. 

The usherian rule had, however, alwaj^ been com- 
paratively light at Bumsley Vicarage, for the gojod 
Dallas, never for a moment entrusting the duties of 
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tuition to a third person, engaged these deputies 
merely as a sort of police, to regulate the bodies, rather 
than the minds, of his youthful subjects. One of the 
first pirinciples of the new theory introduced into the 
establishment of Bumsley Vicarage by Mr Vivian 
Grey, was, that the ushers were to be considered by 
the boys as a species of upper servants; were to be 
treated with civility, certainly, as all servants are by 
gentlemen; but that no further attention was to be 
paid them, and that any fellow voluntarily conversing 
with an usher was to be cut dead by the whole school. 
This pleasant arrangement was no secret to those 
whom it most immediately concerned, and, of course, 
rendered Vivian rather a favourite with them. These 
men had not the tact to conciliate the boy, and were, 
notwithstanding, too much afraid of his influence in 
the school to attack him openly; so they waited 
with that patience which insulted beings can alone 
endure. 

One of these creatures must not be forgotten; his 
name was Mallett; he was a perfect specimen of the 
genuine usher. The monster wore a black coat and 
waistcoat; the residue of his costume was of that 
mysterious colour known by the name of pepper-and- 
salt. He was a pallid wretch, with a pug nose, white 
teeth, and marked with the small-pox; long greasy 
black hair, and small black, beady eyes. This demon 
watched the progress of the theatrical company with 
eyes gloating wHth vengeance. No attempt had been 
made to keep the fact of the rehearsal a secret from the 
police; no objection, on their part, had as yet been 
made; the twelve weeks diminished to six; Rang^ 
had secretly ordered a dress from town, and was to 
get a steel-handled sword from' Fentum's for Jack 
Meggot; and ever5^hing was proceeding with the iQOSt 
delightful success, when one morning, as Mr Dallas was 
appaa^ntly about to take his departure, ynth a volume 
of respect 
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Dominie stopped, and thus harangued : ‘ I am informed 
that a great deal is going on in this family, with which 
it is intended that I shall be kept unacquainted. It 
is not my intention to name anyoody, or anything at 
present; but I must say that of late the tem^r of this 
family has sadly changed. Whether there be any 
seditious stranger among you or not, I shall not at 
present even endeavour to discover; but I will warn 
my old friends of their new ones : ' and so saying, the 
Dominie withdrew. 

All eyes were immediately fixed on Vivian, and the 
faces of the Classics were triumphant with smiles; 
those of the manager's particular friends, the Roman- 
tics, we may call them, were clouded; but who shall 
describe the countenance of Mallett ? In a moment 
the school broke up with an agitated and tumultous 
uproar. *No stranger!' shouted St Leger Smith; 
‘ No stranger ! ' vociferated a prepared gang. Vivian's 
friends were silent, for they hesitated to accept for 
their leader the insulting title. Those who were 
neither Vivian^s friends nor in the secret, weak 
creatures who side always with the strongest, immedi- 
ately swelled the insulting chorus of Mr St Leger Smith. 
That worthy, emboldened by his success, and the smiles 
of Mallett, contained himself no longer : ‘Down with 
the manager 1 ' he cried. His satellites chorused. 
But now Vivian rushed forward. ‘ Mr Smith, I thank 
you for being so definite; take that !' and he struck 
Smith with such force that the Cleon staggered and 
fell; but Smith instantly recovered, and a ring was 
as instantly formed. To a common observer, the 
combatants were most unequally matched; for Smith 
was a burly, big limbed animal, alike superior to Grey 
in years and strength. But Vivian, though delicate in 
fraipe, and more youthful; was full his match in spirit, 
and. thanks to being a Cockney 1 ten times his match 
in science. He had not built a white great coat, or 
drunk blue rijin at Ben Bum's for nothing I 
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Oh ! how beautifully he fought ! how admirably 
straight he hit ! and his stops quick as lightning ! 
and his followings up confounding his adversary with 
their painful celerity ! Smith, alike puzzled and pun- 
ished, yet proud in his strength, hit round, and wild, 
and false, and foamed like a furious elephant. For 
ten successive rounds the result was dubious; but in 
the eleventh the strength of Smith began to fail him, 
and the men were more fairly matched. ‘Go it, 
Ranger ! go it, Ranger ! * halloed the Greyites; 
‘ No stranger ! no stranger ! * eagerly bawled the more 
numerous party. ‘ Smith's floored, by Jove ! * exclaimed 
Poynings, who was Grey's second. ‘ At it again ! 
at it again ! ' exclaimed all. And now, when Smith 
must certainly have given in, suddenly stepped forward 
Mr Mallett, accompanied by Dallas ! 

‘How, Mr Grey! No answer, sir; I understand 
that you have always an answer ready. I do not 
quote Scripture lightly, Mr Grey; but “Take heed that 
you offend not, even with your tongue." Now, 
sir, to your room.' 

When Vivian Grey again joined his companions, 
he found himself almost universally shunned. Etherege 
and Poynings were the only individuals who met him 
with their former frankness. ‘A horrible row, Grey,' 
said the latter. ‘ After you went, the Doctor harangued 
the whole school, and swears you have seduced and 
ruined us all : everything was happiness until you 
came, etc. Mallett is of course at the bottom of the 
whole business : but what can we do ? Dallas says 
you have the tongue of a serpent, and that he will not 
trust himself to hear your defence. Infamous shame I 
I swear 1 And now every fellow has got a story against 
you : some say you are a dandy — others want to 
know, whether the next piece performed at your 
theatre will be The Stranger] as for myself ^and 
Etherege, we shall leave in a few weeks, and it does 
not signify to us; but what the devil you're to do 
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next half, by Jove, I can’t say. If I were you, I 
would not return.’ 

‘Not return, eh! but that I will though; and we 
shall see who, in future, can complain of the sweetness 
of my voice 1 Ungrateful fools ! ' 
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CHAPTER V 

The Vacation was over, and Vivian returned to 
Bumsley Vicarage. He bowed cavalierly to Mr Dallas 
on his arrival, and immediately sauntered up into the 
school-room, where he found a tolerable quantity 
of wretches looking as miserable as schoolboys who 
have left their pleasant homes generally do for some 
four-and-twenty hours. 'How d'ye do, Grey ? How 
d'ye do, Grey ^ ' burst from a knot of unhappy fellows, 
who would have felt quite delighted had their newly 
arrived co-mate condescended to entertain them, as 
usual, with some capital good story fresh from town. 
But they were disappointed. 

'We can make room for you at the fire, Grey,' said 
Theophilus King. 

' I thank you, I am not cold.' 

‘ I suppose you know that Poynings and Etherege 
don't come back. Grey ? ' 

‘Everybody knew that last half :' and so he walked 
on. 

‘Grey, Grey!' halloed King, 'don't go into the 
dining-room ; Mallett is there alone, and told us not 
to disturb him. By Jove, the fellow is going in : 
there'll be a greater row tWs half between Grey and* 
Mallett, than ever.' 

Days — the heavy first days of the half rolled on, 
and all the citizens of the little commonwealth had 
returned. 

‘What a dull half this will be!' said Eardley; 
'how one misses Grey's set 1 After all, they kept the 
school alive : Po 3 niings was a first-rate f^ow; * and 
Etherege, so deuced good-natured 1 I wonder whom 
Grey im crony with this half ! Have you seen him 



20 


VIVIAN GREY 


and Dallas speak together yet ? He cut the Doctor 
quite dead at Greek to-day.' 

'Why, Eardley ! Eardley ! there is Grey walking 
round playing fields with Mallett ! ' halloed a sawney 
who was killing the half-holiday by looking out of 
the window. 

'The devil ! I say, Matthews, whose flute is that ? 
It is a devilish handsome one 1 ' 

‘ It's Grey's ! I clean it for him,' squeaked a little 
boy. ‘ He gives me sixpence a- week 1 ' 

‘Oh, you sneak ! ' said one. 

‘ Cut him over ! ' said another. 

‘ Roast him I ' cried a third. 

'To whom are you going to take the flute ? ' asked 
a fourth. 

'To Mallett,' squeaked the little fellow; ‘Grey lends 
his flute to Mallett every day.' 

' Grey lends his flute to Mallettt I The deuce he 
does ! So Grey and Mallett are going to crony ! ' 

A wild exclamation burst forth from the little party; 
and away each of them ran, to spread in all directions 
the astounding intelligence. 

If the rule of the ushers had hitherto been light at 
Burnsley Vicarage, its character was materially 
changed during this half-year. The vexatious and 
tyrannical influence of Mallett was now experienced in 
all directions; meeting and interfering with the com- 
forts of the boys, in every possible manner. His 
malice was accompanied too by a tact, which could 
not have been expected from his vulgar mind, and 
which, at the same time, could not have been produced 
by the experience of one in his situation. It was 
quite evident to the whole community that his conduct 
was dictated by another mind, and that that mind 
was one versed in all the secrets of a schoolboy's life, 
and Acquainted with all the workings of a schoolboy's 
mind : a species of knowledge which no pedage^e in 
the world ever yet attained. There was no difnculty 
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in discovering whose was the power behind the throne. 
Vivian Grey was the perpetual companion of Mallett 
in his walks, and even in the school; he shunned also 
the converse of every one of the boys, and did not 
affect to conceal that his quarrel was universal. 
Superior power, exercised by a superior mind, was for a 
long time more than a match even for the united exertions 
of the whole school. If any one complained, Mallett's 
written answer (and such Dallas always required) 
was immediately ready, explaining everything in the 
most satisfactory manner, and refuting every complaint 
with the most triumphant spirit. Dallas, of course, 
supported his deputy, and was soon equally detested. 
This tyranny bad continued through a gieat part of the 
long half-year, and the spirit of the school was almost 
broken, when a fresh outrage occurred, of such a 
nature, that the nearly enslaved multitude conspired. 

The plot was admirably formed. On the first bell 
ringing for school, the door was to be immediately 
barred, to prevent the entrance of Dallas. Instant 
vengeance was then to be taken on Mallett and his 
companion — the sneak I the spy ! the traitor I The bell 
rang : the door was barred : four stout fellows seized 
on Mallett — four rushed to Vivian Grey : but stop : 
he sprang upon his desk, and placing his back against 
the wall, held a pistol at the foremost : ‘ Not an inch 
nearer. Smith, or — I fire. Let me not, however, 
baulk your vengeance on yonder hound : if I could 
suggest any refinements in torture, they would be at 
your service.* Vivian Grey smiled, while the horrid 
cries of Mallett indicated that the boys were ‘roasting* 
him. He then walked to the door and admitted the 
barred-out Dominie. Silence was restored. There 
was an explanation, and no defence; and Vivian Grey 
was — expelled. 
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CHAPTER VI 

Vivian was now seventeen; and the system of 
private education having so decidedly failed, it was 
resolved that he should spend the years antecedent 
to his going to Oxford at home. Nothing could be a 
greater failure than the first weeks of his 'course of 
study/ He was perpetually violating the sanctity 
of the drawing-room by the presence of Scapulus and 
Hederics, and outraging the propriety of morning 
visitors by bursting into his mother's boudoir, with 
lexicons and slippers. 

‘Vivian, my dear,' said his father to him one day, 
'this will never do : you must adopt some system for 
your studies, and some locality for your reading. 
Have a room to yourself; set apart certain hours in 
the day for your books, and allow no consideration on 
earth to influence you to violate their sacredness; 
and above all, my dear boy, keep your papers in order, 
I find a dissertation on The Commerce of Carthage, 
stuck in my large paper copy of DihdirCs Decameron, 
and an Essay on the Metaphysics of Music (pray, my 
dear fellows beware of magazine scribbling) cracking 
the back of Montfaucon’s Monarchic* 

Vivian apologised, promised, protested, and finally 
sat down ‘ to read.' He had laid the first foundations 
of accurate classical knowledge under the tuition of 
the learned Dallas; and twelve hours a day, and self- 
banishment from society, overcame, in twelve months, 
the ill effects of his imperfect education. The result 
of this extraordinary exertion may be conceived. At 
the end of twelve months, Vivian, like many other 
young enthusiasts, had discovered that sdl the wit and 
wisdom of the world were concentrated in some fifty 
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antique volumes, and he treated the unluc!^ modems 
with the most sublime spirit of hauteur imaginable. 
A chorus in the Medea, that painted the radiant sky 
of Attica, disgusted him with the foggy atmosphere 
of Great Britain; and while Mrs Grey was meditating 
a visit to Brighton, her son was dreaming of the Gulf 
of Salamis. The spectre in the Persa was his only 
model for a ghost, and the furies in the Orestes were 
his perfection of tragical machinery. 

Most ingenious and educated youths have fallen 
into the same error; but few have ever carried such 
feelings to the excess that Vivian Grey did; for while 
his mind was daily becoming more enervated under 
the beautiful but baneful influence of Classic Reverie, 
the youth lighted on Plato. 

Wonderful is it that while the whole soul of Vivian 
Grey seemed concentrated and wrapped in the glorious 
pages of the Athenian, while, with keen and almost 
inspired curiosity, he searched, and followed up, and 
meditated upon, the definite mystery, the indefinite 
development — ^while his spirit alternately bowed in 
trembling and in admiration, as he seemed to be 
listening to the secrets of the Universe revealed in the 
glorious melodies of an immortal voice; wonderful is 
it, I say, that the writer, the study of whose works 
appeared to the young scholar, in the revelling of his 
enthusiasm, to be the sole object for which man was 
bom, and had his being, was the cause by which 
Vivian Grey was saved from being all his life a dream- 
ing scholar. 

Determined to spare no exertions, and to neglect no 
means, by which he might enter into the very pene- 
tralia of his mighty master's meaning, Vivian deter- 
mined to attack the latter Platonists. These were 
a race of men, of whose existence he knew merely by 
the references to their productions, which were 
sprinkled in the commentaries of his ‘best editions.' 
In the pride of boyish learning, Vivian had limited his 
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library to classics, and the proud leaders of the later 
schools did not consequently grace his diminutive 
bookcase. In this dilemma he flew to his father, and 
confessed by his requests that his favourites were not 
all-sufficient. 

‘ Father ! I wish to make myself master of the latter 
Platonists. I want Plotinus, and Porphyry, and 
lamblichus, and Syrianus, and Maximus Tyrius, and 
Proclus, and Hierocles, and Sallustius, and Damascius.* 

Mr Grey stared at his son, and laughed. 

' My dear Vivian I are you quite convinced that the 
authors you ask for are all pure Platonists ? or have 
not some of them placed the great end rather in 
practical than theoretic virtue, and thereby violated 
the first principles of your master ? which would be 
very shocking — ^Are you sure, too, that these gentlemen 
have actually withdrawn the sacred veil, which 
covers from profane eyes the luminous spectacles ? 
Are you quite convinced that every one of these 
worthies lived at least five hundred years after the 
great master ? for I need not tell so profound a 
Platonist as yourself, that it was not till that period 
that even glimpses of the great master’s meaning were 
discovered. Strange I that time should alike favour 
the philosophy of theory, and the philosophy of facts. 
Mr Vivian Grey, benefiting, I presume, by the lapse 
of further centuries, is about to complete the great 
work which Proclus and Porphyry commenced.' 

' My dear sir 1 you are pleased to be very amusing 
this morning.' 

‘My dear boy ! I smile, but not with joy; sit down, 
and let us have a little conversation together. Father 
and son, and father and son on such terms as we are, 
should really communicate oftener together than we 
do. ^ It has been, perhaps, my fault; it shall not be 
so again.' 

‘ My dear sir ! ' 

‘Nay, nay, it shall be my fault now. Whose it shall 
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be in future, Vivian, time will show. My dear Vivian, 
you have now spent upwards of a year under this roof, 
and your conduct has been as correct as the most rigid 
parent might require. I have not wished to interfere 
with the progress of your mind, and I regret it. I 
have been negligent, but not wilfully so. I do regret 
it; because whatever may be your powers, Vivian, I 
at least have the advantage of experience. I see you 
smile at a word which I so often use. Well, well, were I 
to talk to you for ever, you would not understand what 
I mean by that single word. The time will come when 
you will deem that single word — everything. Ardent 
youths in their closets, Vivian, too often fancy that 
they are peculiar beings; and I have no reason to 
believe that you are an exception to the general rule. 
In passing one whole year of your life as you have done, 
you doubtless imagine that you have been spending 
your hours in a manner which no others have done 
before. Trust me, my boy, thousands have done the 
same; and, what is of still more importance, thousands 
are doing, and will do the same. Take the advice of 
one who has committed as many, aye, more follies than 
yourself; but who would bless the hour that he had 
been a fool, if his experience might be of benefit to 
his beloved son.' 

‘My father!' 

‘Nay, don't agitate yourself; we are consulting 
together. Let us see what is to be done. Try to 
ascertain when you are alone, what may be the chief 
objects of your existence in this world. I want you 
to take no’ theological dogmas for granted, nor to 
satisfy your doubts by ceasing to think; but, whether 
we are in this world in a state of probation for another, 
or whether we cease altogether when we cease to 
breathe, human feelings tell me that we have some dirties 
to perform — ^to our fellow-creatures — ^to our friends — 
to ourselves. Pray, tell me, my dear boy, what 
possible good your perusal of the latter Platonists can 
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produce to either of these three interests? I trust 
that my child is not one of those who look with a glazed 
eye on the welfare of their fellow-men, and' who would 
dream away a useless life by idle puzzles of their 
brain : creatures who consider their existence as an 

S rohtable mystery, and yet are afraid to die. You 
find Plotinus in the fourth shelf of the next room, 
Vivian.’ 
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CHAPTER VII 

In England personal distinction is the only passport 
to the society of the great. Whether this distinction 
arise from fortune, family or talent, is immaterial; 
but certain it is, to enter into high society, a man must 
either have blood, a million, or a genius. 

The reputation of Mr Grey had always made him 
an honoured guest among the powerful and the great. 
It was for this reason that he had always been anxious 
that his son should be at home as little as possible; for 
he feared for a youth the fascination of London society. 
Although busied with his studies, and professing ‘not 
to visit,' Vivian could not avoid occasionally finding 
himself in company in which boys should never be 
seen ; and, what was still worse, from a certain social 
spirit, an indefinable tact, with which nature had 
endowed him, this boy of nineteen began to think this 
society very delightful. Most persons of his age would 
have passed through the ordeal with perfect safety; 
they would have entered certain rooms, at certain 
hours, with stiff cravats, and Nugee coats, and black 
velvet waistcoats; and after having annoyed aU those 
who condescended to know of their existence, with 
their red hands and their white gloves, they would have 
retired to a comer of the room, and conversationised 
with any stray four-year-older not yet sent to bed. 

But Vivian Grey was a graceful, lively lad, with just 
enough of dandyism to preserve him from committing 
gaucheries, and with a devil of a tongue. All men wjU 
agree with me that the only rival to be feared by a 
man of spirit is — a clever boy. What makes thefti so 
popular with women, it is difficult to explain; how- 
ever, Lady Julia Knighton, and Mrs Frank Dehningtbn, 
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auid half a score of dames of fashion, were always 
patronising our hero, who found an evening spent in 
their society not altogether dull, for there is no fascina- 
tion so irresistible to a boy as the smile of a married 
woman. Vivian had passed such a recluse life for the 
last two years and a half, that he had quite forgotten 
that he was once considered a very agreeable fellow; 
and so, determined to discover what right he ever had 
to such a reputation, he dashed into all these amourettes 
in beautiful style. 

But Vivian Grey was a young and tender plant in a 
moral hot-house. His character was developing itself 
too soon. Although his evenings were now generally 
passed in the manner we have alluded to, this boy was, 
during the rest of the day, a hard and indefatigable 
student; and having now got through an immense 
series of historical reading, he had stumbled upon a 
branch of study certainly the most delightful in the 
world; but, for a boy, as certainly the most perilous — 
THE STUDY OF POLITICS. 

And now everything was solved 1 the inexplicable 
longings of his soul, which had so often perplexed him, 
were at length explained. The want, the indefinable 
want, which he had so constantly experienced, was at 
last supplied; the grand object on which to bring the 
powers of his mind to bear and work was at last pro- 
vided. He paced his chamber in an agitated spirit, 
and panted for the Senate. 

It mav be asked, what was the evil of all this ? and 
the reader will, perhaps, murmur something about an 
honourable spirit and youthful ambition. The evil 
was great. The time drew nigh for Vivian to leave 
his home for Oxford — ^that is, for him to commence 
his long preparation for entering on his career in life. 
An(|[ now this person, who was about to be a pupil — 
this boy, this stripling, who was going to begin his 
education — had all the desires of a matured mind — 
of^an experienced man, but without maturity and 
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without experience. He was already a cunning reader 
of human hearts; and felt conscious that his was a 
tongue which was born to guide human beings. The 
idea of Oxford to such an individual was an insult. 
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CHAPTER VIII 

We must endeavour to trace, if possible, moi?e 
accurately, the workings of Vivian Grey's mind at 
this period of his existence. In the plenitude of his 
ambition, he stopped one day to inquire in what manner 
he could obtain his magnificent ends. 

‘The Bar — pooh I law and bad jokes till we are 
forty; and then, with the most brilliant success, the 
prospect of gout and a coronet. Besides, to succeed 
as an advocate, I must be a great lawyer, and 
to be a great lawyer, I must give up my 
chance of being a great man. The Services in war 
time are fit only for desperadoes (and that truly 
am I) ; but, in peace, are fit only for fools. The 
Church is more rationsd. Let me see : I should cer- 
tainly like to act Wolsey; but the thousand and one 
chances against me 1 And truly I feel my destiny 
should not be on a chance. Were I the son of a million- 
aire, or a noble, I might have all. Curse on my lot I 
that the want of a few rascal counters, and the 
possession of a httle rascal blood, should mar my 
fortunes 1 ' 

Such was the general tenor of Vivian's thoughts, until, 
musing himself almost into madness, he at last made, 
as he conceived, the Grand Discovery. * Riches are 
Power, says the Economist : and is not Intellect ? 
asks the Philosopher. And yet, while the influence of 
the^millionaire is instantly felt in all classes of society, 
how is it that 'Noble Mind' so often leaves us unknown 
and unhonoured ? Why have there been statesmen 
who have never ruled, and heroes who have never 
conquered? Why have glorious philosophers died 
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in a garret ? and why have there been poets whose 
only admirer has been Nature in her echoes ? It must 
be that these beings have thought only of themselves, 
and, constant and elaborate students' of their own 
glorious natures, have forgotten or disdained the study 
of all others. Yes ! we must mix with the herd; 
we must enter into their feelings; we must humour 
their weaknesses ; we must sympathise with the 
sorrows that we do not feel; and share the merriment 
of fools. Oh, yes ! to rule men, we must be men; 
to prove that we are strong, we must be weak; to prove 
that we are giants, we must be dwarfs; even as the 
Eastern Genie was hid in the charmed bottle. Our 
widsom must be concealed under folly, and our con- 
stancy under caprice. 

'I have been often struck by the ancient tales of 
Jupiter's visit to the earth. In these fanciful adven- 
tures, the god bore no indication of the Thunderer's 
glory; but was a man of low estate, a herdsman, a 
hind, often even an animal. A mighty spirit has in 
Tradition, Times great moralist, perused " the wisdom 
of the ancients." Even in the same spirit? I would 
explain Jove's terre;;*:rial visitings. For, to govern man, 
even the god apppeared to feel as a man; and some- 
times as a beast, was apparently influenced by 
their vilest passions. Mankind, then, is my great 
game. 

' At this moment, how many a powerful noble wants 
only wit to be a Minister; and what wants Vivian Grey 
to attain the same end? That noble's influence. 
When two persons can so materially assist each other, 
why are they not brought together ? Shall I, because 
my birth baulks my fancy — shall I pass my life a 
moping misanthrope in an old chateau ? Supposing 
I am in contact with this magniflco, am I prepar^ ? 
Now, let me probe my very soul. Does my cheek 
blanA ? I have the mind for the conception; and 
1 can perform right skilfully upon the most Sj^ndid 
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of musical instruments— the human voice— to make 
those conceptions beloved by others. There wants 
but one thing more— courage, pure perfect courage; 
and does Vivian Grey know fear ? ’ He laughed an 
answer of bitterest derision. 
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CHAPTER IX 

Is it surprising that Vivian Grey, with a mind teem- 
ing with such feelings, should view the approach of 
the season for his departure to Oxford with sentiments 
of disgust ? After hours of bitter meditation he sought 
his father; he made him acquainted with his feelings, 
but concealed from him his actual views, and dwelt 
on the misery of being thrown back in life, at a period 
when society seemed instinct with a spirit peculiarly 
active, and when so many openings were daily offered 
to the adventurous and the bold. 

‘Vivian,' said Mr Grey, ‘beware of endeavouring to 
become a great man in a hurry. One such attempt in 
ten thousand may succeed : these are fearful odds. 
Admirer as you are of Lord Bacon, you may perhaps 
remember a certain parable of his, called “ Memnon, or 
a youth too forward." I hope you are not going to 
be one of those sons of Aurora, “ who, puffed up with 
the glittering show of vanity and ostentation, attempt 
actions above their strength." 

‘You talk to me about the peculiarly active spirit 
of society; if the spirit of society be so peculiarly 
active, Mr Vivian Grey should beware lest it outstrip 
him. Is neglecting to mature your mind, my boy, 
exactly the way to win the race ? This is an ^e of 
unsettled opinions and contested principles: in the 
very measures of our administration, the speculative 
spirit of the present day is, to say the least, not impalp- 
able. Nay, don't start, my dear fellow, and look 
the very Prosopopeia of Political Economy I I 
know exactly what you are going to say; but, if jiott 
please, we'll leave Turgot and Galileo to Mr Canning 
and the House of Commons, or your cousin Hargrave 
V.G. B 
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and his Debating Society. However, jesting apart, 
get your hat and walk with me as far as Evans's 
where I have promised to look in, to see the Mazarin 
Bible, and we will talk this affair over as we go along, 
'I am no bigot, you know, Vivian. I am not one 
of those who wish to oppose the application of refined 
philosophy to the common business of life. We are, 
I hope, an improving race; there is room, I am sure, 
for great improvement, and the perfectibility of man 
is certainly a very pretty dream. How well that Union 
Club House comes out now, since they have made the 
opening); but, although we may have steam kitchens, 
human nature is, I imagine, much the same this 
moment that we are walking in Pall-Mall East, as it 
was some thousand years ago, when as wise men were 
walking on the banks of the Ilyssus. When our moral 
powers increase in proportion to our physical ones, 
then huzza for the perfectibility of man ! and respect- 
able idle loungers, like you and me, Vivian, may then 
have a chance of walking in the streets of London 
without having their heels trodden upon, a ceremony 
which I have this moment undergone. In the present 
day we are all studying science, and none of us are 
stud 5 dng ourselves. This is not exactly the Socratic 
process; and as for the ywet vtavrov of the more 
ancient Athenian, that principle is quite out of fashion 
in the nineteenth century (I believe that's the phrase). 
Self is the only person whom we know nothing alx)ut, 
"^But, my dear Vivian, as to the immediate point 
of our consideration ; in my library, uninfluenced 
and uncontrolled by passion or by party, I cannot but 
see that it is utterly impossible that all that we are 
wishing and striving for can take place, without some — 
without much evil. In ten years' time, perhaps, or 
less, the fever will have subsided, and in ten years' 
time, or less, your intellect will be matured. Now, 
my good sir, instead of talking about the active spirit 
of the age, and the opportunities offered to the adven- 
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turous and the bold, ought you not rather to congratu- 
late yourself, that a great change is effecting at a 
period of your life when you need not, individually, 
be subjected to the possibility of being injured by 
its operation; and when you are preparing your mind 
to take advantage of the system, when that system is 
matured and organised ? 

‘As to your request, it assuredly is one of the most 
modest, and the most rational, that I have lately 
been favoured with. Although I would much rather 
that any influence which I may exercise over your 
mind, should be the effect of my advice as your friend, 
than of my authority as your father; still I really 
feel it my duty, parentally, to protest against this very 
crude proposition of yours. However, if you choose 
to lose a term or two, do. Don't blame me, you know, 
if afterwards you repent it.’ 

Here dashed by the gorgeous equipage of Mrs 
Ormolu, the wife of a man who was worlmg all the 
gold and silver mines in Christendom. ‘Ah ! my dear 
Vivian,' said Mr Grey, ‘it is this which has turned all 
your brains. In this age every one is striving to make 
an immense fortune, and what is most terrific, at the 
same time a speedy one. This thirst for sudden 
wealth it is, which engenders the extravagant concep- 
tions, and fosters that wild spirit of speculation which 
is now stalking abroad; and which, like the Demon in 
Frankenstein, not only fearfully wanders over the 
whole wide face of nature, but grins in the imagined 
solitude of our secret chambers. Oh I my son, it is 
for the young men of the present day that I tremble — 
seduced by the temporary success of a few children of 
fortune, I observe that their minds recoil from the 
prospects which are held forth by the ordinary, and, 
m^k me, by the only modes of acquiring property-^ 
fair trade, and honourable professions. It is for you 
and your companions that I fear. God grant that 
there may not be a moral as well as a political chs- 
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organisation 1 God grant that our youth, the hope 
of our state, may not be lost to us ! For oh ! my son, 
the wisest has said, “He that maketh haste to be rich 
shall not be innocent." Let us step into Clarke’s 
and take an ice.' 
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CHAPTER I 

The Marquess of Carabas started in life as the cadet 
of a noble family. The earl, his father, like the wood- 
man in the fairy tale, was blessed with three sons — the 
first was an idiot, and was destined for the coronet; 
the second was a man of business, and was educated 
for the Commons; the third was a rou6, and was 
shipped to the Colonies. 

The present Marquess, then the Honourable Sidney 
Lorraine, prospered in his political career. He was 
servile, and pompous, and indefatigable, and 
loquacious — so whispered the world — ^his friends 
hailed him as, at once, a courtier and a sage, a man of 
business, and an orator. After revelling in his fair 
proportion of commissionerships, and under-secretary- 
ships, and the rest of the milk and honey of the political 
Canaan, the apex of the pyramid of his ambition was 
at length visible, for Sidney Lorraine became President 
of a Board, and wriggled into the adytum of the 
Cabinet. 

At this moment his idiot brother died. To compen- 
sate for his loss of office, and to secure his votes, the 
Earl of Carabas was promoted in the peerage, and was 
presented with some magnificent office, meaning 
nothing— swelling with dignity, and void of dutic^. 
As years rolled on, various changes took place in 
the administration, of which his lordship was ohce 
a component part; and the ministry, to their surprise, 
getting popular, found that the command of the 
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Caxabas interest was not of such vital importance to 
them as heretofore, and so his lordship was voted a 
bore, and got shelved. Not that his lordship was 
bereaved of his splendid office, or that anything 
occurred, indeed, by which the uninitiated might 
have been led to suppose that the beams of his lord- 
ship's consequence were shorn: but the Marquess's 
secret applications at the Treasury were no longer 
listened to; and pert under-secretaries settled their 
cravats, and whispered, 'that the Carabas interest was 
gone by.' 

The noble Marquess was not insensible to his 
situation, for he was what the world calls ambitious; 
but the vigour of his faculties had vanished beneath 
the united influence of years and indolence and ill 
humour; for his lordship, to avoid ennui, had 
quarrelled with his son, and then having lost his only 
friend, had quarrelled with himself. 

Such was the distinguished individual who graced, 
one day at the latter end of the season of i8 — , the 
classic board of Horace Grey, Esquire. The reader 
will, perhaps, be astonished, that such a man as his 
lordship should be the guest of such a man as our 
hero's father; but the truth is, the Marquess of Carabas 
had just been disappointed in an attempt on the chair 
of the President of the Royal Society; which, for want 
of something better to do, he was eunbitious of filling, 
and this was a concihatory visit to one of the most 
distinguished members of that body, and one who had 
voted against him with particular enthusiasm. The 
Marquess, still a politician, was now, as he imagined 
securing his host's vote for a future St Andrew's day. 

The cuisine of Mr Grey was superb; for although an 
enthusiastic advocate for the cultivation of the mind, 
he was an equally ardent supporter of the cultivation 
oftthe body. Indeed, the necessary dependence of 
the sanity of the one on the good keeping of the other, 
W!dis one of his most favourite theories, and one wladb» 
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this day, he was supporting witii very pleasant and 
facetious reasoning. His lordship was delighted 
with his new friend, and still more delighted with 
his new friend's theory. The Marquess himself 
was, indeed, quite of the same opinion as Mr Grey; 
for he never made a speech without previously taking 
a sandwich, and would have sunk under the estimates 
a thousand times, had it not been for the juicy friend- 
shm of the fruit of Portugal. 

The guests were not numerous. A regius professor 
of Greek; an officer just escaped from Sockatoo; 
a man of science, and two M.P.'s with his lordship; the 
host, and Mr Vivian Grey, constituted the party. 
Oh, no ! there were two others. There was a Mr 
Jolm Brown, a fashionable poet, and who, ashamed 
of his own name, published his melodies under the 
more euphonious and romantic title of ‘ Clarence 
Devonshire,' and there was a Mr Thomas Smith, a 
fashionable novelist; that is to say, a person who 
occasionally publishes three volumes, one-half of which 
contain the adventures of a young gentleman in the 
country; and the other volume and a half, the adven- 
tures of the same young gentleman in the metropolis — 
a sort of writer, whose constant tattle about beer and 
biUiards, and eating soup, and the horribility of 
"committing puns,' give truly a most admirable and 
accurate idea of the conversation of the refined society 
of the refined metropolis of Great Britain. These 
two last gentlemen were ‘pets' of Mrs Grey. 

The conversation may be conceived. Each person 
was of course prepared with a certain quota of infor- 
mation, without which no man in London is morally 
entitled to dine out; and when the quota was expended 
the amiable host took the burthen upon his own 
Moulders, and endeavoured, as the phrase goes, to 
draw out his guests. * 

O London dinners 1 empty artificial nothings ! 
and that beings can be found, and those too the flower 
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of the land, who, day after day, can act the same parts 
in the same dull dreary farce ! The officer had dis- 
coursed sufficiently about his 'intimate friend, the 
Soudan,' and about the chain armour of the Sockatoo 
cuirassiers; and one of the M.P.'s, who was in the 
Guards, had been defeated in a ridiculous attempt to 
prove that the breast-plates of the household troops of 
Great Britain were superior to those of the household 
troops of Timtomtoo. Mrs Grey, to whose opinion 
both parties deferred, gave it in favour of the Soudan. 
And the man of science had lectured about a machine 
which might destroy fifteen square feet of human 
beings in a second, and yet be carried in the waistcoat 
pocket. And the Classic, who, for a professor, was 
quite a man of the world, had the latest news of the 
new Herculaneum process, and was of opinion that, if 
they could but succeed in unrolling a certain suspicious- 
looking scroll, we might be so fortunate as to possess 
a minute treatise on, etc , etc., etc. In short, all had 
said their say. There was a dead pause, and Mrs 
Grey looked at her husband, and rose. 

How singular it is, that when this move takes place 
every one appears to be relieved, and yet every one of 
any experience must be quite aware that the dead 
bore work is only about to commence. Howbeit, all 
filled their glasses, and the Peer, at the top of the 
table, began to talk politics. I am sure that I cannot 
tell what the weighty subject was that was broached 
by the ex-Minister; for I ffid not dine with Grey that 
day; and had I done so, I should have been equally 
ignorant; for Tm a dull man, and always sleep at 
dinner. However, the subject was political, the claret 
flew round, and a stormy argument commenced. 
The Marquess was decidedly wrong, and was sadly 
badgered by the civil M.P. and the Professor. The 
ho^, who was of no party, supported his guest as long 
as possible, and then left him to his fate. The Military 
1VI.P. fled to the drawing-room to philander with Mrs 



VIVIAN GREY 41 

Grey; and the man of science and the African had 
already retired to the intellectual idiocy of a ‘ Mayfair 
‘At Home/ The novelist was silent, for he was 
stud5nng a scene — and the poet was absent, for he was 
musing a sonnet. 

The Marquess refuted, had recourse to contradiction, 
and was too acute a man to be insensible to the forlorn^ 
ness of his situation; when, at this moment, a voice 
proceeded from the end of the table, from a young 
gentleman, who had hitherto preserved a profound 
silence, but whose silence, if the company were to 
have judged from the tones of his voice, and the matter 
of his communication, did not altogether proceed from 
a want of confidence in his own abilities. ‘In my 
opinion,' said Mr Vivian Grey, as he sat lounging in 
his father's vacated seat — ‘ in my opinion his lordship 
has been misunderstood; and it is, as is generally the 
case, from a slight verbal misconception in the com- 
mencement of this argument, that the whole of this 
difference arises.' 

The eyes of the Marquess sparkled — and the mouth 
of the Marquess was closed. His lordship was 
delighted that his reputation might yet be saved; but 
as he was not perfectly acquainted in what manner 
that salvation was to be effected, he prudently left 
the battle to his youthful champion. 

Mr Vivian Grey proceeded with the utmost sang- 
froid : he commented upon expressions, split and 
subtilised words, insinuated opinions, and finally 
quoted a whole passage of Bolingbroke to prove that 
the opinion of the most noble the Marquess of Carabas 
was one of the soundest, wisest, and most convincing 
of opinions that ever was promulgated by mortal man. 
The tables were turned, the guests looked astounded, 
the Marquess settled his ruffles, and perpetually 
exclaimed ‘ Exactly what I meant ! ' and his opponents, 
full of wine and quite puzzled, gave in. 

It was a rule with Vivian Grey never to advance any 
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opinion as his own. He had been too deep a student 
of human nature, not to be aware that the opinions 
of a boy of twenty, however sound, and however 
correct, stand but a poor chance of being adopted by 
his elder, though feebler, fellow-creatures. In attain- 
ing any end, it was therefore his system always to 
advance his opinion as that of some eminent and 
considered personage; and when, under the sanction 
of this name, the opinion or advice was entertained 
and listened to, Vivian Grey had no fear that he could 
prove its correctness and its expediency. He possessed 
also the singular faculty of being able to improvise 
quotations, that is, he could unpremeditatedly clothe 
his conceptions in language characteristic of the style 
of any particular author : and Vivian Grey was 
reputed in the world as having the most astonishing 
memory that ever existed; for there was scarcely a 
subject of discussion in which he did not gain the 
victory, by the great names he enlisted on his side of 
the argument. His father was aware of the existence 
of this dangerous faculty, and had often remonstrated 
with his son on the use of it. On the present occasion, 
when the buzz had somewhat subsided, Mr Grey 
looked smiling to his son, and said, ‘ Vivian, my dear, 
can you tell me in what work of Bolingbroke I can 
find the eloquent passage you have just quoted ? ' — 
*Ask Mr Hargrave, sir, replied the son, with the most 
perfect coolness; then, turning to the member, ‘You 
know, Mr Hargrave, you are reputed the most pro- 
found political student in the House, and more mti- 
mately acquainted than any other person with the 
works of Bolingbroke.' 

Mr Hargrave knew no such thing; but he was a 
weak man, and, seduced by the compliment, he was 
afraid to prove himself unworthy of it by confessing 
hisSgnorance of the passage. 

Coffee was announced. 

Vivian did not let the peer escape him in the 
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drawing-room. He soon managed to enter into 
conversation with him; and certainly the Marquess 
of Carabas never found a more entertaining companion. 
Vivian discoursed on a new Venetian liqueur, and 
taught the Marquess how to mull Moselle, an operation 
of which the Marquess had never heard (as who has ?), 
and then the flood of anecdotes, and little innocent 
personalities, and the compliments so exquisitely 
introduced, that they scarcely appeared to be compli- 
ments; and the voice so pleasant, and conciliating, 
and the quotation from the Marquess's own speech; 
and the wonderful art of which the Marquess was 
not aware, by which, during all this time, the lively, 
chattering, amusing, elegant conversationist, so full 
of scandal, politics, and cookery, did not so much 
appear to be Mr Vivian Grey as the Marquess of 
Carabas himself. 

‘Well, I must be gone,' said the fascinated noble; 
‘I really have not felt in such spirits for some time; 
I almost fear I have been vulgar enough to be amusing, 
eh ! eh ! eh ! — but you young men are sad fellows, 
eh I eh ! eh ! — Don't forget to call on me — ^good 
evening I and Mr Vivian Grey ! Mr Vivian Grey ! ' 
said his Lordship, returning, ‘you'll not forget the 
receipt you promised me for making tomahawk punch.' 

‘Certainly not, my lord,' said the young man; 
‘only it must be invented first,' thought Vivian, as 
he took up his light to retire. ‘But never mind, 
never mind 

Chapeau has I chapeau bas ! 

Glorie au Marquis de Carabas!!' 
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CHAPTER II 

A FEW days after the dinner at Mr Grey's, as the 
Marquess of Carabas was sitting in his library and 
sighing, in the fulness of his ennui, as he looked on 
his large library table, once triply covered with official 
communications, now thinly besprinkled with a stray 
parliamentary paper or two, his steward's accounts, 
and a few letters from some grumbling tenants, Mr 
Vivian Grey was announced. 

I fear I am intruding on your lordship, but I really 
could not refrain from bringing you the receipt I 
promised.' 

"Most happy to see ye, most happy to see ye.' 

‘This is exactly the correct receipt, my Lord. To 
EVERY TWO BOTTLES OF STILL CHAMPAGNE, ONE PINT 
OF CURACOA.' The Peer's eyes glistened, and his 
companion proceeded ; * One pint of curacoa ; 

CATCH THE AROMA OF A POUND OF GREEN TEA, AND 
DASH THE WHOLE WITH GLENLIVET.' 

‘ Splendid ! ' ejaculated the Marquess 

‘The nice point, however, which it is impossible to 
define in a receipt, is catching the aroma. What sort 
of a genius is your lordship's gastrical chef ? ' 

‘ First-rate ! Laporte is a genius.' 

‘ Well, my lord ! I shall be most happy to superin- 
tend the first concoction for you; and remember 
particularly,' said Vivian, rising, ‘remember it must 
be iced.' 

'Certainly, my dear fellow : but pray don't think of 
going yet.' 

‘i am very sorry, my lord; but such a pressure of 
engagements — ^your lordship's kindness is so ^eat, 
and, re?dly, I fear, that at this moment especially. 
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your lordship can scarcely be in a humour for my 
trifling/ 

‘ Why this moment especially, Mr Vivian Grey ? * 

' Oh, my lord I I am perfectly aware of your lord- 
ship's talents for business; but still I had conceived 
that the delicate situation in which your lordship 
is now placed, requiring such anxious attention, 
such ' 

* Delicate situation 1 anxious attention ! why man ! 
you speak riddles. I certainly have a great deal of 
business to transact : people are so obstinate, or so 
foolish, they will consult me, certainly — and certainly 
I feel it my duty, Mr Vivian Grey — I feel it the duty, 
sir, of every peer in this happy country’ (here his lord- 
ship got parliamentary) — ‘yes, sir, I feel it due to 
my character, to my family, to — to — to assist with 
my advice, all those who think fit to consult me.' 
Splendid peroration ! 

‘ Oh, my lord ! ' carelessly remarked Vivian, ‘ I 
thought it was a mere on ML* 

‘ Thought what, my dear sir ? you really quite 
perplex me.' 

‘ I mean to say, my lord — I, I thought it was impos- 
sible the overtures had been made.' 

‘Overtures, Mr Vivian Grey?' 

‘Yes, my lord! Overtures— hasn't your lordship 
seen the Post? But I knew it was impossible — I 
said so, I ' 

‘ Said what, Mr Vivian Grey ? ' 

‘Said that the whole paragraph was unfounded.' 

‘Paragraph! what paragraph?' and his lordship 
rose, and rang the library bell with vehemence — 
‘ Sadler, bring me the Morning Post* 

The servant entered with the paper : Mr Vivian 
Grey seized it from his hands before it reached the 
Marquess, and glancing his eye over it with the rapidity 
of lightning, doubled up the sheet in a convenient 
readable form, and pushing it into his lordship's 
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hands> exclaimed, ‘There, my lord! there, that will 
explain all.’ 

His lordship read : — 

* We are informed that some alteration in the com- 
position of the present administration is in contempla- 
tion; Lord Past Century, it is said, will retire; Mr Liberal 

Principles will have the ; and Mr Charlatan Gas, 

the . A noble peer, whose practised talents have 

already benefited the nation, and who, on vacating his 
seat in the Cabinet, was elevated to the Peerage, is 
reported as having had certain overtures made him, 
the nature of which may be conceived; but which 
under present circumstances, it would be indelicate 
in us to hint at/ 

It would have been impossible for a hawk to watch 
its quarry with eyes of more fixed and anxious earnest- 
ness, than did Vivian Grey the Matquess of Carabas, as 
his lordship’s eyes wandered over the paragraph, 
Vivian drew his chair close to the table opposite to 
the Marquess, and when the paragraph was read, their 
eyes met. 

‘Utterly untrue,* whispered the peer, with an 
agitated voice, and with a countenance which, for 
a moment, seemed intellectual. ‘But why Mr Vivian 
Grey should deem the fact of such overtures having 
been made “ impossible,** I confess, astonishes me.’ 

' Impossible, my lord 1 * 

‘Aye, Mr Grey, impossible, that was your word/ 

‘Oh, my lord.! what should I know about these 
matters ? * 

‘Nay, nay, Mr Grey, something must have been 
floating in your mind — ^why impossible, why impossible? 
Did your father think so ? ' 

‘My father ! Oh ! no, he never thinks about these 
matters; ours is not a political family; I am not sure 
thaSc he ever looks at a newspaper/ 

‘But, my dear Mr Grey, you would not have used 
the word without some meaning. Why did you think 
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it impossible ? — impossible is such a peculiar word.' 
And here the Marquess looked up with great earnest- 
ness to a portrait of himself, which hung over the fire- 
place. It was one of Sir Thomas's happiest efforts; 
but it was not the happiness of the likeness, or the 
beauty of the painting, which now attracted his lord- 
ship's attention; he thought only of the costume in 
which he appeared in that portrait — the court dress of 
a Cabinet Minister. ‘Impossible, Mr Grey, you must 
confess, is a very peculiar word, reiterated his lordship. 

‘ I said impossible, my lord, because I did conceive, 
that had your lordship been of a disposition to which 
such overtures might have been made* with any proba- 
bility of success, the Marquess of Carabas would have 
been in a situation which would have precluded the 
possibility of those overtures being made at all.' 

‘ Ha ! ’ and the Marquess nearly started from his 
seat. 

‘ Yes, my lord, I am a young, an inexperienced young 
man, ignorant of the world's ways; doubtless I was 
wrong, but I have much to learn,' and his voice 
faltered; ‘but I did conceive, that having power at 
his command, the Marquess of Carabas did not 
exercise it, merely because he despised it : but what 
should I know of such matters, my lord ? ' 

‘Is power a thing so easily to be despised, young 
man ? ^ asked the Marquess. His eye rested on a 
vote of thanks from the ‘Merchants and Bankers of 
London to the Right Honourable Sidney Lorraine, 
President, etc., etc., etc.,' which, splendidly emblazoned 
and gilt, and framed, and glazed, was suspended 
opposite the President's portrait. 

^Oh, no ! my lord, you mistake me,' eagerly burst 
forth Vivian. ‘I am no cold-blooded philosophy*, 
that would despise that for which, in my opinion, 
men, real men, should alone exist. Power! Oh! 
what sleepless nights, what days of hot anxiety 1 what 
exertions of mind and bodyl what travel! what 
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hatred ! what fierce encounters ! what dangers 0 } 
all possible kinds, would I not endure with a joyous 
spirit to gain it ! But such, my lord, I thought were 
feelings peculiar to inexperienced young men; and, 
seeing you, my lord, so situated, that you might com- 
mand all and everything, and yet living as you do, 
I was naturally led to believe that the object of my 
adoration was a vain glittering bauble, of which those 
who could possess it knew the utter worthlessness/ 
The peer sat in a musing mood, playing the Devil's 
tattoo on the library table; at last he raised his eyes, 
and said in a low whisper, 'Are you so certain that I 
can command all and everything ? ' 

' All and everything I did I say all and everything ? 
Really, my lord, you scan my expressions so critically I 
but I see your lordship is smiling at my boyish non- 
sense I and really I feel that I have already wasted 
too much of your lordship's valuable time, and dis- 
played too much of my own ignorance.' 

‘ My dear sir I I am not aware that I was smiling/ 
‘Oh I your lordship is so very kind.' 

‘But, my dear sir 1 you are really labouring under 
a very great mistake. I am desirous, I am particularly 
desirous, of having your opinion on this subject/ 

‘My opinion, my lord ! what should my opinion be, 
but an echo of the circle in wliich 1 live, but a faithful 
representation of the feelings of general society?* 
‘And, Mr Grey, I|should be glad to know what can 
possibly be more interesting to me than a faithful 
representation of the feelings of general society on this 
subject?’ 

‘ The many, my lord, are not always right/ 

‘Mr Grey, the many are not often wrong. Come, 
my dear sir, do me the favour of being frank, and let 
me know why the public is of opinion that all and 
evelfything are in my power, for such, after all, were 
your words.' 

‘If 4 did use them, my lord, it was because I was 
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thinking, as I often do, what after all in this country 
is public life ? Is it not a race in which the swiftest 
must surely win the prize — and is not that prize power ? 
Has not your lordship treasure ? There is your moral 
steam which can work the world. Has not your 
lordship treasure's most splendid consequence, pure 
blood and aristocratic influence ? The Millionaire 
has in his possession the seeds of everything, but he 
must wait for half a century till his descendant finds 
himself in your lordship's state — ^till he is yclept noble, 
and then he starts fair in the grand course. All these 
advantages your lordship has apparently at hand, 
with the additional advantage (and one, oh ! how 
great I) of having already proved to your country 
that you know how to rule.' 

There was adead silence, which atlength the Marquess 
broke. ‘There is much in what you say; but I cannot 
conceal it from myself, I have no wish to conceal it 
from you — I am not what I was.' 0 ambition I art 
thou the parent of truth. 

‘Ah! my lord!' eagerly rejoined Vivian, ‘here is 
the terrible error into which you great statesmen 
have always fallen. Think you not that intellect is 
as much a purchasable article as fine parks and fair 
castles ? With your lordship's tried and splendid 
talents, everything might be done; but, in my opinion, 
if, iiivSlead of a practised, an experienced, and a wary 
statesman, I was now addressing an idiot earl, 1 
should not see that the great end might not equally be 
consummated.' 

'Say you so, my merry man, and how ? * 

‘Why, my lord— but— but— I feel that I am trespas- 
sing on your lordship's time, otherwise I think I could 
show why society is of opinion that your lordship can 
do all and everything — how, indeed, your lordsjiip 
might, in a very short time, be — Prime Minister.' 

‘ No, Mr Grey, this conversation must be finished. 
rU just give orders that we may not be disturbed, and 
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then we shall proceed immediately. Come, now! 
your manner takes me, and we shall converse in the 
spirit of the most perfect confidence/ 

Here, as the Marquess settled at the same time his 
chair and his countenance, and looked as anxious as 
if Majesty itself were consulting him on the iormation 
of a ministry, in burst the Marchioness, notwithstand- 
ing aU the remonstrances, entreaties, threats, and 
supplications of Mr Sadler. 

Her ladyship had been what they style a splendid 
woman; that was now past, although, with the aid 
of cashmeres, diamonds, and turbans, her general 
appearance was still striking. Her ladyship was not 
remarkable for anything save a correct taste for 
poodles, parrots, and bijouterie, and a proper admira- 
tion of uieodore Hook and John Bull. 

'Oh! Marquess,' exclaimed her ladyship, and a 
favourite green parrot, which came flying in after its 
accustomed perch, her ladyship's left shoulder, shrieked 
at the same time in concert — ' Oh 1 Marquess, my poor 
Julie 1 You know we have noticed how nervous she 
has been for some days past, and I had just given her 
a saucer of arrow-root and milk, and she seemed a little 
easier, and I said to Miss Graves, " I really do think 
she is a leetle better*," and Miss Graves said, " Yes, my 
lady, I hope she is when just as we flattered our- 
selves that the dear little creature was enjoying a 
quiet sleep. Miss Graves called out, “ Oh, my lady ! 
my lady ? Julie's in a fit I" and when I turned round 
she was l 5 dng on her back, kicking with her eyes shut.' 
And here the Marchioness detected Mr Grey, and gave 
him as sublime a stare as might be expected from a 
ladypatroness of Almack's. 

'The Marcliioness — Mr Vivian Grey — ^my love, I 
assure you we are engaged in a most important, a 
most ' 

'Oh 1 I would not disturb you for the worlds only 
if you will just tell me what you think ought to be 
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done; leeches, or a warm bath; or shall I send for 
Doctor Blue Pill ? ' 

The Marquess looked a little annoyed, as if he 
wished her ladyship — in her own room again. He 
was ^most meditating a gentle reprimand, vexed 
that his grave young friend should have witnessed 
this frivolous intrusion, when that accomplished 
stripling, to the astonishment of the future Minister, 
immediately recommended ‘the warm bath,' and then 
lectured with equal rapidity and erudition, on dogs, and 
their diseases in general. 

The Marchioness retired, 'easier in her mind about 
Julie, than she had been for some days,' as Vivian 
assured her 'that it was not apoplexy, but only the 
first system of an epidemic.' And as she retired, she 
murmured her gratitude most gracefully to Julie's 
young physician. 

‘Now, Mr Grey,' said his lordship, endeavouring 
to recover his dignity, ‘ we were discussing the pubhc 
sentiments, you know, on a certain point, when this 
unfortunate interruption ' 

Vivian had not much difficulty in collectingf his ideas, 
and he proceeded, not as displeased as his lordship 
with the domestic scene. 

‘ I need not remind your lordship that the two great 
parties into which this State is divided are apparently 
very unequally proportioned. Your lordship well 
knows how the party to which your lordship is said to 
belong, your lordship knows, I imagine, how that is 
constituted. We have nothing to do with the other. 
My lord, I must speak out. No thinking man, and 
such, I trust, Vivian Grey is — ^no thinking man can 
for a moment suppose, that your lordship's heart is 
very warm in the cause of a psity which — for I will .no 
mince my words — ^has betrayed you. How is it, i|b is 
asked by thinking men, how is it that the Marquess of 
Carabas is — ^the tool of a faction ? ' 

The Marquess breathed aloud, ‘ They say so, do they ? * 
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‘ Why, my lord, listen even to your servants in your 
own hall — need I say more ? How, then ! is this 
opinion true ? Let us look to your conduct to the 
party, to which you are said to belong. Your votes 
are theirs, your influence is theirs; and for all this, 
what return, my Lord Marquess, what return ? My 
lord, I am not rash enough to suppose, that your 
lordship, alone and unsupported, can make yourself 
the arbiter of this country's destinies. It would be 
ridiculous to entertain such an idea for a second. 
The existence of such a man would not be endured by 
the nation for a second. But, my lord, union is 
strength. Nay, my lord, start not — I am not going 
to advise you to throw yourself into the arms of 
opposition ; leave such advice for greenhorns. I am 
not going to adopt a line of conduct, which would, for a 
moment, compromise the consistency of your high 
character ; leave such advice for fools. My I'ord, it 
is to preserve your consistency, it is to vindicate your 
high character, it is to make the Marquess of Carabas 
perform the duties which society requires from him, 
that I, Vivian Grey, a member of that society, and a 
humble friend of your lordship, speak so boldly.' 

‘ My friend,' said the agitated peer, ‘ you cannot speak 
too boldly. My mind opens to you. I have felt, I 
have long felt, that I was not what I ought to be, 
that I was not what society requires me to be : but 
where is your remedy, what is the line of conduct that 
I should pursue ? ' 

‘The remedy, my lord! I never conceived, for a 
moment that there was any doubt of the existence 
of means to attain all and everything. I think that 
was your lordship's phrase. I only hesitated as to the 
existence of the inclination, on the part of your lordship. ' 

'%You cannot doubt it now,' said the peer, in a low 
voice; and then his lordship looked anxiously round 
the room, as if he feared that there had been some 
jiiysterious witness to his whisper. 
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‘My lord/ said Vivian, and he drew his chair close 
to the Marquess, ‘ the plan is shortly this. There are 
others in a similar situation with yourself. All think- 
ing men know — ^your lordship knows still better — 
that there are others equally influential, equally 
ill-treated. How is it that I see no concert among 
these individuals ? How is it that, jealous of each 
other, or each trusting that he may ultimately prove 
an exception to the system of which he is a victim; 
how is it, I say, that you look with cold hearts on each 
other’s situation ? My Lord Marquess, it is at the 
head of these that I would place you ; it is these that 
I would have act with you — and this is the union 
which is strength.’ 

‘You are right, you are right; there is Courtown, 
but we do not speak. There is Beaconsfield,' but we 
are not intimate — but much might be done.’ 

‘My lord, you must not be daunted at a few diffi- 
culties, or at a little exertion. But as for Courtown, 
or Beaconsfield, or fifty other offended men, if it can 
be shown to them that their interest is to be your lord- 
ship’s friend, trust me, that ere six months are over, 
they will have pledged their troth. Leave all this to 
me — give me your lordship’s name,’ said Vivian, 
whispering most earnestly in the Marquess’s ear, and 
laying his hand upon his lordship’s arm — ‘give me 
your lordship’s name, and your lordship’s influence, 
and I will take upon myself the whole organisation of 
the Carabas party.' 

‘The Carabas party ! Ah 1 we must think more of 
this/ 

The Marquess's eyes smiled with triumph, as he 
shook Vivian cordially by the hand, and begged him 
to call upon him on the morrow. 
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CHAPTER III 

The intercourse between the Marquess and Vivian, 
after this interview, was constant. No dinner-party 
was thought perfect at Carabas House without the 
presence of the young gentleman; and as the Marchion- 
ess was delighted with the perpetual presence of an 
individual whom she could always consult about 
Julie, there was apparently no domestic obstacle to 
Vivian's remaining in high favour. 

The Earl of Eglamour, the only child in whom were 
concentrated all the hopes of the illustrious House of 
Lorraine, was in Italy. The only remaining member 
of the domestic circle who was wanting, was the 
Honourable Mrs Felix Lorraine, the wife of the Mar- 
quess's younger brother. This lady, exhausted by the 
gaiety of the season, had left town somewhat earlier 
than she usually did, and was inhaling fresh air, and 
studying botany, at the magnificent seat of the Carabas 
family. Chateau Desir, at which splendid place Vivian 
w^as to pass the summer. 

In the meantime all was sunshine with Vivian Grey. 
His noble friend and himself were in perpetual converse, 
and constantly engaged in deep consultation. As yet, 
the world knew nothing, except that, according to 
the Marquess of Carabas, ‘Vivian Grey was the most 
astonishingly clever and prodigiously accomplished 
fellow that ever breathed.' And as the Marquess 
always added, ‘ resembled himself very much when he 
was young.' 

But it must not be supposed that Vivian was to all 
the world the fascinating creature that he was to the 
Marquess of Carabas. Many complained that he 
was reserved, silent, satirical, and haughty. But the 
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truth was, Vivian Grey often asked himself, ‘Who 
is to be my enemy to-morrow ? ' He was too cunning 
a master of the human mind, not to be aware of the 
quicksands upon which all greenhorns strike; he knew 
too well the danger of unnecessary intimacy. A 
smile for a friend, and a sneer for the world, is the way 
to govern mankind, and such was the motto of Vivian 
Grey. 
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CHAPTER IV 

How shall we describe Chateau Desir, that place 
fit for all princes ? In the midst of a park of great 
extent, and eminent for scenery, as varied as might 
please Nature’s most capricious lover; in the midst 
of green lawns, and deep winding glens, and cooling 
streams, and wild forest, and soft woodland, there 
was gradually formed an elevation, on which was 
situate a mansion of great size, and of that bastard, 
but picturesque style of architecture, called the Italian 
Gothic. The date of its erection was about the middle 
of the sixteenth century. You entered by a noble 
gateway, in which the pointed style still predominated; 
but in various parts of which the Ionic column, 
and the prominent keystone, and other creations of 
Roman architecture, intermingled with the expiring 
Gothic, into a large quadrangle, to which the square 
casement windows, and the triangular pediments or 
gable ends, supplying the place of battlements, gave a 
varied and Italian feature. In the centre of the court, 
from a vast marble basin, the rim of which was en- 
riched by a splendidly-sculptured lotus border, rose 
a marble group, representing Amphitrite with her 
marine attendants, whose sounding shells and coral 
sceptres sent forth their subject element in sparkling 
showers. This work, the chef d'c^uvre of a celebrated 
artist of Vicenza, had been purchased by the Valerian, 
first Lord Carabas, who having spent the greater part 
of his life as the representative of his monarch at the 
Dhcal Court of Venice, at length returned to his 
native country; and in the creation of Chateau Desir, 
endeavoured to find some consolation for the loss of 
beautiful villa on the banks of the Adige, 
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Over the gateway there rose a tiirreted tower, the 
small square window of which, notwithstanding its 
stout stanchions, illumined the muniment room of the 
House of Carabas. In the spandrils of the gateway, 
and in many other parts of the building, might be 
seen the arms of the family; while the tall twisted 
stacks of chimneys, which appeared to spring from all 
parts of the roof, were carved and built in such curious 
and quaint devices, that they were rather an ornament 
than an excrescence. When you entered the quad- 
rangle, you found one side solely occupied by the old 
hall, the huge carved rafters of whose oak roof rested on 
corbels of the family supporters, against the walls. 
These walls were of stone, but covered half-way from 
the ground with a panelling of curiously carved oak; 
whence were suspended in massy frames, the family 
portraits, painted by Dutch and Italian artists. Near 
the Dais, or upper part of the hall, there projected 
an oriel window, which, as you beheld, you scarcely 
knew what most to admire, the radiancy of its painted 
panes, or the fantastic richness of Gothic ornament, 
which was profusely lavished ineverypart of its masonry. 
Here too the Gothic pendent, and the Gothic fan- 
work, were intermingled with the Italian arabesques, 
which at the time of the building of the Chateau, had 
been recently introduced into England by Hans 
Holbein and John of Padua. 

How wild and fanciful are those ancient arabesques ! 
Here at Chateau Desir, in the panelling of the old hall, 
might you see fantastic scrolls, separated by bodies 
encdng in termini, and whose heads supported the 
Ionic volute, while the arch, which appeared to spring 
from these capitals, had, for a keystone, heads more 
monstrous than those of the fabled animals of Ctesias; 
or so ludicrous that you forgot the classic Griffen in 
the grotesque conception of the Italian artist. Here 
was a gibbering monkey, there a grinning Pulcinello; 
now you viewed a chattering devil, which might have 
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figured in the temptation of St Anthony : and npw a 
mournful, mystic, bearded countenance, which might 
have flitted in the back scene of a Witches' Sabbath. 

A long gallery wound through the upper storey of 
two other sides of the quadrangle, and beneath were 
the show suite of apartments, with a sight of which 
the admiring eyes of curious tourists were occasionally 
delighted. 

The graystone walls of this antique edifice were, in 
many places, thickly covered with ivy, and other 
parasitical plants, the deep green of whose verdure 
beautifully contrasted with the scarlet glories of the 
pyrus japonica, which gracefully clustered round the 
windows of the lower chambers. The mansion itself 
was immediately surrounded by numerous ancient 
forest trees. There was the elm, with its rich branches, 
bending down like clustering grapes; there was the 
wide-spreading oak, with its roots fantastically gnarled; 
there was the ash, with its smooth bark and elegant 
leaf; and the silver beech, and the gracile birch; and 
the dark fir, affording with its rough foliage, a contrast 
to the trunks of its more beautiful companions, or 
shooting far above their branches, with the spirit 
of freedom worthy of a rough child of the mountains. 

Around the castle were extensive pleasure grounds, 
which realised the romance of the Gardens of Verulam. 
And truly, as you wandered through their enchanting 
paths, there seemed no end to their various beauties, 
and no exhaustion to their perpetual novelty. Green 
retreats succeeded to winding walks; from the shady 
ber9eau, you vaulted on the noble terrace; and if, 
for an instant, you felt wearied by treading the vdvet 
lawn, you might rest in a mossy cell, while your mind 
was soothed by the soft music of falling waters. 
Now your curious eyes were greeted by Oriental 
animals, basking in a sunny paddock; and when you 
turned from the white-footed antelope, and the dark- 
leyed gazelle, you viewed an aviary of such extent. 



VIVIAN GREY 


59 

that within its trellised walls the imprisoned songsters 
could build, in the free branches of a tree, their natural 
nests. 

‘0 fair scene !’ thought Vivian Grey, as he ap- 
proached on a fine summer’s afternoon the splendid 
Chfiteau, 0 fair scene ! doubly fair to those who 
quit for thee the thronged and ^tated city. And 
can it be that those who exist witmn this enchanted 
domain can think of anything but sweet air, and do 
aught but revel in the breath of perfumed flowers ?' 
And here he gained the garden gate : so he stopped 
his soliloquy, and gave his horse to his groom. 
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CHAPTER V 

The Marquess had preceded Vivian in his arrival 
about three or four days, and of course, to use the 
common phrase, the establishment was 'quite settled.’ 
It was, indeed, to avoid the possibility of witnessing 
the domestic arrangements of a nobleman in any other 
point of view save that of perfection, that Vivian had 
declined accompanying his noble friend to the Chateau. 
Mr Grey, junior, was an epicurean, and all epicureans 
will quite agree with me, that his conduct on this head 
was extremely wise. I am not very nice myself about 
these matters; but there are, we all know, a thousand 
little things that go wrong on the arrivals of even 
the best regidated families ; and to mention no others, 
for any rational being voluntarily to encounter the 
awful gaping of an English family, who have travelled 
one hundred miles in ten successive hours, appears to 
me to be little short of madness. 

'Grey, my boy, quite happy to see ye ! later than I 
expected; first bell rings in five minutes — Sadler will 
show you your room. Your father, I hope, quite 
well ? ’ 

Such was the salutation of the Marquess; and 
Viviein accordingly retired to arrange his toilet. 

The first bell rang, and the second bell rang, and 
Vivian was seated at the dinner-table. He bowed to 
the Marchioness, and asked after her poodle, and gazed 
with some little curiosity at the vacant chair opposite 
him. 

JVIrs Felix Lorraine — Mr Vivian Grey,’ Sciid the 
Marquess, as a lady entered the room. 

Now, sdthough we are of those historians who are 
of opinion that the nature of the personages they cele- 
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brate should be developed rather by a recital of their 
conduct than by a set character on their introduction, 
it is, nevertheless, incumbent upon us to devote a 
few lines to the lady who has just entered, which the 
reader will be so good as to get through, while she is 
accepting an offer of some white soup ; by this means 
he will lose none of the conversation. 

The Honourable Felix Lorraine we have before 
described as a roue. After having passed through a 
career with tolerable credit, which would have blasted 
the character of any vulgar personage, Felix Lorraine 
ended by pigeoning a young nobleman, whom, for 
that purpose, he had made his intimate friend. The 
affair got wind — after due examination was proclaimed 
'too bad,' and the guilty personage was visited with 
the heaviest vengeance of modern society — he was 
expelled liis club. By this unfortunate exposure, 
Mr Felix Lorraine was obliged to give in a match, 
which was on the iapis, with the celebrated Miss 
Mexico, on whose million he had determined to set up 
a character and a chariot, and at the same time pension 
his mistress, and subscribe to the Society for the Sup- 
pression of Vice. Felix left England for the Continent, 
and in due time was made drum-major at Barbados, 
or fiscal at Ceylon, or something of that kind. While 
he loitered in Europe, he made a conquest of the heart 
of the daughter of some German baron, and after six 
weeks passed in the most affectionate manner, the 
happy couple performing their respective duties with 
perfect propriety, Felix left Germany for his colonial 
appointment, and also left — ^liis lady behind him. 

Mr Lorraine had duly and dutifully informed his 
family of his marriage; and they, as amiably and 
affectionately, had never answered his letters, which 
he never expected they would. Profiting by their 
example, he never answered his wife's, who, in due 
time, to the horror of the Marquess, landed in Engla^d, 
and claimed the protection of her 'beloved husband's 
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family/ The Marquess vowed he would never see 
her; the lady, however, one morning gained admit- 
tance, and from that moment she had never quitted 
her brother-in-law’s roof, and not only had never 
quitted it, but now made the greatest favour of her 
staying. 

The extraordinary influence which Mrs Felix 
Lorraine possessed was certainly not owing to her 
beauty, for the lady opposite Vivian Grey had appar- 
ently no claims to admiration, on the score of her 
personal qualifications. Her complexion was bad, 
and her features were indifferent, and these character- 
istics were not rendered less uninterestingly conspicuous 
by what makes an otherwise ugly woman quite the 
reverse, namely, a pair of expressive eyes; for certainly 
this epithet could not be applied to those of Mrs Felix 
Lorraine, which gazed in all the vacancy of German 
listlessness. 

The lady did bow to Mr Grey, and that was all; 
and then she negligently spooned her soup, and then, 
after much parade, sent it away untouched. Vivian 
was not under the necessity of paying any immediate 
courtesy to his opposite neighbour, whose silence, he 
perceived, was for the nonce, and consequently for 
him. But the day was hot, and Vivian had been 
fatigued by his ride, and the Marquess’s champagne 
was excellent; and so, at last, the floodgates of his 
speech burst, and talk he did. He complimented 
her ladyship’s poodle, quoted German to Mrs Felix 
Lorraine, and taught the Marquess to eat cabinet 
pudding with cura^oS sauce (a custom which, by the 
bye, I recommend to all); and then his stories, his 
scandal, and his sentiment; stories for the Marquess, 
scandal for the Marchioness, and sentiment for the 
Marquess’s sister 1 That lady, who began to find out 
her man, had no mind to be longer silent, and although 
a perfect mistress of the English language, began to 
articulate a horrible patois, that she might not be 
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mistaken for an Englishwoman, an occurrence which 
she particularly dreaded. But now came her punish- 
ment, for Vivian saw the effect which he had produced 
on Mrs Felix Lorraine, and that Mrs Felix Lorraine 
now wished to produce a corresponding effect upon 
him, and this he was determined she should not do; 
so new stories followed, and new compliments ensued, 
and finally he anticipated her sentences, and some- 
times her thoughts. The lady sat silent and admiring. 
At last the important meal was finished, and the time 
caune when good dull English dames retire; but of 
this habit Mrs Felix Lorraine did not approve; and 
although she had not yet prevailed upon I-ady Carabas 
to adopt her ideas on field days, still, when alone, 
the good-natured Marchioness had given in, and to 
save herself from hearing the din of male voices at a 
time at which during her whole life she had been 
unaccustomed to them, the Marchioness of Carabas — 
dozed. Her worthy spouse, who was prevented, by 
the presence of Mrs Felix Lorraine, from talking 
politics with Vivian, passed the bottle pretty briskly, 
and then conjecturing that 'from the sunset we should 
have a fine day to-morrow,’ fell back in his easy chair, 
and — snored. 

Mrs Felix Lorraine looked at her noble relatives, 
and shrugged up her shoulders with an air which 
bafHeth description. "Mr Grey, I congratulate 
you on this hospitable reception; you see we treat 
you quite en famille. Come ! ’tis a fine evening, you 
have seen, as yet, but little of Chateau Desir : we may 
as well enjoy the fine air on the terrace/ 
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CHAPTER VI 

'You must know, Mr Grey, that this is my favourite 
walk, and I therefore expect that it will be yours/ 
*It cannot indeed fail to be such, the favourite as 
it alike is, of Nature, and Mrs Felix Lorraine/ 

‘On my word, a very pretty sentence ! — and who 
taught you, young sir, to bandy words so fairly ? ’ 

‘I never can open my mouth, except in the presence 
of a woman,* observed Vivian, with impudent menda- 
city; and he looked interesting and innocent. 

'Indeed ! — and what do you know about such wicked 
work, as talking to women ? ’ and here Mrs Felix 
Lorraine imitated Vivian*s sentimental voice. ‘Do 
you know,* she continued, ‘I feel quite happy that 
you have come down here; I begin to think that we 
shall be great friends. 

‘Nothing appears to me more evident,’ said Vivian. 
‘How delicious is friendship,’ exclaimed Mrs Felix 
Lorraine : ‘delig"htful sentiment, that prevents life 
from being a curse ! Have you a friend, Mr Vivian 
Grey ?' 

‘Before I answer that question, I should like to 
know what meaning Mrs Felix Lorraine attaches to 
that important monosyllable, friend.* 

‘Oh, you want a definition: I hate definitions; 
and of all the definitions in the world, the one I have 
been most unfortunate in has been a definition of 
friendship — I might say’ — and here her voice sunk — 
"I say, oi ab the sentiments in the world, friend- 

ship is the one which has been most fatal to me; but 
I must not inoculate you with my bad spirits, bad 
Spirits are not for young blood like yours, leave them 
to old persons like myself,* 
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*Old !' 3aid Vivian, in a proper tone of atirprise, 

‘Old! aye old~how old do you think I am?’ 

‘You may have seen twenty summers,’ gallantly 
conjectured Vivian. 

The lady looked pleased, and almost insinuated 
that she had seen one or two more. 

‘A clever woman,’ thought Vivian, ‘but vain; I 
hardly know what to think of her.’ 

‘Mr Grey, I fear you find me in bad spirits to-day; 
but, alas ! I — I have cause. Although we see each 
other to-day for the first time, yet there is something 
ih your manner, something m the expression of your 
eyes, that make me believe my happiness is not 
altogether a matter of indifference to you.* These 
words, uttered in one of the sweetest voices by which 
ever human being was fascinated, were slowly and 
deliberately spoken, as if it were intended that they 
should rest on the ear of the object to whom they were 
addressed. 

‘My dearest madam I it is impossible that I can have 
feut one sentiment with regard to you, that of — — 

‘Of what, Mr Grey ? ' 

‘Of solicitude for your welfare.’ 

The lady gently took the arm of the young man, 
and then with an agitated voice, and a troubled spirit, 
dwelt upon the unhappiness of her lot, and the cruelty 
of her fortunes. Her husband’s indifference was the 
sorrowful theme of her lamentations ; and she ended 
by asking Mr Vivian Grey’s advice, as to the line of 
-Obnduct which she should pursue with regard to him; 
fitst duly informing Vivian that this was the only 
tiitie, and he the only person, to whom this subject 
bad been ever mentioned, 

^And why should I mention it here — and to whom ? 
The Marquess is the best of men, but — — ' and here 
she looked up in Vivian’s face, and spoke volti^D^; 

tlife Marchioness is the most amiable of 
'1^^ leasts I suppose her la|Mog thinks 
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The advice of Vivian was very concise. He s«it 
the husband to the devil in two seconds, and insist^ 
upon the wife’s not thinking of him for another mom^t; 
and then the lady dried her eyes, and promised to 
do her best. 

‘And now,’ said Mrs Felix Lorraine, ‘I must talk 
about your own affairs — I think your plan excdilent.’ 

‘Plan, madam ?' 

‘Yes, plan, sir I the Marquess has told me all. I 
have no head for politics, Mr Grey; but if I cannot 
assist you in managing the nation, I perhaps may in 
managing the fanmy, and my services are at 5 ?our 
command. Believe me, you’ll have enough to do : 
there, I pledge you my troth. Do you think it a 
pretty hand ?’ 

Vivian did think it a very pretty hand, and he 
performed due courtesies in a Ijecoming style. 

'And now, good even to you,’ said the lady; ‘this 
little gate leads to my apartments. You will have no 
difficmty in finding your way back:’ so saying she 
disappeared. 
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CHAPTER VII 

The first week at Chateau Desir passed pleasantly 
enough. Vivian’s morning was amply occupied in 
maturing with the Marquess the grand principles of 
the new political system: in weighing interests, in 
balancing connections, and settling ‘what side was to 
be taken on the great questions ? ' O politics ! thou 
splendid juggle 1 The whole business, although so 
magnificent in its results, appeared very easy to the 
two counsellors, for it was one of the first principles 
of Mr Vivian Grey, that everything was possible. 
Men did fail in life to be sure, and after all, very little 
was done by the generality; but still all these failures 
and all this inefficiency, might be traced to a want 
of physical and mental courage. Some men were bold 
in their conceptions, and splendid heads at a grand 
system, but then, when the day of battle came, they 
turned out very cowards; while others, who had nerve 
enouffh to stand the^ brunt of the hottest iBure, were 
utterly ignorant of military tactics, and fell before the 
destroyer, like the brave untutored Indians before the 
civilised European. Now Vivian Grey was conscious 
that there was at least one person in the world who 
was no craven either in body or in mind, and so he 
had long come to the comfortable conclusion, that it 
was impossible that his career could be anything but 
the m^t biihiant. And truly, employed as he now 
was, with a ^r of the realm, in a solemn consultation 
on that reaJm’s most important interests, at a time 
when creatures of his age were moping in Halls ana 
Colleger is it to be wondered at that he b^^anlto 
imagine that his theory was borne <^at by 
and by fact ? Not that it must be supposed, even for 



68 


VIVIAN GREY 

a moment, that Vivian Grey was what the world called 
conceited — Oh, nb ! he knew the measure of his own 
mind, and had fathomed the depth of his powers with 
equal skill and impartiality; but in the process he 
could not but feel that he could conceive much, and 
dare do more. 

We said the first week at Chateau Desir passed 
jdeasantly enough; and so it did, for Vivian’s soul 
revelled in the morning councils of his future fortunes, 
with as much eager joy as a young courser tries the 
turf, preliminary to running for the plate. And then, 
in the evening, were moonlight walks with Mrs Felix 
Lorraine ! and then the lady abused England so 
prettily, and initiated her companion in all the secrets 
of German Courts, and sang beautiful French songs, 
and told the legends of her native land in such an 
interesting, semi-serious tone, that Vivian almost 
imagined that she believed them — and then she would 
take him beside the luminous lake in the park, and vow 
it looked just like the dark blue Rhine ! and then she 
remembered Germany, and grew sad, and abused her 
hu^sband; and then she taught Vivian the guitar, and— 
some other fooleries besides. 
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CHAPTER VIII 

The second week of Vivian's visit had come round, 
and the flag waved proudly on the proud tower of 
Chiteau Desir, indicating to the admiring county 
that the most noble Sidney, Marquess of Carabas, held 
public days twice a-week at his grand castle. And 
now came the neighbouring peei, full of ^ace and 
gravity, and the mellow baronet, with his hearty 
laugh, and the jolly country squire, and the middling 
gent!^, and the jobbing country attorney, and the 
flourishing country surveyor — some honouring by 
their presence, some who felt the obligation equal, and 
others bending before the noble host, as if paying him 
adoration was almost an equal pleasure with that of 
guzzling his venison pasties, and quaffing his bright 
wines. 

Independently of all these periodical visitors, the 
house was full of permanent ones. There were the 
Viscount and Viscountess Courtown and their three 
daughters, and Lord and Lady Beaconsfield and their 
three sons* and Sir Berdmore and Lady Scrope, and 
Cdlond Delmington of the Guards, and Lady Louisa 
Manvers and her daughter Julia. Lady Louisa was 
the only sister of the Marquess — a widow, proud and 
penniless. 

To all these distinguished personages, Vivian was 
introduced by the Marquess as *a monstrous clevor 
young man, and his lordship's most particular friend'-M* 
and then the noble Carabas left the game in his young 
friend’s hands. 

And right well Vivian did liiS duty. In a wedjc’s 
time it would have been ha^d to decide with whoiO Of 
the fairniy of the Courtowns Vivian was the 
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favourite. He rode with the Viscount, who was a 
good horseman, and was driven by his lady, who was 
a good whip; and when he had sufficiently admired 
the tout ensemble of her ladyship's pony phaeton, he 
entrusted her, ‘in confidence,' with some ideas of his 
own about martingales, a subject which he assured her 
ladyship ‘had been the object of his mature con- 
sideration.' The three honourable Misses were the 
most difficult part of the business ; but he talked senti- 
ment with the first, sketched with the second, and 
romped with the third. 

Ere the Beaconsfields could be jealous of the influence 
of the Courtowns, Mr Vivian Grey had promised his 
lordship, who was a collector of medals, a unique, 
wWch had never yet been heard of; and her ladyship, 
who was a collector of autographs, the private letters 
of every man of genius that ever had been heard of. 
In this division of the Carabas guests, he was not bored 
with a family; for sons, he always made it a rule to 
cut dead; they are the members of a family who, on 
an average, are generally very uninfluential, for, on 
an average, they are fools enough to think it very 
knowing, to be very disagreeable. So the wise man 
but little loves them, but woe to the fool who neglects 
the daughters ! 

Sir Berdmore Scrope, Vivian found a more unmana^ 
able personage; for the baronet was confound^V 
shrewd, and without a particle of sentiment in hfs 
composition. It was a great thing, however, to gain 
Mm; for Sir Berdmore was a leading country gentler 
man, and having quarrelled with Ministers about the 
com laws, had been counted disaffected ever since* 
The baronet, however, although a bold man to the 
worid, was luckily henpecked; so Vivian made love to 
the wife^ and secured the husband- 
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CHAPTER IX 

I THINK that Julia Manvers was really the most 
beautiful creature that ever smiled in this fair world. 
Such a S3nnmetrically formed shape, such perfect 
features, such a radiant complexion, such luxuriant 
lubum hair, and such blue eyes, lit up by a smile of 
such mind and meaning, have seldom blessed the gaze 
of admiring man ! Vivian Grey, fresh as he was, was 
not exactly the creature to lose his heart very speedily. 
He looked upon marriage as a certain farce, in which, 
sooner or later, he was, as a well-paid actor, to play 
his part; and could it have advanced his views one 
jot, he would have married the Princess Caraboo to- 
morrow. But of all wives in the world, a young and 
handsome one was that which he most dreaded; and 
how a statesman, who was wedded to a beautiful 
woman, could possibly perform his duties to the public, 
did most exceedingly puzzle him. Notwithstanding 
these sentiments, however, Vivian began to think 
that there really could be no harm in talking to so 
beautiful a creature as Julia, and a little conversation 
wth her would, he felt, be no unpleasing relief to the 
dil&cult duties in which he was involved. 

To the astonishment of the Honourable Buckhurst 
Stanhope, eldest son of Lord Beaconsfield, Mr Vivian 
G^, who had never yet condescended to acknowledge 
his ^stence, asked him one morning, with the most, 
lasdnating of smiles, and with the most conciliating 
voice, ‘whether they should ride together.^ The young 
heir-apparent looked stiff, and assented. He ajrtjivua 
again at Chateau Desir in a couple of hours, desperately 
j^amoured of the eldest Miss Courtown. The sacri^ 
of two mornings to the Honourable Dormer Staitimpe# 
and the Honourable Gregory Stanhope) sent l;hemliomie 
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equally captivated by the remaining sisters. Having 
thus, like a man of honour, provided for the amusement 
df his former friends, the three Miss Courtons, Vivian 
left Mrs Felix Lorraine to the Colonel, whose moustache 
by the bye, that lady considerably patronised, and 
then, having excited a universal feeling of gallantry 
among the elders, Vivian foimd his whole day at the 
service of Julia Manvers. 

'Miss Manvers, I think that you and I are the only 
faithful subjects in this castle of indolence. Here am 
I lounging on an ottoman, my ambition reaching only 
so far as the possession of a chibouque, whose aromatic 
and circling wreaths, I candidly confess, I dare not here 
excite; and you, of course, much too knowing to be 
doing ai^ything on the first of August, save dreaming 
of races, archery feats, and county balls — the three 
most delightful tilings wliich tlie country can boast, 
either for man, woman, or child.’ 

'Of course you except sporting for yourself — shoot- 
ing especially, I suppose.’ 

'Shooting, oh ! ah ! there is such a thing. No, 
I’m no shot; not that I have not in my time cultivated 
a Manton; but the truth is, having, at an early age, 
mistaken my most intimate friend for a cock pheasant, 
I sent a whole crowd of fours into his face, and thereby 
spoilt one of the prettiet)t countenances in Christendom; 
so 1 gave up the field. Besides, as Tom Moore says, 
I have so much to do in the country, that, for my part, 
I really have no time for Idlling birds and jumping over 
ditches : good work enough for country squires, who 
must, like all others, have their hours of excitement. 
Mine are of a different nature, and boast a different 
locality; and so when I come into the country, ’tis 
for pleasant air, and beautiful trees, and winding 
streams — things which, of course, those who live 
among them ^ the year round do not suspect to be 
lovely and adorable creations. Don’t you agree with 
Tom Moore, Miss Manvers?' 
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*0h, of course ! but T think it is very improper, 
that habit, which every one has, of calling a man of 
such eminence as the author of Lalla Rookh, Tom 
Moore.' 

‘I wish he could but hear you ! But, suppose I were 
to quote Mr Moore, or Mr Thomas Moore, would you 
have the most distant conception whom I meant ? 
No, no, certainly not. By the bye, did you ever hear 
the pretty name they gave him at Paris ? * 

'No! what was it?’ 

'One day, Moore and Rogers went to call on Denon. 
Rogers gave their names to the Swiss, Monsieur Rogers 
et Monsieur Moore, The Swiss dashed open the 
library door, and, to the great surprise of the illustrious 
antiquary, announced, Monsieur FAmour 1 While 
Denon was doubting whether the God of Love was 
really paying him a visit or nor, Rogers entered. I 
should like to have seen Denon’s face V 

'And Monsieur Denon did take a portrait of Mr 
Rogers as Cupid, I believe?’ 

'Come, madam, " no scandal about Queen Eliza- 
beth.” Mr Rogers is one of the most elegant-minded 
men in the country.’ 

‘Nay I do not lecture me vdth such a laughing face, 
or else your moral will be utterly thrown away.’ 

'Ah ! you have Retsch’s Faust there. T did not expect 
on a drawing-room table at Cliiteau Desir, to see 
anything so old, and so excellent. I thought the third 
edition of Tremaine would be a very fair specimen 
of your ancient literature, and Major Denham’s 
hair-breath escapes of your modern. There was an 
excellent story about, on the return of Denham and 
Clapperton. The travellers took different routes, 
in order to arrive at the same point of destination. 
In his wanderings the Major came unto an unheard-of 
Lake, which, with the spirit which they of the Guard$^ 
surely approved, he christened ” Lake Waterloo^ 
Clapperton arrived a few days after him; and^ f^ 
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pool was immediately re-baptized ** Lake Trafalgar.*' 
There was a hot quarrel in consequence. Now, if I 
had been there, I would have arranged matters, by 
proposing as a title, to meet the views of all parties, 
^The United Service Lake.*’ * 

'That would have been happy.* 

'How beautiful Margaret is!* said Vivian, rising 
from his ottoman, and seating himself on the sofa by 
the lady. T always think that this is the only 
Personification where Art has not rendered Innocence 
insipid.* 

'Do you think so ?’ 

'Why take Una in the Wilderness, or Goody Two 
Shoes. These, I believe, were the most innocent 
persons that ever existed, and I am sure you will 
agree with me, they always look the most insipid. 
Nay, perhaps I was wrong in what I said; perhaps it 
is Insipidity tliat always looks innocent, not Innocence 
always insipid.* 

'How can you refine so, when the thermometer is 
at 100® ! Pray tell me some more stories.* 

'I cannot, I am in a refining humour : I could almost 
lecture to-day at the Royal Institution. You would 
not call these exactly Prosopopeias of Innocence ? * 
said Vivian, turning over a bundle of Stewart Newton *s 
beauties, languishing, and lithographed. 'Newton, 
I suppose, like Lady Wortley Montague, is of opinion, 
that the face is not the most beautiful part of woman; 
at least, if I am to judge from these elaborate ankles. 
Now the countenance of this Donna, forsooth, has 
a drowsy placidity worthy of the easy chair i^e is 
lolling in, and yet her ankle would not disgrace the 
contorted frame of the most pious Faquir.* 

‘Well I I am an admirer of Newton*s paintings.* 
'Oh I so am I. He is certainly a clevensh fellow, 
but rather too much among the blues ; a set of whom, 
I would venture to say, Miss Manvers knoweth little 
%out?’ 
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*0h, not the least ! Mamma does not visit that way. 
What are they?’ 

'Oh, very powerful people ! though " Mamma does 
not visit that way." Their words are Ukases as far 
as Curzon Street, and very Decretals in the general 
vicinity of Mayfair ; but you shall have a further 
description another time. How those rooks bore ! I 
hate staying with ancient families; you are always 
cawed to death. If ever you write a novel. Miss 
Manvers, mind you have a rookery in it. Since 
Tremaine, and Washington Irving, nothing will go 
down without.* 

'By the bye, who is the author of Tremaine 1* 

‘It is either Mr Ryder, or Mr Spencer Percival, or 
Mr Dyson, or Miss Dyson, or Mr Bowles, or the Duke 
of Buckingham, or Mr Ward, or a young officer in the 
Guards, or an old Clergyman inthe North of England, or 
a middle-aged Barrister on the Midland Circuit.* 

‘Mr Grey, I wish you could get me an autograph of 
Mr Washington Irving; I want it for a particular 
friend.* 

‘Give me a pen and ink; I will write you one 
immediately.* 

‘Ridiculous.* 

‘There ! now you have made me blot Faustus.* 

At this moment the room-door suddenly opened, 
and as suddenly shut. 

‘Who was that ?* 

‘Mephistopheles, or Mrs Felix Lorraine ; one or the 
other, perhaps both.* 

‘Whatr 

‘What do you think of Mrs Felix Lorraine, Miss 
Manvers?* 

‘Oh ! I think her a very amusing woman, a very 

clever woman, a very — ^but * 

‘But what ?* 

‘But I cannot exactly make her out.* 

‘Nor I, nor I — ^she is a dark riddle; and, although I 



VIVIAN GREY 


76 

am a very CEdipus, I confess I have not yet unravelled 
it. Come, there is Washington Irving’s autograph 
for you, read it, isn’t it quite in character ? Shall I 
write any more ? One of Sir Walter’s, or Mr Southey’s, 
or Mr Milman’s, or Mr Disraeli’s ? or shall I sprawl a 
Byron ? ’ 

'I really cannot sanction such unprincipled conduct. 
You may make me one of Sir Water’s, however.’ 

'Poor Washington, poor Washington !’ said Vivian, 
writing; ‘I knew him well in London. He always 
slept at dinner. One da^^ as he was dining at Mr 
Hallam’s, they took him, when asleep, to Lady Jersey’s, 
and, to see the Sieur Geoffrey, they say, when he 
opened his eyes in the illumined saloons, was really 
quite admirable ! quite an Arabian tale !’ 

'How delightful ! 1 should have so liked to have 
seen him ! He seems quite forgotten now in England. 
How came we to talk of him ?’ 

‘Forgotten — oh ! lie spoilt his elegant talents in 
writing German and Italian twaddle with all the raw- 
ness of a Yankee. He ought never to have left 
America, at least in literature : there was an uncon- 
tested and glorious field lor him. He should have 
been managing director of the Hudson Bay Company, 
and lived dl his life among the beavers.’ 

‘I think there is nothing more pleasant than talking 
over the season in the country, in August.’ 

‘Nothing more agreeable. It was dull, though, 
last season, very dull; 1 think the game cannot be 
kept going another year. If it were not for the General 
Election, we really must have a war for variety’s 
sake. Peace gets quite a bore. Everybody you dine 
with has a good cook, and gives you a dozen different 
wines, all perfect. We cannot bear this any longer; 
all the lights and shadows of life are lost. The only 
good thing I heard this 3^ear was an ancient gentle- 
woman going up to Gunter and asking him for “ the 
receipt for that white stuff,” pointing to 'his Roman 
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punch. I, who am a great man for receipts, gave it 
het immediately : “ One hod of mortar to one bottle 
of Noyau.” ' 

‘And did she thank you?’ 

‘Thank me I aye, truly’ ; and pushed a card into 
my hand, so thick and sharp, that it cut through my 
glove. I wore my arm in a sling for a month after- 
wards.’ 

‘And what was the card?’ 

‘Oh, you need not look so arch ! The old lady was 
nbt even a faithless duenna. It was an invitation 
to an assembly, or something of the kind, at a place, 
somewhere, as Theodore Hook or Mr Croker would 
say, “ between Mesopotamia and Russell Square.” ’ 

‘Pray, Mr Grey, is it true that all the houses in 
Russell Square are tenantless?’ 

‘Quite true ; the Marquess of Tavistock has given 
up the county in consequence. A perfect shame, is 
it not ? Let us write it up.’ 

‘An admirable plan I but we will take the houses 
first, at a pepper-corn rent.’ 

‘What a pity. Miss Man vers, the fashion has gone 
out of selling oneself to the devil’ 

‘Good gracious, Mr Grey 

‘On my honour, I am quite serious. It does appear 
to me to be a very great pity. What a capital plan 
for younger brothers ! It is a kind of thing I have 
been trying to do all my life, and never could succeed. 
I began at school with toasted cheese and a pitch- 
fork; and since then I have invoked with all the 
eloquence of Goethe, the evil one in the solitude of 
the Hartz, but without success. I think I should 
make an excellent bargain with him : of course, I 
do not mean that ugly vulgar savage with a fiery tail. 
Oh, no ! Satan himself for me, a perfect gentleman ! 
Or Belial — Belial would be the most delightful, lit 
is the fine genius of the Inferno, I imagine, the Beranger 
of Pandemonium.' 
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'I really cannot listen to such nonsense one moment 
longer. What would you have if Belial were here ? * 

'Let us see. Now, you shall act the Spirit, and I, 
Vivian Grey. I wish we had a shorthand writer here 
to take down the Incantation Scene. We would 
send it to Arnold — Commengons — Spirit ! I will have 
a fair castle.' 

The lady bowed. 

T will have a palace in town.’ 

The lady bowed. 

*I will have a fair wife. Why, Miss Man vers, you 
forget to bow !' 

‘I really beg your pardon !' 

‘Come, this is a novel way of making an offer, and, 
I hope,' a successful one.' 

‘JuUa, my dear,' cried a voice in the veranda, 
‘Julia, my dear, I want you to walk with me.' 

‘Say you are engaged with the Marchioness,' 
whispered Vivian, with a low but distinct voice; his 
eyes fixed on the table, and his lips not appearing 
to move. 

‘Mamma, I am 

‘I want you immediately and particularly, Julia,’ 
cried Lady Louisa, with an earnest voice. 

‘I am coming, I am coming. You see I must go.’ 
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CHAPTER X 

'Confusion on that old hag ! Her eye looked evil 
on me, at the very moment I Although a pretty wife 
is really the destruction of a young man's prospects, 
still, in the present case, the niece of my friend, my 
patron — high family — ^perfectly unexceptionable, etc., 
etc., etc. Such blue eyes ! upon my honour, this 
must be an exception to the general rule. Here a 
light step attracted his attention, and, on turning 
round, he found Mrs Felix Lorraine at his elbow. 

‘Oh ! you are here, Mr Grey, acting the solitaire 
in the park ! I want your opinion about a passage 
in Herman and Dorothea* 

‘My opinion is always at your service; but, if the 
passage is not perfectly clear to Mrs Felix Lorraine, 
it will be perfectly obscure, I am convinced, to me.’ 

‘Ah ! yes, of course. Oh, dear ! after all my trouble 
I have forgotten my book. How mortifying 1 Well, 
I will show it you after dinner : adieu ! and, by the 
bye, Mr Grey, as I am here, I may as well advise you 
not to spoil all the Marquess’s timber, by carving a 
certain person’s name on his park trees. I think your 
plans in that quarter are admirable. I have been 
walking with Lady Louisa the whole morning, and 
you cannot think how I puffed you I Courage, 
Cavalier, and we shall soon be connected, not only in 
friendship but in blood.’ 

The next morning at breakfast, Vivian was surprised 
to find that the Manvers party was suddenly about to 
leave the Castle. All were disconsolate at their 
departure — ^for there was to be a grand entertainment 
at Ch&teau Desir that very day — ^but pmticularly 
Mrs Felix Lorraine, and Mr Vivian Grey. The sudden 
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departure was accounted for by the arrival of ‘unexpec- 
ted,’ etc., etc., etc. There was no hope — the green 
post-chariot was at the door, a feeble promise of a 
sj^edy return; Julia's eyes were filled v/ith tears, 
Vivian was springing forward to press her hand, and 
bear her to the carriage, when Mrs Felix Lorraine, 
seized his arm, vowed she was going to faint, and, 
ere she could recover herself, or loosen her grasp, the 
Manvers—were gone. 
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CHAPTER XI 

The gloom whicli the parting had diffused over all 
countenances was quite dispelled when the Marquess 
entered. 

‘Lady Carabas/ said he, ‘you must prepare for many 
visitors to-day. There are the Amershams, and Lord 
Alhambra, and Ernest Clay, and twenty other young 
heroes, who, duly informed that the Miss Courtowns 
were honouring us with their presence, are pouring in 
from all quarters; is it not so, Juliana?* gallantly 
asked the Marquess of Miss Court own : ‘but who do 
you think is coming besides ?* 

‘Who, who?* exclaimed all. 

‘Nay, you shall guess,* said the peer. 

‘The Duke of Waterloo ? * guessed Cynthia Cour- 
town, the romp. 

‘Prince Hungary ?* asked her sister Laura. 

‘Is it a gentleman ?* asked Mrs Felix Lorraine. 

‘No, no, you are all wrong, and all very stupid. It 
is Mrs Million.* 

‘Oh, how delightful?* said Cynthia. 

‘Oh, how annoying !* said the Marchioness. 

‘You need not look so agitated, my love,* said the 
Marcmess; ‘I have written to Mrs Million, to say that 
we shall be most happy to see her; but as the castle 
is very full, she must not come with five carriages - 
and-four, as she did last year.’ 

‘And will Mrs Million dine with us in the Hall, 
Marquess?* asked Cynthia Courtown. 

‘Mrs Million will do what she likes; I only know that 
I shall dine in the Hall, whatever happens, and whoever 
comes; and so, I suppose will Miss Cynthia Courtown ? * 

Vivian rode out alone, immediatdy after breakfast, 
to cure his melancholy by a gallop. 
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Returning home, he intended to look in at a pretty 
farmhouse, where lived one John Conyers, a great 
friend of Vivian's. This man had, about a fortnight 
ago, been of essential service to our hero, when a 
vicious horse, which he was endeavouring to cure of some 
ugly tricks, had nearly terminated his mortal career. 

'Why are you crying so, my boy ?' asked Vivian 
of a little Conyers, who was sobbing bitterly at the 
door. He was answered only with desperate sobs. 

'Oh, 'tis your honour,' said a decent-looking woman, 
who came out of the house; 'I thought they had come 
back again.' 

'Come back again ! why, what is the matter, dame ?* 

'Oh 1 your honour, we're in sad distress; there's 
been a seizure this morning, and I'm mortal feared the 
good man's beside himself.' 

‘Good Heavens I why did not you come to the 
Castle ? ' 

‘Oh I your honour, we a'nt his lordship's tenants 
no longer; there’s been a change for Purley Mill, and 
now we're Lord Mounteney's people. John Conyers 
has been behindhand ever since he had the fever, but 
Mr Sedgwick always gave time: but Lord Mounteney's 
gem’man says the system's bad, and so he'll put an 
end to it; and so all's gone, your honour; all's gone, 
and I'm mortal fear'd the good man's beside himself.' 

'And who is Lord Mounteney's man of business ?' 

‘Mr Stapylton Toad,' sobbed the good dame. 

‘Here, boy, leave off crying, and hold my horse; 
keep your hold tight, but give him rein, he'll |be quiet 
enough then. I will see honest John, dame.' 

‘I'm sure your honour's very kind, but I'm mortal 
feared the good man's beside himself, and he's apt 
to do very violent things when the fit's on him. He 
hasn't been so bad since young Barton behaved so 
wickedly to his sister.' 

‘Never mind I there is nothing like a friend's face 
in the hour of sorrow.' 
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*I wouldn*t advise your honour/ said the good 
dame. 'It’s an awful hour when the fit’s on him. He 
knows not friend or foe, and scarcely knows me, your 
honour.’ 

'Never mind, I’ll see him.* 

Vivian entered the house; but who shall describe 
the scene of desolatiom ! The room was entirely 
stripped; there was nothing left, save the bare white- 
washed walls, and the red-tiled flooring. The room 
was darkened; and seated on an old block of wood, 
which had been pulled out of the orchard, since the 
bailiff had left, was John Conyers. The fire was out, 
but his feet were still among the ashes. His head was 
buried in his hands, and bowed down nearly to his 
knees. The eldest girl, a fine sensible child of about 
thirteen, was sitting with two brothers on the floor in 
a comer of the room, motionless, their faces grave, and 
still as death, but tearless. Three young children, 
of an age too tender to know grief, were acting unmean- 
ing gambols near the door. 

‘Oh ! pray beware, your honour,* earnestly whis- 
pered the poor dame, as she entered the cottage with 
the visitor. 

Vivian walked up with a silent step to the end of 
the room, where Conyers was sitting. He remembered 
this little room, when he thought it the very model 
of the abode of an English husbandman. The neat 
row of plates, and the well-scoured utensils, and the 
fine old Dutch clock, and the ancient and amusing 
ballad, purchased at some neighbouring fair, or of 
some itinerant bibliopole, and pinned against the wall — 
all were gone ! 

‘Conyers T exclaimed Vivian. 

There was no answer, nor did the miserable man 
appear in the slightest degree to be sensible of Vivian^s 
presence. 

'My good John I* 

The man raised his head from his resting place, and 
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turned to the spot whence the voice proceeded. There 
was such an unnatural fire in his eyes, that Vivian's 
spirit almost quailed. His alarm was not decreased 
when he perceived that the master of the cottage did 
not recognise him. The fearful stare was, however, 
short, and again the sufferer's face was hid. 

The wife was advancing, but Vivian waved his hand 
to her to withdraw, and she accordingly fell into the 
background; but her fixed eye did not leave her 
husband for a second. 

‘John Conyers, it is your friend, Mr Vivian Grey, 
who is here,' said Vivian. 

‘Grey!' moaned the husbandman, ‘Grey! who 
is he ? ' 

‘Your friend, John Conyers. Do you quite forget 
me ?' said Vivian advancing, and with a tone which 
Vivian Grey could alone assume. 

‘I think I have seen you, and you were kind,' and 
the face was again hid. 

‘And always will be kind, John. I have come to 
comfort you. I thought that a friend’s voice would do 
you good. Come, cheer up, my man !' and Vivian 
dared to touch him. His hand was not repulsed. ‘Do 
you remember what good service you did me when I 
rode white-footed Moll ? Why, I was much worse 
off then than you are now; and yet you see, a friend 
came and saved me. You must not give way so, my 
good fellow. After all, a little management will set every- 
thing right,' and he took the husbandman's sturdy hand, 

‘1 do remember you,* he faintly cried. ‘You were 
always very kind.' 

‘And always will be, John; always to friends like 
you. Come, come, cheer up, and look about you, 
and let the sunbeam enter your cottage and Vivian 
beckoned to the wife to open the closed shutter. 

Conyers stared around him, but his eye rested only 
on bare walls, and the big tear coursed down his hardy 
cheek. 
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‘Nay, never mind, man !' said Vivian, ‘we'll soon 
have chairs and tables again. And as for the rent, 
tliink no more about that at present.' 

The husbandman looked up, and then burst into 
weeping. Vivian could scarcely hold down his con- 
vulsed frame on the rugged seat; but the wife advanced 
from the back of the room, and her husband's head 
rested against her bosom. Vivian held his honest 
hand, and the eldest girl rose unbidden from her silent 
sorrow, and clung to her father's knee. 

‘The fit is over,' whispered tlie wife. ‘There, there, 
there's a man, all is now well;' and Vivian left him 
resting on his wife’s bosom. 

‘Here, you curly-headed rascal, scamper down to 
the village immediately, and bring up a basket of 
something to eat; and tell Morgan Price, that Mr Grey 
says he is to send up a couple of beds, and some chairs 
here immediately, and some plates and dishes, and 
everything else, and don't forget some ale;' so saying, 
Vivian flung the urchin a sovereign. 

‘And now, dame, for Heaven's sake, light the fire. 
As for tlue rent, John, do not waste this trifle on that,' 
whispered Vivian, slipping his purse into his hand, 
‘for I wiU see Stapylton Toad, and get time. Why, 
woman, you'll never strike a light, if your tears drop 
so fast into the tinder-box. Here, give it me. 
You are not fit to work to-day. And how is the trout 
in Ravely Mead, John, this hot weather ? You know 
you never kept your promise with me. Oh ! you are 
a sad fellow ! There I there's a spark ! I wonder 
why old Toad did not take the tinder-box. It is a 
very valuable piece of property, at least to us. Run 
and get me some wood, that's a good boy. And so 
white-footed Moll is past all recovery? Well, she 
was a pretty creature ! There, that will do famously, 
said Vivian, fanning the flame with his hat. *See, 
it mounts well ! And now, God bless you all ! for I am 
an hour too late, and must scamper for my very life.’ 
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CHAPTER XII 

Mrs Million arrived, and kept her promise; only 
three carriages-and-four ! Out of the first descended 
the mighty lady herself, with some noble friends, who 
formed the most distinguished part of her suite: 
out of the second came her physician, Dr Sly; her 
toad-eater, Miss Gusset; her secretary, and her page. 
The third carriage bore her groom of the chambers, 
and three female attendant's. There were only two 
men servants to each equipage; nothing could be 
more moderate, or, as Miss Gusset said, ‘in better 
taste.' 

Mrs Million, after having granted the Marquess a 
private interview in her private apartments, signified 
her imperial intention of dining in public, which, as 
she had arrived late, she trusted she might do in her 
travelling dress. The Marquess kotowed like a first- 
rate mandarin, and vowed ‘that her will was his 
conduct.' 

The whole suite of apartments was thrown open; 
and was crowded with guests. Mrs Million entered; 
she was leaning on the Marquess's arm, and in a 
travelling dress, namely, a crimson silk pelisse, hat 
and feathers, with diamond ear-rings, and a rope of 
gold round her neck. A train of about twelve persons, 
consisting of her noble fellow-travellers, toad-eaters, 
physicians, secretaries, etc., etc., etc., followed. The 
entr6e of Her Majesty could not have created a greater 
sensation than did that of Mrs Million. All feU back. 
Gartered peers, and starred ambassadors, and baronets 
with blood older than the creation, and squires, to 
the .antiquity of whose veins chaos was a novdty; 
^j§^reated with eyes that scarcely dared to leave the 
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ground — even Sir Plantagenet Pure, whose family had 
refused a peerage regularly every century, now, 
for the first time m his life, seemed cowed, and in an 
awkward |fetreat to make way for the approaching 
presence, got entangled with the Mameluke boots of 
my Lord Alhambra. 

At last a sofa was gained, and the great lady was 
seated, and the sensation having somewhat subsided, 
ccfflj^rsation was resumed ; and the mighty Mrs 
MllQion was not slightly abused, particularly by those 
who had -bowed lowest at her entree; and now the 
Marquess of Carabas, as was wittily observed by 
Mr Septimus Sessions, a pert young barrister, ‘went 
the circuit/ that is to say, made the grand tour of 
the suite of apartments, making remarks to every one 
of his guests, and keeping up his influence in the 
county. 

‘Ah, my Lord Alhambra ! this is too kind ; and how 
is your excellent father, and my good friend ? — Sir 
Plantagenet, yours most sincerely; we shall have no 
difficulty about that right of common. — MrLeverton, 
I hope you find the new plough work well — ^your son, 
sir, will do the county honour. — Sir Godfrey, I saw 
Barton upon that point as I promised. — Lady Julia, 
I am rejoiced to see you at Chateau Desir, more bloom- 
ing than ever ! — Good jMr Stapylton Toad, so that 
little chaiffee was effected I — My Lord Devildrain, this 
is a pleasure indeed !* 

‘Why, Ernest Clay,’ said Mr Buckhurst Stanhope, 
‘I thought Alhambra wore a turban— I am quite 
disappointed.' 

‘Not in the country. Stanhope; here, he only sits 
cross-legged on an ottoman, and carves his venison 
with an ataghan.' 

‘Well, I am glad he does not wear a turban — ^that 
would be bad taste, I think,* said Fool Stanhope. 

‘Have you read his poem ?’ 

‘A little. He sent me a copy, and as I am in the 
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liabit of lighting my pipe or so occasionally with a 
leaf, why I cannot help occasionally seeing a line — it 
seems quite first rate/ 

‘Indeed/ said Fool Stanhope, ‘I must get it/ 

‘My dear Puff ! I am quite glad to find you here/ 
said Mr Cayenne, ‘a celebrated reviewer, to Mr Par- 
tenopex Pufi, a small author and smaller wit. ‘Have 
you seen Middle Ages lately ? ’ 

‘Not very lately,' drawled Mr Parl^ nopex. ' ‘I 
breakfasted with him before I left town, and met a 
Professor Bopp there, a very interesting man, and 
Principal of the celebrated University of Heligoland, 
the model of the London.’ 

‘Ah ! indeed I talking of the London, is Foaming 
Fudge to come in for Cloudland ?’ 

‘Doubtless ! Oh ! he is a prodigious fellow I What 
do you think Booby says ? He says, that Foaming 
Fudge can do more than any man in Great Britain : 
that he had one day to plead in the King’s Bench, 
spout at a tavern, speak in the House, and fight a duel; 
and that he found time for everything but the 
last.’ 

‘Excellent !’ laughed Mr Cayenne, 

Mr Partenopex Puff was reputed in a certain set, a 
sayer of good things, but he was a modest wit, and 
generally fathered his hon mots on his valet Booby, his 
monkey, or his parrot. 

‘I saw you in the last number,’ said Cayenne. ‘From 
the quotations from your own works, 1 imagine the 
review of your own book was by yourself ? * 

‘What do you think Booby said ?’ 

‘Mr Puff, allow me to introduce you to Lord Alham- 
bra,* said Ernest Clay, by which means Mr Puff’s 
servant’s last good thing was lost. 

‘Mr Clay, are you an archer?’ asked Cynthia 
Courtown. 

‘No, fair Dian; but I can act Endymion.’ 

‘I don’t know what you mean — go away.’ 
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‘Aubiey Vere, welcome to shire. Have you 

seen Prima Donna ? ’ 

'No, is he here ? How did you like his last song in 
The Age V 

'His last song ! Pooh ! pooh ! he only supplies the 
scandal.’ 

'Groves/ said Sir Han way Etherington, * have you 
seen the newspaper this morning ? Baron Crupper 
has tried fifteen men for horse-stealing at York, and 
acquitted every one.’ 

‘Well then, Sir Hanway, I think his lordship’s 
remarkable wrong; for when a man gets a horse to 
suit him, if he loses it, ’tisn’t so easy to suit himself 
again. That’s the ground I stand upon.’ 

All this time the Marquess of Carabas had wanted 
Vivian Grey twenty times, but that gentleman had 
not appeared. The important moment arrived, and 
his lordship offered his arm to Mrs Milhon, who, as 
the Gotha Almanack says, 'takes precedence of all 
Archduchesses, Grand Duchesses, Duchesses, Prin- 
cesses, Landgravines, Margravines, Palsgravines, etc., 
etc., etc. 
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CHAPTER XIII 

In their passage to tlie Hall, the Marquess and Mrs 
Million met Vivian Grey, booted and spurred and 
covered with mud. 

‘Oh ! — Mrs Million — Mr Vivian Grey. How is this, 
my dear fellow ? you will be too late.’ 

‘Immense honour!’ said Vivian, bowing to the 
ground to the lady. ‘Oh 1 my Lord, I was late, and 
made a short cut over Fearnley Bog. It has proved 
a very Moscow expedition. However, I am keeping you. 
I shall be in time for the guava and liqueurs, and you 
know that is the only refreshment I ever take.’ 

‘Who is that. Marquess?’ asked Mrs Million. 

That is Mr Vivian Grey, the most monstrous clever 
young man, and nicest fellow I know.’ 

‘He does, indeed, seem a very nice young man,’ said 
Mrs Million. 

Some steam process should be invented for arrang- 
ing guests when they are above five hundred. In 
the present instance all w^ent wrong when they entered 
the Hall; but, at last, the arrangements, which, of 
course, were of the simplest nature, were comprehended 
and the guests were seated. There were three tables, 
each stretching down the Hall; the Dais was occupied 
by a military band. The number of guests, the con- 
trast between the antique chamber, and their modem 
costumes, the music, the various liveried menials, 
all combined to produce a whole, which at the same 
time was very striking, and ‘in remarkable good 
taste.’ 

In process of time, Mr Vivian Grey made his entrance. 
There were a few vacant seats at the bottom of the 
toble. ‘luckilv for him.' as kindly remarked Mr 
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Grumbleton. To the astonishment and indignation, 
however, of this worthy squire, the late comer piissed 
by the unoccupied position, and proceeded onward 
with the most undaunted coolness, until he came to 
about the middle of the middle table, and which was 
nearly the best situation in the Hall. 

‘Beautiful Cynthia,’ said Vivian Grey, softly and 
sweetly whispering in Miss Courtown’s ear, ‘I am 
sure you will give up your place to me; you have 
nerve enough, you know, for anything, and would no 
more care for standing out, than I for sitting in.* 
There is nothing like giving a romp credit for a little 
boldness. To keep up her character, she will out- 
herod Herod. 

‘Oh ! Grey, is it you ? certainly, you shall have my 
place immediately — but I am not sure that we cannot 
make room for you. Dormer Stanhope, room must 
be made for Grey, or I shall leave the table immediately 
— you men !* said the hoyden, turning round to a 
set of surrounding servants, ‘push this form down, 
and put a chair between.* 

The men obeyed. All who sat lower in the table 
on Miss Cynthia Courtown’s side than that lady, 
were suddenly propelled downwards about the distance 
of two feet. Dr Sly, who was flourishing a carving- 
knife and fork, preparatory to dissecting a gorgeous 
haunch, had these fearful instruments suddenly 
precipitated into a trifle, from whose sugared trellis- 
work he found great difficulty in extricating them ; 
while Miss Gusset, who was on the point of cooling 
herself with some exquisite iced jelly, found her frigid 
portion as suddenly transformed into a plate of 
peculiarly ardent curry, the property, but a moment 
before, of old Colonel Rangoon. Everything, how- 
ever, receives a civil reception from a toad-eater, so 
Miss Gusset burnt herself to death by devouring a 
composition, which would have reduced any one to 
ai^es who had not fought against Bundoolah« 
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‘Now, that is what I call a very sensible arrange- 
ment; what could go off better ?' said Vivian. 

X ‘You may think so, sir,* said Mr Boreall, a sharp- 
nosed and conceited looldng man, who, having got 
among a set he did not the least understand, was deter- 
mined to take up Dr Sly’s quarrel, merely for the sake 
of conversation. ‘You, I say, sir, may think it so, but 
I rather imagine that the ladies and gentlemen lower 
down can hardly think it a very sensible arrangement; ' 
and here Boreall looked as if he had done his duty, 
in giving a young man a proper reproof. 

Vivian glanced a look of annihilation. ‘ I had 
reckoned upon two deaths, sir, when I entered the 
Hall, and finding, as I do, that the whole business has 
apparently gone off without any fatal accidents, 
why, 1 think the circumstances bear me out in my 
expression.' 

Mr Boreall was one of those unfortunate men who 
always take things to the letter : he consequently 
looked amazed, and exclaimed, ‘ Two deaths, sir ? ’ 

‘Yes, sir, two deaths; I reckoned, of course, on 
some corpulent parent being crushed to death in the 
scuffle, and then I should have had to shoot his son 
through the head for his filial satisfaction. Dormer 
Stanhope, I never thanked you for exerting yourself : 
send methat fricandeau you have just helped yourselfto.' 

Dormer, who was, as Vivian well knew, something 
of an epicure, looked rather annoyed, but by this 
time he was accustomed to Vivian Grey, and sent 
him the portion he had intended for himself — could 
epicure do more ? 

‘Whom are we among, bright Cynthia?’ asked 
Vivian. 

‘Oh ! an odd set,' said the lady, looking dignified, 
‘ but you know we can be exclusive.’ 

‘ Exclusive ! pooh 1 trash I — ^talk to everybody— 
it looks as if you were going to stand for the county. 
Have we any of the mUlionaires near us ? ' 
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'The Doctor and Toady are lower down.' 

‘ Where is Mrs Felix Lorraine ? ' 

‘At the opposite table, with Ernest Clay.' 

' Oh 1 there is Alhambra, next to Dormer Stanhope, 
Lord Alhambra, I am quite rejoiced to see you.' 

‘Ah! Mr Grey — I am quite rejoiced to see you. 
How is your father ? ' 

'Extremely well — he is at Paris — I heard from him 
yesterday. Do you ever see the Weimar Literary 
Gazette, my lord ? * 

'No; why?' 

'There is a most admirable review of your poem, 
in the last number I have received.' 

The young nobleman looked agitated. ' I think, by the 
style,' continued Vivian, 'that it is by Goethe. It is 
really delightful to see the oldest poet in Europe dilating 
on the brilliancy of a new star in the poetical horizon.' 

This was uttered with a perfectly grave voice, and 
now the young nobleman blushed — ' Who is Gewter ? ' 
asked Mr Boreall, who possessed such a thirst for 
knowledge, that he never allowed an opportunity 
to escape him of displaying his ignorance. 

‘A celebrated German writer,' lisped the modest 
Miss Macdonald. 

‘I never heard his name,' persevered the indefati- 
gable Boreall; ‘how do you spell it ? ' 

'GOETHE,' relisped modesty. 

'Oh I GoiyV exclaimed the querist — ‘I know him 
well : he wrote the Sorrows of WerterJ 

^Did he indeed, sir ?' asked Vivian, with the most 
innocent and inquiring face. 

'Ohl don't you know that ? ' said Boreall; 'and 
poor stuff it is 1 ' 

' Lord Alhambra I I will take a glass of Johannesberg 
with you, if the Marquess's wines are in the state they 
should be — 

The Crescent warriors sipped their sherbet Spiced, * 
For Christian men the various wines were iced. 
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I always think that those are two of the best lines in 
your lordship’s poem/ said Vivian. 

His lordship did not exactly remember them : it 
would have been a wonder if he had : but he thought 
Vivian Grey the most delightful fellow he ever met, 
and determined to ask him to Helicon Castle, for the 
Christmas holidays. 

‘Flat! flat!’ said Vivian, as he dwelt upon the 
flavour of the Rhine’s glory. ‘Not exactly from the 
favourite binn of Prince Metternich, I think. By the 
bye, Dormer Stanhope, you have a taste that way; 
1 will tell you two secrets, which never forget : decant 
your Johannesberg, and ice your ]\Iaraschino. Aye, 
do not stare, my dear Gastronome, but do it.’ 

‘ Oh, Vivian ! wiiy did not you come and speak to 
me ? ’ exclaimed a lady who was sitting at the side 
opposite Vivian, but higher in the table. 

‘Ah 1 adorable Lady Julia ! and so you were done 
on the gray filly.' 

‘ Done 1 ’ said the sporting beauty with pouting lips; 

‘ but it is a long story, and I will tell it you another 
time.' 

‘ Ah ! do. How is Sir Peter ? ’ 

‘ Oh ! he has had a fit or two, since you saw him 
last.’ 

‘ Poor old gentleman ! let us drink his health. 
Do you know Lady Julia Knighton ? ’ asked Vivian of 
lus neighbour. ‘This Hall is bearable to dine in; 
but I once breakfasted here, and I never shall forget 
the ludicrous effect produced by the sun through the 
oriel window. Such complexions ! Every one looked 
like a prize-fighter ten days after a battle. After all, 
paintea glass is a bore; I wish the Marquess would 
have it knocked out, and have it plated.' 

‘ Knock out the painted glass ! ’ said Mr Boreall; 
well, I must confess I cannot agree with you.' 

‘I should have been extremely surprised if you 
<^ld, . If you do not insult that man, Miss Courtown, 
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in ten minutes I shall be no more. I have already a 
nervous fever.' 

* May I have the honour of taking a glass of cham- 
pagne with you, Mr Grey ? ' said Boreall. 

* Mr Grey, indeed ! ' muttered Vivian : ‘ Sir, I never 
drink anything but brandy.' 

* Allow me to give you some champagne, Miss,' 
resumed Boreall, as he attacked the modest Miss 
Macdonald; ‘champagne, you know,' continued he, 
with a smile of agonising courtesy, ‘ is quite the lady's 
wine.' 

‘Cynthia Courtown,' whispered Vivian with a 
sepulchral voice, ‘ 'tis all over with me — I have been 
thinking what would come next. This is too much — 
I am already dead — have Boreall arrested; the chain 
of circumstantial evidence is very strong.' 

‘ Baker ! * said Vivian, turning to a servant, ‘ go 
and inquire if Mr Stapylton Toad dines at the Castle 
to-day.' 

A flourish of trumpets announced the rise of the 
Marchioness of Carabas, and in a few minutes the most 
ornamental portion of the guests had disappeared. 
The gentlemen made a general ‘move up,' and Vivian 
found himself opposite his friend, Mr Hargrave. 

Ah ! Mr Hargrave, how d'ye do ? What do you 
, thin k of the Secretary's state paper ? ' 

'A magnificent composition, and quite unanswer- 
able. I was just speaking of it to my friend here, 
Mr Metternich Scribe. Allow me to introduce you 
to — Mr Metternich Scribe.' 

‘Mr Metternich Scribe — Mr Vivian Grey ! ' and here 
Mr Hargrave introduced Vivian to an effeminate- 
looking. perfumed young man, with a handsome, 
unmeaning face, and very white hands. In short, 
as dapper a little diplomatist as ever tattled about the 
Congress of Verona, smirked at Lady Almack's supper 
after the Opera, or vowed ‘ that Kchmond Terrace 
was a most convenient situation for official men/ 
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'We have had it with us some time before the public 
received it/ said the future under-secretary, with a 
look at once condescending and conceited. 

‘ Have you ? * said Vivian : ' well, it does your 
office credit. It is a singular thing, that Canning and 
Croker are the only official men who can write 
grammar.' 

The dismayed young gentleman of the Foreign 
Office was about to mince a repartee, when Vivian 
left his seat, for he had a great deal of business to 
transact. ' Mr Leverton,' said he, accosting a flourish- 
ing grazier, 'I have received a letter from my 
friend, M. De No6. He is desirous of purchasing 
some Leicestershires for his estate in Burgundy. Pray, 
may I take the liberty of introducing his agent to 
you ?* 

Mr Leverton was delighted. 

*I also wanted to see you about some other little 
business. Let me see, what was it ? Never mind, 
I will take my wine here, if you can make room for 
me; I shall remember it, I dare say, soon. Oh ! by 
the bye — ah ! that was it. Stapylton Toad — Mr 
Stapylton Toad : I want to know all about Mr 
Stapylton Toad — I dare say you can tell me. A friend 
of mine intends to consult him on some parliamentary 
business, and he wishes to know something about him 
before he calls.' 

We will condense, for the benefit of the reader, the 
information of Mr Leverton. 

Stapylton Toad had not the honour of being acquain- 
ted with his father's name; but as the son found 
himself, at an early age, apprenticed to a solicitor of 
eminence, he was of opinion that his parent must have 
been respectable. Respectable ! m3^terious word t 
Stapylton was a very diligent and faithful clerk, but 
was not so fortunate in his apprenticeship as the 
celebrated Whittington, for his master had no daughter, 
and many sons; in consequence of which, Stapylton, 
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not being able to become his master's partner, became 
his master's rival. 

On the door of one of the shabbiest houses in Jermyn 
Street, the name of Mr Stapylton Toad for a long 
time figured, magnificently engraved on a broad brass 
plate. There was nothing, however, otherwise, in 
the appearance of the establishment, which indicated 
that Mr Toad’s progress was very rapid, or his profes- 
sional career extraordinarily prosperous. In an out- 
ward office one solitary clerk was seen, oftener stirring 
his office fire, than wasting his master’s ink; and Mr 
Toad was knowm by his brother attorneys, as a 
gentleman who was not recorded in the courts as ever 
having conducted a single cause. In a few years, 
however, a story was added to the Jermyn Street 
abode, which, new pointed, and new painted, began to 
assume a most mansion-like appearance. The house- 
door was also thrown open, for the solitary clerk no 
longer found time to answer the often agitated bell; 
and the eyes of the entering client were now saluted 
by a gorgeous green baize office door; the imposing 
appearance of which was only equalled by Mr Toad's 
new private portal, splendid with a brass knocker, 
and patent varnish. And now his brother attorneys 
began to wonder 'how Toad got on ! and who Toad's 
client's were.' 

A few more years rolled over, and Mr Toad was seen 
riding in the Park at a most classical hour, attended by 
a groom in a most classical livery. And now 'the 
profession' \vondered still more, and significant looks 
were interchanged by 'the respectable houses'; and 
flourishing practitioners in the City shrugged up their 
shoulders, and talked mysteriously of ' money business,' 
and ‘some odd work in annuities.' In spite, however, 
of the charitable surmises of his brother lawyers, it 
must be confessed, that nothing of even an equivocal 
nature ever transpired against the character of the 
flourishing Mr Toad; who, to complete the mortifi- 
V.G. D 
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cation of his less successful rivals, married, and at the 
same time moved from Jermyn Street to Cavendish 
Square. The new residence of Mr Toad had previously 
been the mansion of a noble client, and one whom, 
as the world said, Mr Toad 'had got out of difficulties.’ 
This significant phrase will probably throw some light 
upon the nature of the mysterious business of our 
prosperous practitioner. Noble lords who have been 
in difficulties, will not much wonder at the prosperity 
of those who get them out. 

About this time Mr Toad became acquainted with 
Lord Mounteney, a nobleman in great distress, with 
fifty thousand per annum. His lordship 'really did 
not know how he had got involved : he never gamed, 
he was not married, and his consequent expenses had 
never been unreasonable; he was not extraordinarily 
negligent — quite the reverse, was something of a man 
of business, remembered once looking over his accounts, 
and yet, in spite of his regular and correct career, 
found himself quite involved, and must leave England.’ 

The arrangement of the Mounteney property was 
the crowning stroke of Mr Stapylton Toad's professional 
celebrity. His lordship was not under the necessity 
of quitting England : and found himself, in the course 
of five years, in the receipt of a clear rental of five-and- 
twenty thousand per annum. His lordship was in 
raptures : and Stapylton Toad purchased an elegant 
villa in Surrey, and became a Member of Parliament. 
Goodburn Park, for such was the name of Mr Toad's 
country residence, in spite of its double lodges, and 
patent park paling, was not, to Mr Toad, a very 
expensive purchase; for lie took it off the hands 
of a distressed client, who wanted an immediate 
supply, ‘merely to convenience him,’ and, consequently, 
became the purchaser at about half its real value. 
‘Attorneys,’ as Bustle the auctioneer says, ‘have such 
opportunities !’ 

Mr Toad’s career in the House was as correct as his 
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conduct out of it. After ten years regular attendance, 
the boldest conjectiirer would not have dared to define 
his political principles. It was a rule with Stapylton 
Toad never to commit himself. Once, indeed, he 
wrote an able pamphlet on the Corn Laws, which 
excited the dire indignation of the Political Economy 
Club. But Stapylton cared little lor their subtle 
confutations, and their loudly-expressed contempt. 
He had obliged the country gentlemen of England, 
and ensured the return, at the next election, of Lord 
Mounteney's brother for the ojunly. At this general 
election, also, Stapylton Toad’s jmrpose in entering 
the House became latlier more manifest; for it was 
found, to the surprise of the whole country, that there 
was scarcely a place in England — county, town, or 
borough — in which Mr Stapylton Toad did not possess 
some influence. In sliort, it was discovered, that Mr 
Stapylton Toad had ‘ a first rate parliamentary busi- 
ness that nothing could be done without his co- 
operation, and everything with it. In spite of his 
prosperity, Stapylton had the good sense never to 
retire from business, and even to refuse a baronetcy — 
on condition, however, that it should be offered to his 
son. 

Stapylton, like the rest of mankind, had his weak 
points. The late Marquess of Almacks was wont 
to manage him very happily, and Toad was always 
introducing that minister’s opinion of his importance. 

*My time is quite at your service, General,' although 
the poor dear Marquess used to say, “ Mr Stapylton 
Toad, your time is mine” He knew the business 
I had to get through ! ' The family portraits also, in 
most ostentatious frames, now adorned the dining- 
room of his London mansion; and it was amusing to 
hear the worthy M.P. dilate upon his fikeness to his 
respected father. 

'You see, my lord,' Stapylton would scy, pointing to 
a dark, dingy, picture of a gentleman in a rich court 
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dress, 'you see, my lord, it is not in a very good light, 
and it certainly is a very dark picture — by Hudson; 
all Hudson's pictures were dark. But if I were six 
inches taller, and could hold the light just there, I 
think your lordship would be astonislied at the resem- 
blance; but it’s a dark picture, certainly it is dark — 
all Hudson’s pictures were/ 
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CHAPTER XIV 

The cavaliers have left the ancient Hall, and the 
old pictures frown only upon empty tables. The 
Marquess immediately gained a seat by Mrs Million, 
and was soon engrossed in deep converse with that 
illustrious lady. In one room, the most eminent and 
exclusive, headed by Mrs Felix Lorraine, were now 
winding through the soothing mazes of a .slow waltz, 
and now whirling, with all the rapidity of Eastern 
dervishes, to true double Wien time. In another 
saloon, the tedious tactics of quadrilles commanded 
the exertions of less civilised beings : here, Liberal 
Snake, the celebrated Political Economist, was lectur- 
ing to a knot of alarmed country gentlemen; and 
there an Italian irnprovisatore poured forth to an 
admiring audience all the dullness of his inspiration. 
Vivian Grey was holding an earnest conversation in one 
of the recesses with Mr Stapylton Toad. He had 
already charmed that worthy, by the deep interest 
which he took in everything relating to elections, and 
the House of Commons, and now they were hard at 
work on the Corn Laws. Although they agreed upon 
the main points, and Vivian's ideas upon this important 
subject had, of course, been adopted after studying 
Mr Toad’s' ‘ most luminous and convincing pamphlet,' 
still there were a few minor points on which Vivian 
'was obliged to confess,' that 'he did not exactly 
see his way.' Mr Toad was astonished, but argumen- 
tative, and of course, in due time, had made a convert 
of his companion; 'a young man,' as he afterwards 
remarked to Lord Mounteney, 'in whom, he knew not 
which most to admire, the soundness of his own views, 
or the candour with which he treated those of others/ 
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If you wish to win a man*s heart, allow him to confute 
you. 

' I think, Mr Grey, you must admit, that my defini- 
tion of labour is the correct one?' said Mr Toad, 
looking earnestly in Vivian's face, his finger just pre- 
suming to feel a button. 

‘That exertion of mind or body, which is not the 
involuntary effect of the influence of natural sensations,' 
slowly repeated Vivian, as if liis whole soul was 
concentrated in each monosyllable — ‘Y — e — s, Mr 
Toad, I do admit it.' 

‘Then, my dear sir, the rest follows of course,' 
triumphantly exclaimed the member, ‘Don’t you 
see it ? ' 

‘Although I admit the correctness of your defini- 
tion, Mr Toad, I am not free to confess, that I am 
ex — act — ly convinced of the soundness of your 
conclusion,' said Vivian, in a very musing mood. 

‘But, my dear sir, I am surprised that you don't see 
that ' 

‘Stop, Mr Toad,' eagerly exclaimed Vivian, ‘I see 
my error. I misconceived your meaning : you are 
right, sir, your definition is correct.' 

‘ I was confident that I should convince you, Mr 
Grey.' 

‘This conversation, I assure you, Mr Toad, has been 
to me a peculiarly satisfactory one. Indeed, sir, 
I have long wished to have the honour of making 
your acquaintance. When but a boy, I remember 
at my father's table, the late Marquess of Almacks ' 

‘Yes, Mr Grey.' 

‘One of the ablest men, Mr Toad, after all, that this 
country ever produced.' 

‘ Oh, poor dear man ! ' 

‘ I remember him observing to a friend of mine, who 
was at that time desirous of getting into the House : 
“ Hargrave," said his lordship, “ if you want any 
information upon points of practical politics'' — that 
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was his phrase; you remember, Mr Toad, that his — 
lordship was peculiar in his phrases ?' 

‘Oh i yes, poor dear man; but you were observing, 
Mr Grey ' 

‘Aye, aye! “ If you want any information,'' said 
his lordship, “ on such points, there is only one man 
in the kingdom whom you should consult, and he is 
one of the soundest heads I know, and that is Stapylton 
Toad, the member for M()untene3^"; you know you 
were in for Mount eney then, Mr Toad.' 

‘I was, I was, and accepted the ('hilterns to make 
room for Augustus Clay, Ernest Clay’s brother; who 
was so involved, that the onh^ way to keep him out 
of the House of Correction, w^as to get him into the 
House of Commons. But the Marquess said so, eh ? ' 

‘ Aye, and much more, which I scarcely can remem- 
ber;' and then followed a long dissertation on the 
character of the noble statesman, and his views as 
to the agricultural interest, and the importance of the 
agricultural interest; and then a delicate hint was 
thrown out, as to ‘how delightful it would be to write 
a pamphlet together,' on this mighty agricultural 
interest; and then came a paneg^Tic on the character 
of country gentlemen, and English yeomen, and the 
importance of keeping up the old English spirit in 
the peasantry, etc., etc., etc., etc., and then, when Vivian 
had led Mr Toad to deliver a most splendid and 
patriotic oration on this point, he ‘just remembered 
(quite k propos to the sentiments which Mr Toad had 
just delivered, and which he did not hesitate to say, 
“ did equal honour to his head and heart,") that there 
was a little point which, if it was not trespassing too 
much on Mr Toad's attention, he would just submit 
to him,' and then he mentioned poor John Conyers' 
case, although he felt convinced from Mr Toad's well- 
known benevolent character, that it was cuite unneces- 
sary for him to do so, as he felt assured that it would 
be remedied immediately it fell under his cognisance; 
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but then, Mr Toad had really so much business to 
transact, that perhaps these slight matters might 
occasionally not be submitted to him,' etc., etc., etc 

What could Stapylton Toad do but, after a little 
amiable grumbling about ' bad system, and bad 
precedent,' promise everything that Vivian Grey 
required, 

‘ Mr Vivian Grey,' said Mrs Felix Lorraine, ‘ I cannot 
understand why you have been talking to Mr Toad so 
long; will you waltz ? ' 

Before Vivian could answer, a tittering, so audible, 
that it might almost be termed a shout, burst forth 
from the whole room. Cynthia Courtown had stolen 
behind Lord Alhambra, as he was sitting on an ottoman, 
d la Turque, and had folded a cashmere shawl round 
his head, with a most oriental tie. His lordship, who, 
notwithstanding his eccentricities, was really a very 
amiable man, bore his blushing honours with a gracious 
dignity, worthy of a descendant of the Abencerrages. 
The sensation which this incident occasioned, favoured 
Vivian's escape from Mrs Felix, for he had not left 
Mr Stapylton Toad with any intention of waltzing. 

But he had hardly escaped from the waltzers, ere 
he found himself in danger of being involved in a much 
more laborious duty; for now he stumbled on the 
Political Economist, and he was earnestly requested 
by the contending theorists, to assume the office of 
moderator. Pmiboldened by his success, Liberal 
Snake had had the hardihood to attack a personage 
of whose character he was not utterly ignorant, but 
on whom he was extremely desirous of ‘making an 
impression.' This important person was Sir Chris- 
topher Mowbray, who, upon the lecturer presuming to 
inform him ‘what rent was,' damned himself several 
times from sheer astonishment at the impudence of 
the fellow. I don't wish to be coarse, but Sir 
Christopher is a great man, and the sayings of 
great men, particularly when they are represen- 
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tative of the sentiment of a species, should not pass 
unrecorded. 

Sir Christopher Mowbray is member for the County 

of ; and member for the county he intends to 

be next election, although he is in his seventy-ninth 
year, for he can still follow a fox, with as plucky a 
heart, and with as stout a voice, as any squire in 
Christendom. Sir Christopher, it must be confessed is 
rather peculiar in his ideas. His grandson, Peregrine 
Mowbray, who is as pert a genius as the applause of a 
common-room ever yet spoiled, and as sublime an orator 
as the cheerings of the Union ever yet inspired, says 
‘the Baronet is not up to the nineteenth century'; 
and perhaps this phrase will give the reader a more 
significant idea of Sir Christopher Mowbray, than a 
character as long, and as laboured, as the most perfect 
of my Lord Clarendon's. The truth is, the good 
Baronet had no idea of ‘liberal principles,' or anything 
else of that school. His most peculiar characteristic 
is a singular habit which he has got of styling political 
economists French smugglers. Nobody has ever yet 
succeeded in extracting a reason from him for this 
singular appellation, and even if you angle with the 
most exquisite skill for the desired definition. Sir 
Christopher immediately salutes you with a volley 
of oaths, and damns French wines, Bible Societies, 
and Mr Huskisson. Sir Christopher for half a century 
has supported in the senate, with equal sedulousness 
and silence, the constitution and the Corn Laws; he 
is perfectly aware of the ‘present perilous state of the 
country,' and watches with great interest all ‘the 
plans and plots' of this enlightened age. The 
only thing which he does not exactly comprehend, 
is the London University. This affair really puzzles 
the worthy gentleman, who could as easily fancy 
a county member not being a freeholder, as a 
University not being at Oxford or Cambridge. 
Indeed, to this hour, the old gentleman believes 
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that the whole business is 'a hoax;’ and if you 
tell him, that, far from the plan partaking of the 
visionary nature he conceives, there are actually four 
acres of very valuable land purchased near White 
Conduit House for the erection; and that there is 
little apprehension, that in the course of a century, 
the wooden poles which are now stuck about the 
grounds, will not be as fair, and flourishing as the most 
leafy bowers of New College Gardens; the old 
gentleman looks up to heaven, as if determined not to 
be taken in, and leaning back in his chair, sends forth 
a sceptical and smiling ‘ No ! no ! no ! that won’t 
do.’ 

Vivian extricated himself with as much grace as 
possible from the toils of the Economist, and indeed, 
like a skilful general, turned this little rencontre to 
account, in accomplishing the very end, for the attain- 
ment of which he had declined waltzing with Mrs Felix 
Lorraine. 

' My dear lord,’ said Vivian, addressing the Marquess, 
who was still by the side of Mrs Million, ‘ I am going to 
commit a most ungallant act; but you great men 
must pay a tax for your dignity. I am going to 
disturb you. You are wanted by half the county 1 
What could possibly induce you ever to allow a Political 
Economist to enter Chateau Desir ? There are, at 
least, three baronets and four squires in degpair, 
writhing under the tortures of Liberal Snake. They 
have deputed me to request your assistance, to save 
them from being defeated in the presence of half their 
tenantry ; and I think, my lord,’ said Vivian, 
with a serious voice, ‘if you could possibly contrive 
to interfere, it would be desirable. That lecturing 
knave never knows when to stop, and he is actually 
insulting men before whom, after all, he ought not 
dare to open his lips. I see that your lordship is 
naturally not very much inclined to quit your present 
occupation, in order to act moderator to a set of 



VIVIAN GREY 


107 

brawlers; but come, you shall not be quite sacrificed 
to the county — I will give up the waltz in which I 
was engaged, and keep your seat until your return/ 

The Marquess, who was always 'keeping up county 
influence,* was very shocked at the obstreperous 
conduct of Liberal Snake. Indeed he had viewed the 
arrival of this worthy with no smiling countenance, 
but what could he say, as he came in the suite of Lord 
Pert, who was writing, with the lecturer*s assistance, 
a little pamphlet on the Currency ? Apologising to 
Mrs Million, and promising to return as soon as possible, 
and lead her to the music-room, the Marquess retired, 
with the determination of annihilating one of the 
stoutest members of the Political Economy Club. 

Vivian began by apologising to Mrs Million, for 
disturbing her progress to the Hall, by his sudden 
arrival before dinner; and then for a quarter of an 
hour, poured forth the usual quantity of piquant 
anecdotes, and insidious compliments. Mrs Million 
found Vivian's conversation no disagreeable relief to 
the pompous prosincss ol his predecessor. 

And now — ^liaving succeeded in commanding Mrs 
Million's attention by that general art of pleasing, 
which was for all the world, and which was, of course, 
formed upon his general experience of human nature — 
Vivian began to make his advances to Mrs Milhon's 
feelings, by a particular art of pleasing; that is, an 
art which was for the particular person alone, whom he 
was at any time addressing, and which was founded 
on his particular knowledge of that person's character. 

' How beautiful the old Hall looked to-day ! It 
is a scene which can only be met with in ancient 
families.' 

‘ Ah ! there is nothing like old families ! ' remarked 
Mrs Million, with all the awkward feelings of a 
parvenu. 

'Do you think so ? ' said Vivian; * I once thought so 
myself, but I confess that my opinion is greatly 
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changed. After all, what is noble blood ? My eye is 
now resting on a crowd of nobles; and yet, being 
among them, do we treat them in a manner differing 
in any way from that which we should employ to 
individuals of a lower caste, who were equally 
uninteresting ? ' 

'Certainly not,' said Mrs Million. 

' The height of the ambition of the less exalted ranks 
is to be noble, because they conceive to be noble 
implies to be superior; associating in their minds, as 
they always do, a pre-eminence over their equals. 
But, to be noble, among nobles, where is the pre- 
eminence ? ' 

' Where indeed ? ' said Mrs Million ; and she thought 
of herself, sitting the most considered personage in this 
grand castle, and yet with sufficiently base blood 
flowing in her veins. 

‘And thus, in the highest circles,' continued Vivian, 
‘ a man is of course not valued because he is a Marquess, 
or a Duke, but because he is a great warrior, or a 
great statesman, or very fashionable or very witty. 
In all classes but the highest, a peer, however unbe- 
friended by nature or by fortune, becomes a man of 
a certain rate of consequence; but to be a person of 
consequence in the highest class, requires something 
else besides high blood.' 

‘I quite agree with you in your sentiments, Mr 
Grey. Now what character, or what situation in 
life, would you choose, if you had the power of making 
your choice ? ' 

‘That is really a most metaphysical question. As 
is the custom of all young men, I have sometimes 
in my reveries imagined what I conceived to 
be a lot of pure happiness : and yet Mrs Million will 
perhaps be astonished that I was neither to be nobly 
born, nor to acquire nobility; that I was not to be 
a statesman, or a poet, or a warrior, or a merchant, nor 
indeed any profession — ^not even a professional dandy.' 
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'Oh! love in a cottage, I suppose,' interrupted 
Mrs Million. 

'Neither love in a cottage, nor science in a cell.' 

'Oh I pray tell me what it is.' 

' What it is ? Oh 1 Lord Mayor of London, I 
suppose; that is the only situation which answers to 
my oracular description.' 

'Then you have been joking all this time 1' 

‘Not at all. Come then, let us imagine this perfect 
lot. In the first place, I Avould be born in the middle 
classes of society, or even lower, because I would wish 
my character to be impartially developed. I would be 
born to no hereditary prejudices, no hereditary passions. 
My course in life should not be carved out by the 
example of a grandfather, nor my ideas modelled to 
a preconceived system of family perfection. Do you 
like my first principle. Mrs Million ? ’ 

'I must hear everything before I give an opinion.' 

'When, therefore, my mind was formed, I would 
wish to become the proprietor of a princely fortune.' 

'Yes!' eagerly exclaimed Mrs Million. 

'And now would come the moral singularity of my 
fate. If I had gamed this fortune by commerce, or 
in any other similar mode, my disposition before the 
creation of this fortune, would naturally have been 
formed, and been permanently developed; and my 
mind would have been similarly affected, had I suc- 
ceeded to some ducal father; for I should then, in 
aU probability, have inherited some family line of 
conduct, both moral and political; but under the 
circumstances I have imagined the result would 
be far different. I should then be in the singular 
situation of possessing, at the same time, unbounded 
wealth, and the whole powers and natural feelings 
of my mind, unoppressed and unshackled. Oh I how 
splendid would be my career ! I would not allow the 
change in my condition to exercise an> influence on 
my natural disposition. I would experience the same 
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passions, and be subject to the same feelings, only 
they should be exercised, and influential in a wider 
sphere. Then would be seen the influence of great 
wealth, directed by a disposition similar to that of 
the generality of men, inasmuch as it had been formed 
like that of the generality of men; and consequently, 
one much better acquainted with their feelings, 
their habits, and their wishes. Such a lot would 
indeed be princely ! Such a lot would infallibly 
ensure the affection, and respect, of the great majority 
of mankind; and supported by them, what should I 
care, if I were misunderstood by a few fools, and abused 
by a few knaves ? ' 

Here came the Marquess to lead the lady to the 
concert. As she quitted lier seat, a smile, beaming 
with graciousness, rewarded her youthful companion. 
*Ah !' thought Mrs Million; 'I go to the concert, but 
leave sweeter music than can possibly meet me there. 
What is the magic of these words ? It is not flattery; 
such is not the language of Miss Gusset ! It is not a 
rifacimento of compliments; such is not the style with 
which I am saluted by the Duke of Doze, and the Earl 
of Leatherdale ! Apparently I have heard a young 
philosopher delivering his sentiments upon an abstract 
point in human life; and yet liave I not listened to a 
brilliant apology for my own character, and a trium- 
phant defence of my own conduct. Of course it was 
unintentional, and yet how agreeable to be uninten- 
tionally defended ! ' So mused Mrs Million, and she, 
made a thousand vows, not to let a day pass over 
without obtaining a pledge from Vivian Grey, to visit 
her on their return to the metropolis. 

Vivian remained in his seat for some time after the 
departure of his companiom. ‘On my honour, I have 
half a mind to desert my embryo faction, and number 
myself in her gorgeous retinue. Let me see, what 
part should I act ? her secretary, or her- toad-eater, 
or her physician, or her cook ? or shall I be her page ? 
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Methinks I should make a pretty page, and hand a 
chased goblet as gracefully as any monkey that ever 
bent his knee in a lady's chamber. Well 1 at any 
rate, there is this chance to be kept back, as the 
gambler does his last trump, or the cunning fencer his 
last ruse.’ 

He rose to offer his arm to some stray fair one; 
for crowds were now hurrying to pine apples and 
lobster salads : that is to say, supper was ready in the 
Long Gallery. 

In a moment Vivian’s arm was locked in that of 
Mrs Felix Lorraine. 

‘ Oh, Mr Grey, I have got a much better ghost story 
than even that of the Leyden Professor for you; but 
I am so wearied with waltzing, that I must tell it you 
to-morrow. How came you to be so late this morning ? 
Have you been paying many calls to-day ? I quite 
missed you at dinner. Do you think Ernest Clay 
handsome ? I dare not repeat what Lady Scrope said 
of you ! You are an admirer of Lady Julia Knighton, 
I believe ? — I do not much like this plan of supping 
in the Long Gallery — it is a favourite locale of mine, 
and I have no idea of my private promenade being 
invaded by the uninteresting presence of trifles and 
Italian creams. Have you been telling Mrs 
Million that she was very witty ? ’ asked Vivian’s 
companion with a significant look. 
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CHAPTER XV 

Sweet reader ! you know what a Toady is ? That 
agreeable animal which you meet every day in civilised 
society. But perhaps you have not speculated very 
curiously upon this interesting race. So much the 
worse I for you cannot live many lustres, without 
finding it of some service to be a little acquainted with 
their habits. 

The world in general is under a mistake as to the 
nature of these vermin. They are by no means 
characterised by that similarity of disposition, for which 
your common observer gives them credit. There 
are Toadies of all possible natures. 

There is your Commonplace Toady, who merely 
echoes its feeder's commonplace observations. There 
is your Playing-up Toady, who, unconscious to its 
feeder, is always playing up to its feeder’s 
weaknesses — and, as the taste of that feeder 
varies, accordingly provides its cates and comfitures. 
A little bit of scandal for a dashing widow, or a pious 
little hymn for a sainted one; the secret history of a 
newly discovered gas for a Mayfair feeder, and an 
interesting anecdote about a Newgate bobcat, or a 
Penitentiary apron for a charitable one. Then there 
is your Drawing-out Toady, who omits no oppor- 
tunity of giving you a chance of being victorious, in 
an argument where there is no contest, and a dispute 

where there is no difference; and then there is but 

we detest essay-writing, so we introduce you at once 
to a party of these vermin. If you wish to enjoy a 
curious sight, you must watch the Toadies, when they 
are unembarrassed by the almost perpetual presence of 
their breeders — ^when they are animated by the 'spirit 
of freedom' — when, like Curran's Negro, the chain 
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bursts by the impulse of their swelling veins. The 
great singularity is the struggle between their natural 
and their acquired feelings : the eager opportunity 
which they seize of revenging their voluntary bondage 
by their secret taunts, on their adopted task-masters; 
and the servility which they habitually mix up even 
with their scandal. Like veritable Grimalkins, they 
fawn upon their victims previous to the festival — 
compliment them upon the length of their whiskers, 
and the delicacy of their limbs, prior to excoriating 
them, and dwelling on the flavour of their crushed 
bones. Tis a beautiful scene, and ten thousand times 
more piquant than the humours of a Servants' Hall, 
or the most grotesque and glorious moments of high 
life below stairs. 

'Dear Miss Graves,' said Miss Gusset, 'you can't 
imagine how terrified I was at that horrible green 
parrot flying upon my head ! I declare it puUed out 
three locks of hair.' 

‘Horrible green parrot, my dear madam 1 why it 
was sent to my lady by Prince Xtmnprqtosklw, 
and never shall I forget the agitation we were 
in about that parrot. I thought it would never have 
got to the Chateau, for the Prince could only send 
his carriage with it as far as Toadcaster; luckily my 
lady’s youngest brother, who was staying at Desir, 
happened to get drowned at the time — and so Daven- 
port, very clever of him ! sent her on in my Lord 
Dormer's hearse.' 

‘ In the hearse ! Good Heavens, Miss Graves ! How 
could you think of green parrots at such an awful 
moment ! I should have been in fits for three days — 
eh ! Dr Sly ? ' 

'Certainly you would, madam; your nerves are very 
delicate.' 

‘Weill I, for my part, never could see much 
use in giving up to one's feelings. It is all very 
well for commoners,' rather rudely exclaimed the 
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Marchioness's Toady; but we did not choose to expose 
ourselves to the servants, when the old general died 
this year. Everything went on as usual. Her 
ladyship attended Almacks; my lord took his seat in 
the House; and I looked in at Lady Doubtful's; 
where we do not visit, but where the Marchioness 
wishes to be civil.' 

*We do not visit Lady Doubtful either,' replied Miss 
Gusset : ‘she has not a card for our fete champetre. 

I was so sorry you were not in town. It was so 
delightful !' 

‘ Do tell me who was there ? 1 quite long to know 

all about it. I saw some account of it. Everything 
seemed to go off so well. Do tell me who was 
there ? ' 

‘ Oh ! there was plenty of Royalty at the head of 
the list. Really I cannot go into particulars, but 
everybody was there — ^who is anybody — eh I Dr 

‘ Certainly, madam. The pines were most admirable ; 
there are few people for whom I entertain a higher 
esteem than Mr Gunter.' 

‘The Marchioness seems very fond of her dog and 
parrot, Miss Graves — but she is a sweet woman ! ' 

‘ Oh, a dear, amiable creature 1 but I cannot think 
how she can bear the eternal screaming of that noisy 
bird.' 

‘Nor I, indeed. Well, thank goodness, Mrs Million 
has no pets — eh I Dr Sly ? ' 

‘Certainly; I am clearly of opinion that it cannot 
be wholesome to have so many animals about a house. 
Besides which, I have noticed that the Marchioness 
always selects the nicest morsels for that little poodle; 
and I am also clearly of opinion. Miss Graves, that the 
fit it had the other day arose from repletion.' 

‘ I have no doubt of it in the world. She consumes 
three pounds of arrowroot weekly, and two pounds 
of tlie finest loaf sugar, which I have the trouble of 
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grating every Monday morning. Mrs Million appears 
to be a most amiable woman, Miss Gusset ? ’ 

' Quite perfection — so charitable, so intellectual, 
such a soul I it is a pity, though, her manner is so 
abrupt; she really does not appear to advantage some' 
times — eh ! Dr Sly ? * 

The Toadies* Toady bowed assent as usual. 
'Well,* rejoined Miss Graves, ‘that is rather a fault of 
the dear Marchioness — a little want of consideration for 
another*s feelings, but she means nothing.* 

‘ Oh, no I nor Mrs Million, dear creature I she means 
nothing; though. I dare say, not knowing her so well 
as we do — eh ! Dr Sly ? — you were a little surprised 
at the way in which she spoke to me at dinner.* 

‘All people have their oddities, Miss Gusset. I am 
sure the Marchioness is not aware how she tries my 
patience about that little wretch Julie; I had to rub 
her with warm flannels for an hour and a half before 
the fire this morning; that is that Vivian Grey*s 
doing.* 

‘ Who is this Mr Grey, Miss Graves ? * 

'Who, indeed! Some young man the Marquess 
has picked up, and who comes lecturing here about 
poodles, and parrots, and thinking himself quite Lord 
Paramount, I can assure you; I am surprised that the 
Marchioness, who is a most sensible woman, 
can patronise such conduct a moment ; but when- 
ever she begins to see through him, the young 
gentleman has always got a story about a bracelet or 
a bandeau, and quite turns her head.' 

‘Very disagreeable, I am sure.' 

' Some people are so easily managed ! By the bye. 
Miss Gusset, who could have advised Mrs Million to 
wear crimson ? So large as she is, it does not at aU 
suit her : I suppose it's a favourite colour.’ 

‘Dear Miss Graves, you are always sc insinuating. 
What can Miss Graves mean — eh I Dr Sly V 
A Lord Burleigh shake of the head. 
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‘C 5 mthia Courtown seems as lively as ever/ said 
Miss Gusset. 

* Yes, lively enough, but I wish her manner was less 
brusque.' 

'Brusque, indeed ! you may well say so : she nearly 
pushed me down in the Hall; and when I looked as if 
I thought she might have given me a little more room, 
she tossed her head and said, “ Beg pardon, never saw 
you." ’ 

‘ I wonder what Lord Alhambra sees in that girl ? ’ 

‘Oh, those forward misses always take the men.’ 

'Well,' said Miss Graves, 'I have no notion that it 
will come to anything; I am sure, I, for one, hope not,' 
added she, with all a Toady's venom. 

‘The Marquess seems to keep a remarkably good 
table,' said the physician. 'There was a haunch 
to-day, which I really think was the finest haunch I 
ever met with; but that little move at dinner — ^it was, 
to say the least, very ill-timed.' 

'Yes, that was Vivian Grey again,' said Miss Graves, 
very indignantly. 

'So you have got the Beaconsfields here, Miss Graves; 
nice, unaffected, quiet people ? ' 

'Yes! very quiet.' 

'As you say. Miss Graves, very quiet, but a little 
heavy.' 

'Yes, heavy enough.' 

'If you had but seem the quantity of pine-apples 
that boy Dormer Stanhope devoured at our fete 
champetre 1 — ^but I have the comfort of knowing that 
they made him very ill — eh 1 Dr Sly ? ' 

‘ Oh I he learnt that from his uncle,' said Miss Graves; 
‘it is quite disgusting to see how that Vivian Grey 
encourages him.' 

'What an elegant, accomplished woman Mrs Felix 
Lorraine seems to be. Miss Graves 1 I suppose the 
Marchioness is very fond of her ? ' 

'Oh, yes; the Marchioness is so good-natured, that 
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I dare say she thinks very well of Mrs Felix Lorraine. 
She thinks well of every one; but I believe Mrs Felix 
is rather a greater favourite with the Marquess.' 

* O h ! ' drawled out Miss Gusset with a very 

significant tone. ' I suppose she is one of your playing- 
up ladies. I think you told mo she was only on a visit 
here/ 

‘A pretty long visit though, for a sister-in-law — 
if sister-in-law she be. As I was saying to the Mar- 
chioness the other day — when Mrs Felix offended her 
so violently by trampling on the dear little Julie — 
if he came into a Court ol Justice, 1 should like to see 
the proof — that's all. At any rate, it is pretty evident 
that Mr Lorraine has had enough of his bargain.' 

‘ Quite evident, I think — eh ! Dr Sly ? Those 
German women never make good English wives,' 
continued Miss Gusset, with all a Toady's patriotism. 

‘Talking of wives, did not you think Lady Julia 
spoke very strangely of Sir Peter, after dinner to-day ? 
I hate that Lady Julia, if it be only for petting Vivian 
Grey so.' 

‘Yes, indeed, it is quite enough to make one sick — ehl 
Dr Sly ?' 

The doctor shook his head mournfully, remembering 
the haunch. 

‘They say Ernest Clay is in sad difficulties. Miss 
Gusset.' 

‘ Well, I always expected his dash would end in that. 
Those wild harum-scarum men are monstrous dis- 
agreeable; I like a person of some reflection — ehl 
Dr Sly ? ' 

Before the doctor could bow his usual assent there 
entered a pretty little page, very daintily attired in 
a fancy dress of green and silver. Twirling his richly 
chased dirk with one tiny white hand, and at the 
same time playing with a pet curl, which was 
picturesquely flowing over his forehead, he advanced 
with ambling gait to Miss Gusset, and, in a mincing 
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‘C 3 mthia Courtown seems as lively as ever/ said 
Miss Gusset. 

‘Yes, lively enough, but I wish her manner was less 
brusque.' 

' Brusque, indeed ! you may well say so : she nearly 
pushed me down in the Hall; and when I looked as if 
I thought she might have given me a little more room, 
she tossed her head and said, Beg pardon, never saw 
you." ' 

* I wonder what Lord Alhambra sees in that girl ? ' 

'Oh, those forward misses always take the men.' 

'Well,' said Miss Graves, 'I have no notion that it 
will come to anything; I am sure, I, for one, hope not,' 
added she, with all a Toady's venom. 

'The Marquess seems to keep a remarkably good 
table,' said the physician. 'There was a haunch 
to-day, which I really think was the finest haunch I 
ever met with; but that little move at dinner — it was, 
to say the least, very ill-timed.' 

‘Yes, that was Vivian Grey again,' said Miss Graves, 
very indignantly. 

' So you have got the Beaconsfields here. Miss Graves; 
nice, unaffected, quiet people ? ' 

‘Yes! very quiet.' 

'As you say, Miss Graves, very quiet, but a little 
heavy.' 

‘Yes, heavy enough.' 

‘If you had but seem the quantity of pine-apples 
that boy Dormer Stanhope devoured at our fete 
champetre ! — but I have the comfort of knowing that 
they made him very ill — eh ! Dr Sly ? ' 

' Oh I he learnt that from his uncle,' said Miss Graves; 
‘it is quite dis^sting to see how that Vivian Grey 
encourages him.' 

‘What an elegant, accomphshed woman Mrs Felix 
Lorraine seems to be. Miss Graves I I suppose the 
Marchioness is very fond of her ? ' 

‘Oh, yes; the Marchioness is so good-natured, that 
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I dare say she thinks very well of Mrs Felix Lorraine. 
She thinks well of every one; but I believe Mrs Fehx 
is rather a greater favourite with the Marquess.' 

‘ O h ! ' drawled out Miss Gusset with a very 

significant tone. ‘ I suppose she is one of your playing- 
up ladies. I think you told me she was only on a visit 
here/ 

‘A pretty long visit though, for a sister-in-law — 
if sister-in-law she be. As I was saying to the Mar- 
chioness the other day — when Mrs Felix offended her 
so violently by trampling on the dear little Julie — 
if he came into a Court of Justice, 1 should hke to see 
the proof — that's all. At any rate, it is pretty evident 
that Mr Lorraine has had enough of his bargain.' 

* Quite evident, I think — eh ! Dr Sly ? Those 
German women never make good English wives/ 
continued Miss Gusset, with all a Toady's patriotism. 

‘Talking of wives, did not you think Lady Julia 
spoke very strangely of Sir Peter, after dinner to-day ? 
1 hate that Lady Julia, if it be only for petting Vivian 
Grey so.' 

‘Yes, indeed, it is quite enough to make one sick — ehl 
Dr Sly ?' 

The doctor shook his head mournfully, remembering 
the haunch. 

‘They say Ernest Clay is in sad difficulties, Miss 
Gusset.' 

‘Well, I always expected his dash would end in that. 
Those wild harum-scarum men are monstrous dis- 
agreeable ; I like a person of some reflection — eh I 
Dr Sly ? ' 

Before the doctor could bow his usual assent there 
entered a pretty little page, very daintily attired in 
a fancy dress of green and silver. Twirling his richly 
chased dirk with one tiny white hand, and at the 
same time playing with a pet curl, which was 
picturesquely flowing over his forehead, he advanced 
with ambling gait to Miss Gusset, and, in a mincing 
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voice, and courtly phrase, summoned her to the 
imperial presence. 

The lady's features immediately assumed the 
expression which befitted the approaching interview, 
and in a moment Miss Graves and the pliysician were 
left alone. 

'Very amiable young woman Miss Gusset appears 
to be, Dr Sly ? ' 

*Oh ! the most amiable being in the world; I owe 
her the greatest obligations.' 

'So gentle in her manners.' 

'Oh, yes, so gentle.' 

'So considerate for everybody.' 

' Oh, yes ! so considerate,' echoed the Aberdeen 
M.D. 

'I am afraid though, she must sometimes meet with 
people who do not exactly understand her character; 
such extraordinary consideration for others is some- 
times liable to misconstruction.' 

'Very sensibly remarked, Miss Graves. I am sure 
Miss Gusset means well; and that kind of thing is all 
very admirable in its way; but — but ' 

'But what. Dr Sly ? ' 

'Why, I was merely going to hazard an observation, 
that according to my feelings — ^that is, to my own 
peculiar view of the case, I should prefer some 
people thinking more about their own business, and, 
and — but I mean nothing.' 

' Oh, no, of course not. Dr Sly ! you know we always 
except our ow’n immediate friends, at least when we 
can be sure they are our friends ; but, as you were 
saying, or going to say, those persons who are so very 
anxious about other people's affairs, are not always 
the most agreeable persons in the world to live with. 
It certainly did strike me, that that interference of 
Miss Gusset's about Julie to-day, was, to say the least, 
very odd.' 

' Oh, my dear madam ! when you know her as well 
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as I do, you will see she is always ready to put in a 
word/ 

‘ Well ! do you know, Dr Sly, between ourselves, 
that was exactly my impression; and she is then very, 
very — I do not exactly mean to say meddling, or 
inquisitive; but — but you understand me, Dr Sly ? ' 

* Perfectly, and if I were to speak my mind, which I 
do not hesitate to do in confidence to you. Miss Graves, 
I really should say that she is the most jealous, irritable, 
malicious, meddling, and at the same time, fawning, 
disposition, that I ever met with in the whole course 
of my life, and I speak from experience/ 

‘Well, do you know. Dr Sly, from all I have seen, 
that was exactly my impression, therefore I have 
been particularly careful not to commit myself to 
such a person,’ 

‘Ah ! Miss Graves ! if all ladies w'ere like you ! 
0 h!’ 

‘My dear Dr Sly !’ 
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CHAPTER XVI 

Vivian had duly acquainted the Marquess with the 
successsful progress of his negotiations with their 
intended partisans, and Lord Carabas had himself 
conversed with them singly on the important subject. 
It was thought proper, however, in this stage of the 
proceedings, that the persons interested should meet 
together; and so the two lords, and Sir Berdmore, 
and Vivian, were invited to dine with the Marquess 
alone, and in his library. 

There was abundance of dumb waiters, and other 
inventions, by which the ease of the guests might be 
consulted, without risking even their secret looks to 
the gaze of liveried menials. The Marquess's gentleman 
sat in an ante-chamber, in case human aid might be 
necessary, and everything, as his lordship averred, was 
'on the same system as the Cabinet Dinners.' 

In the ancient kingdom of England, it hath ever 
been the custom to dine previously to transacting 
business. This habit is one of those few which are not 
contingent upon the mutable fancies of fashion, and 
at this day we see Cabinet Dinners, and Vestry Dinners, 
alike proving the correctness of our assertion. Whether 
the custom really expedites the completion or the 
general progress of the business which gives rise to it, 
is a grave question, which we do not feel qualified to 
decide. Certain it is, that very often, after the dinner, 
an appointment is made for the transaction of the 
business on the following morning : at the same time 
it must be remembered, that had it not been for the 
opportunity which the banquet afforded of developing 
the convivial qualities of the guests, and drawing out, 
by the assistance of generous wine, their most kindly 
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sentiments, and most engaging feelings, it is very 
probable that the appointments for the transaction 
of the business would never have been made at all. 

There certainly was every appearance that ‘the 
great business* as the Marquess styled it, would not 
be very much advanced by the Cabinet Dinner at 
Chateau Desir. For, in the first place, the table was 
laden ‘with every delicacy of the season,* and really 
when a man is either going to talk sense, fight a duel, or 
make his will, nothing should be seen at dinner, save 
cutlets, and the lightest Bordeaux. And, in the 
second place, it must be confessed, that when it came 
to the point of all the parties interested meeting, the 
Marquess’s courage somewhat misgave him. Not 
that any particular reason occurred to him which 
would have induced him to yield one jot of 
the theory of his sentiments, but the putting them in 
practice rather made him nervous. In short, he was 
as convinced as ever, that he was an ill-used man 
of great influence and abilities, but then he remem- 
bered his agreeable sinecure, and his dignified office, 
and he might not succeed. The thought did not 
please. 

But here they were all assembled; receding was 
impossible; and so the Marquess took a glass of claret, 
and felt more courageous. 

‘My lords and gentlemen,* he began, ‘although I 
have myself taken the opportunity of communicating 
to you singly my thoughts upon a certain subject, and 
although, if I am rightly informed, my excellent young 
friend has communicated to you more fully upon that 
subject, yet, my lords and gentlemen, I beg to remark 
that this is the first time that we have collectively 
assembled to consult on the possibility of certain views, 
upon the propriety of their nature, and the expediency 
of their adoption.' (Here the claret passed.) ‘The 
present state of parties,' the Marquess continued, 
‘has doubtless for a long time engaged your attention. 
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It is very peculiar, and although the result has been 
gradually arrived at, it is nevertheless, now that it is 
realised, startling, and not, I apprehend, very satis- 
factory. There are few distinctions now between the 
two sides of the House of Commons, very different from 
the times in which most, I believe all of us, my lords 
and gentlemen, were members of that assembly. The 
question then naturally arises, why a certain body of 
individuals, who now represent no opinions, should 
arrogate to themselves the entire government and con- 
trol of the country ? A second question would occur, 
how they contrive to succeed in such an assumption ? 
They succeed clearly because the party, who placed 
them in power because they represented certain 
opinions, still continue to them their support. Some 
of the most influential members of that party, I am 
bold to say, may be found in this room. I don’t 
know, if the boroughs of Lord Courtown and Lord 
Beaconsfield were withdrawn at a critical division, 
what might be the result. I am quite sure that if 
the forty country gentlemen who follow, I believe I 
am justified in saying, our friend Sir Berdmore, and 
wisely follow him, were to declare their opposition to 
any particular tax, the present men would be beaten, 
as they have been beaten before. I was myself a 
member of the Government when so beaten, and I 
know what Lord Liverpool said the next morning. 
Lord Liverpool said the next morning, “ Forty country 
gentlemen, if they choose, might repeal every tax in the 
Budget.” Under these circumstances, my lords 
and gentlemen, it becomes us, in my opinion, to con- 
sider our situation. I am far from wishing to witness 
any general change, or, indeed, very wide reconstruc- 
tion of the present administration. I think 
the interests of the country require that the general 
tenor of their system should be supported; but there 
are members of that administration whose claims to 
that distinction appear to me more than questionable. 
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while at the same time there are individuals excluded, 
personages of great influence and recognised talents, who 
ought no longer, in my opinion, to occupy a position 
in the background. Mr Vivian Grey, a gentleman 
whom I have the honour to call my particular friend, 
and who, I believe, has had already the pleasure of 
incidentally conversing with you on the matters to 
wliich I have referred, has given great attention to 
this important subject. He is a younger man than 
any of us, and certainl}^ has much better lungs than I 
have. I will take the liberty, therefore, of requesting 
him to put the case in its completeness before us.* 

A great deal of 'desultory conversation,* as it is 
styled, relative to the great topic of debate, now 
occurred. When the blood of the party was tolerably 
warmed, Vivian addressed them. The tenor of his 
oration may be imagined. He developed the new 
pc»litical principles, demonstrated the mistake under 
the baneful influence of which they had so long suffered, 
promised them place, and power, and patronage, and 
personal consideration, if they would only act on the 
principles which he recommended, in the most flowing 
language, and the most melodious voice, in which the 
glories of ambition were ever yet chanted. There was 
a buzz of admiration when the flattering music ceased; 
the Marquess smiled triumphantly, as if to say, 
' Didn't I tell you he was a monstrous clever fellow ? * 
and the whole business seemed settled. Lord Cour- 
town gave in a bumper, *Mr Vivian Grey, and success 
to his maiden speech’/ and Vivian replied by proposing, 
* The New Union' At last. Sir Berdmore, the coolest 
of them all, raised his voice : ' He quite agreed with Mr 
Grey in the principles which he had developed; and, 
for his own part, he was free to confess, that he had 
perfect confidence in that gentleman's very brilliant 
abilities, and augured from their exertion complete and 
triumphant success. At the same time, he felt it 
his duty to remark to their lordships, and also to that 
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gentleman, that the House of Commons was a new 
scene to him; and he put it whether they were quite 
convinced that they were sufficiently strong, as 
regarded talent in that assembly. He could not take 
it upon himself to offer to become the leader of the 
party. Mr Grey might be capable of undertaking that 
charge, but still it must be remembered, that, in that 
assembly, he was as yet untried. He made no apology 
to Mr Grey for speaking his mind so freely; he was 
sure that his motives could not be misinterpreted. If 
their lordships, on the whole, were of opinion that this 
charge should be entrusted to him, he. Sir Berdmore, 
having the greatest confidence in Mr Grey's abilities, 
would certainly support liim to the utmost.' 

'He can do anything, said the Marquess. 

‘ He is a surprising clever man ! ' said Lord Courtown. 

' He is a surprising clever man ! ' echoed Lord 
Beaconsfield. 

‘Stop, my lords,' said Vivian, ‘your good opinion 
deserves my gratitude, but these important matters 
do indeed require a moment's consideration. I trust 
that Sir Berdmore Scrope does not imagine that I 
am the vain idiot to be offended at his most excellent 
remarks, even for a moment. Are we not met here 
for the common good — and to consult for the success of 
the common cause ? Whatever my talents are, they 
are at your service, and, in your service, will I venture 
anything; but surely, my lords, you will not unneces- 
sarily entrust this great business to a raw hand ! I 
need only aver, that I am ready to follow any leader, 
who can play his great part in a becoming manner. 

'Noble ! ' said the Marquess. 

But who was the leader to be ? Sir Berdmore 
frankly confessed that he had none to propose; and 
the Viscount and the Baron were quite silent. 

'Gentlemen !' exclaimed the Marquess, ‘Gentlemen ! 
there is a man, who could do our bidding.' The eyes 
of every guest were fixed on the haranguing host. 
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' Gentlemen ! ' fill your glasses — I give you our 
leader — Mr Frederick Cleveland I ' 

* Cleveland I * every one exclaimed. A glass of 
claret feU from Lord Courtown’s hand; Lord Beacons- 
field stopped as he was about to fill his glass, and 
stood gaping at the Marquess, with the decanter in 
his hand, and Sir Berdmore stared on the table, as 
men do when something unexpected, and astounding, 
has occurred at dinner, which seems past all their 
management. 

‘ Cleveland !’ exclaimed the guests. 

‘ I should as soon have expected you to have given 
us Lucifer ! ' said Lord Court own. 

‘ Or the present Secretary ! * said Lord Beaconsfield. 

‘Or yourself,' said Sir Berdmore. 

‘And does any one maintain that Frederick Cleve- 
land is not capable of driving out a much stronger 
Government than he will have to cope with ? ' deman- 
ded the Marquess, with a rather fierce air. 

'We do not deny Mr Cleveland's powers, my lord; 
we only humbly beg to suggest that it appears to us, 
that, of all the persons in the world, the mam with 
whom Mr Cleveland would be least inchned to coalesce, 
would be the Marquess of Caiabas.' 

The Marquess looked somewhat blank. 

‘Gentlemen,' said Vivian, ‘do not despair; it is 
enough for me to know that there is a man who is 
capable of doing our work. Be he animate man, or 
incarnate fiend, provided he can be found within this 
realm, I pledge myself that, within ten days, he is 
drinking my noble friend's health at this very board.' 

The Marquess said, ‘Bravo,' the rest smiled, and rose 
from the table in some confusion. Little more was 
said on the ‘great business.' The guests took refuge 
in coffee and a glass of liqueur. The pledge was, how- 
ever apparently accepted, and Lord Carabas and Vivian 
were soon left alone. The Marquess seemed agtiated 
by Vivian's offer and engagement. 'This is a grave 
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business/ he said; ‘you hardly know, my dear Vivian, 
what you have undertaken — but if anybody can 
succeed, you will. We must talk of this to-morrow. 
There are some obstacles, and I should once have 
thought invincible. I cannot conceive what made 
me mention his name; but it has been often in my 
mind since you first spoke to me. You and he to- 
gether, we might carry everything before us. But 
there are some obstacles — no doubt there are some 
obstacles. You heard what Courtown said, a man 
who does not make difficulties, and Beacon sfield a man 
who does not say much. Courtown called him Lucifer. 
He is Lucifer. But, by Jove, you are the man to 
overcome obstacles. We must talk of it to-morrow. 
So now, my dear fellow, good night ! * 

‘What have I done ?' thought Vivian; ‘I am sure 
that Lucifer may know, for I do not. This Cleveland 
is, I suppose, after all but a man. I saw the feeble 
fools were wavering ; and to save all made a leap in 
the dark. Well ! is my skull cracked ? Nous verrons. 
How hot either this room or my blood is ! Come, 
for some fresh air’ (he opened the library window) ; 
‘how fresh and soft it is I Just the night for the balcony. 
Ha ! music ! I cannot mistake that voice. Singular 
woman I I will just walk on, till I am beneath her 
window/ 

Vivian accordingly proceeded along the balcony, 
which extended down one whole side of the Chateau. 
While he was looking at the moon he stumbled against 
some one. It was Colonel Delmington. He apologised 
to the militaire for treading on his toes, and wondered 
‘how the devil he got there.' 
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CHAPTER I 

Frederick Cleveland was educated at Eton, and 
at Cambridge; and after having proved, both at the 
school and the University, that he possessed talents of 
a high order, he had the courage, in order to perfect 
them, to immure himself for three years in a German 
University. It was impossible, therefore, for two 
minds to have been cultivated on more contr^ 
systems, than those of Frederick Cleveland and Vivian 
Grey. The systems on which they had been educated 
were not, however, more discordant than the respective 
tempers of the pupils. With that of Vivian Grey the 
reader is now somewhat acquainted. It has been 
shown that he was one precociously convinced of the 
necessity of managing mankind, by studying their 
tempers and humouring their weaknesses, Cleveland 
turned from the book of Nature with contempt; 
and although his was a mind of extraordinary acute- 
ness, he was, at three-and-thirty, as ignorant of the 
workings of the human heart, as when, in the innocence 
of boyhood, he first reached Eton. 

Although possessed of no fortune, from his connections, 
and the reputation of his abilities, he entered Parliament 
at an early age. His success was eminent. It was at 
this period that he formed a great friendship with the 
present Marquess of Carabas, then Under-Secretary of 
State. His exertions for the party to which Mr Under- 
secretary ^rraine belonged were unremitting; and 
it was mainly through their influence, that a great 
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promotion took place in the official appointments of 
llie parly. When the hour of reward came, Mr 
lx)rraine and his friends unfortunately forgot their 
youthful champion. He remonstrated, and they 
smiled : he reminded them of private friendship, 
and they answered liim with political expediency. 
Mr Clevdand went down to the House, and attacked 
his old co-mates in a spirit of unexampled bitterness. 
He examined in review the various members of the 
party that had deserted him. They trembled on their 
seats, while they writhed beneath the keenness of 
his satire : but when the orator came to Mr President 
Lorraine, he flourished the tomahawk on high, like 
a wild Indian chieftain; and the attack was so awfully 
severe, so overpowering, so annihilating, that even this 
hackneyed and hardened official trembled, turned 
pale, and quitted the House. Cleveland’s triumph 
was splendid, but it was only for a night. Disgu sled with 
manland, he scouted the thousand offers of political 
connections which crowded upon him; and, having 
succeeded in making an arrangement with his creditors, 
he accepted the Chiltern Hundreds. 

By the interest of his friends, he procured a judicial 
situation of sufficient emolument, but of local duty; 
and to fulfil this dut}' he was obliged to reside in North 
Wales. The locality, indeed, suited him well, for 
he was sick of the world at nine-and- twenty, and, 
canying his beautiful and newly-married wife from 
the world — ^which without him she could not love — 
to Mr Cleveland enjoyed all the luxuries of a cottage 
Tiow^Tuee, in the most romantic part of the Principality, 
i'^re were bom unto him a son and daughter, beautiful 
Wen, upon whom the father lavished all the 
option which Nature had intended for the world, 
bur years had Cleveland now passed in his solitude — 
Wappy man. A thousand times, during the first 
of his retirement, he cursed the moment of excite* 
which had banished him from the world; for 
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he found himself without resources, and restless as a 
curbed courser. Like many men who are bom to 
be orators — ^like Curran, and like Fox — Cleveland was 
not blessed, or cursed with the faculty of composition; 
and indeed, had his pen been that of a ready writer, 
pique would have prevented him from delighting or 
instructing a world whose nature he endeavoured to 
persuade himself was base, and whose applause ought 
consequently to be valueless.' In the second year 
he endeavoured to while away his time, by interesting 
himself in those pursuits which Nature has kindly 
provided for country gentlemen. Farming kept him 
alive for a while ; but, at length, his was the prisse 
ox; and, having gained a cup, he got wearied of kine 
too prime for eating; wheat, too fine for the composition 
of the staff of life; and ploughs so ingeniously contrived, 
that the very ingenuity prevented them from being 
useful. Qeveland was how seen wandering over the 
moors, and mountains, with a gun over his shoxdder, 
and a couple of clogs at his heels; but ennui returned in 
spite of his patent percussion : and so, at length, 
tired of being a sportsman, he almost became what he 
h^ fancied himself in an hour of passion — a 
misanthrope. 

After having been closeted with Lord Carabas for 
a considerable time, the morning after the Cabinet 
dinner, Vivian left Chateau Desir. 

He travelled night and day, until he arrived in the 
Ividnity of Mr Cleveland's abode. What was he to 
jdo now? After some deliberation, he dispatched a 
[note to Mr Cleveland, informing him, ‘that he (Mr 
:Grey) was the bearer to Mr Cleveland of a “ communit 
Iqation of importance." Under the circumstances of 
case, he observed that he had declined bringing 
letters of introduction. He was quite awai:^, 
Ith^eforef that he should have no right to 

bad to travel back three hundred nules without 
iiaving the honour of an interview; but he trust^ 
V.G. E 



130 VIVIAN GREY 

that this necessary breach of etiquette would be over- 
looked/ 

The note produced the desired effect; and an 
appointment was made for Mr Grey to call at Kenrich 
Lodge on the following morning. 

Vivian, as he entered the room, took a rapid glance 
at its master. Mr Cleveland was tall and distinguish^, 
with a face v/hich might have been a model for manly 
beauty. He came forward to receive Vivian, with a 
Neyvfoundland dog on one side, and a large black 
greyhound on the other; and the two animals, after 
having elaborately examined the stranger, divided 
between them the luxuries of the rug. The reception 
which Mr Cleveland gave our hero was cold and con- 
strained; but it did not appear to be purposely uncivil; 
and Vivian flattered himself that his manner was not 
unusually stiff. 

*l do not know whether I have the honour of address- 
ing the son of Mr Horace Grey ?' said Mr Cleveland, 
with a frowning countenance, which was intended to 
be courteous. 

T have that honour.* 

‘Your father, sir, is a most amiable and able man. 
I had the pleasure of his acquaintance when I was in 
London many years ago, at a time when Mr Vivian 
Grey was not entrusted, I rather imagine, with mission 

of importance.”* Although Mr Cleveland smil^ 
when he said this, his smile was jmything but a gracious 
one. The subdued satire of his keen eye burst out 
for an instant, and he looked as if he would havesaidi 
‘Who is this younker who is trespassing upon tny 
retirement?* ' . 

Vivian had, unbidden, seated himsdf by the site 
of Mr Cleveland’s library table; and, not taowi^ 
exactly how to proceed, was employing huttself % 
making a calculation, whether there were more 
than white spots on the body of the old NeMotindli^^ 
who was now apparently happly dumbm%/ ^ ^ ^ 



VIVIAN GREY 


‘Well, sir V continued the Nevdoundland's master, 
‘the nature of your communication ? I am fond of 
coming to the point.’ 

Now this was precisely the thing which Vivian had 
determined not to do; and so he diplomatised, in order 
to gain time. ‘In stating, Mr Cleveland, that the 
communication which I had to make was one of impor- 
tance, I beg to be understood, that it was with reference 
merely to my opinion of its nature that that phrase 
was used, and not as relative to the possible, or, 
allow me to say, the probable, opinion of Mr Cleveland.’ 

‘Well, sir !’ said that gentleman, with a somewhat • 
disappointed air. 

‘ As to the purport or nature of the communication, 
it is,' said Vivian, with one of his sweetest cadences, 
and, looking up to Mr Cleveland’s face, with an eye 
expressive of all kindness — ‘it is of a political nature.' 

‘Well, sir!' again exclaimed Cleveland; looking 
very anxious, and moving restlessly on his library 
chair. 

‘When we take into consideration, Mr Cleveland, the 
present aspect of the political world; when we call 
to mind the present situation of the two great political 
parties, you wiU not be surprised, I feel confident, when 
I mention that certain personages have thought that 
the season was at hand, when a move might be 
made in the political world with very considerable 
effect ’ 

‘ Mr Grey, v/hat am I to understand ? ’ interrupted 
Mr Cleveland, who began to suspect that the envoy 
was no greeiAoni. 

‘ I feel confident, Mr Cleveland, that I am doing very 
imperfect justice to the mission with which I am 
entrusted; but, sir, you must be aware that the deli- 
cate itature of such disclosures, and ' 

‘Mr Grey, I fek confident that you do not doubt tny 
hondur; and, as for the rest, the world has, I believe, 
some foolish tales about, me; but, believe me, you 
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shall be listened to with patience. I am certain that, 
whatever may be the communication, Mr Vivian Grey 
is a gentleman who will do its merits justice.' 

And now Vivian, having succeeded in exciting Cleve- 
land's curiosity, and securing himself the certainty 
of a hearing, and having also made a favourable 
inpression, dropped the diplomatist altogether, and 
was explicit enough for a Spartan. 

‘ Certain noblemen and gentlemen of eminence, 

and influence, hitherto considered as props of the 

party, are about to take a novel and decided course 
next Session. It is to obtain the aid and personal 
co-operation of Mr Cleveland that I am now in Wales.* 

*Mr Grey, I have promised to listen to you with 
patience : you are too young a man to know much 
perhaps of the history of so insignificant a personage 
as myself; otherwise, you would have been aware, that 
there is no subject in the world on which I am less 
inclined to converse, than that of politics. If I were 
entitled to take such a liberty, I would recommend you 
to think of them as little as / do; but enough of this ; 
who is the mover of the party ? ' 

‘My Lord Courtown is a distinguished member 
of it.' 

Xourtown — Courtown; powerful enough: but surely 
the good Viscount’s skull is not exactly the head for 
the chief of a cabal ? ' 

‘There is my Lord Beaconsfield.' 

‘Powerful too — ^but a dolt.' 

‘Well,' thought Vivian, ‘it must out at last; and 
so to it boldly. And, Mr Cleveland, there is little 
fear that we may secure the great influence and tried 
talents of the Marquess of Carabas.' 

‘llie Marquess of Carabas!' almost shrieked Mr 
Cleveland, as he started from his seat and paced 
room with hurried steps; and the greyhound end 
the Newfoundland jumped up from the rug, shocjk . 
I^^selves, growledi and then imitated th^ master 
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in promenading the apartment, but with more dignified 
and stately paces. * The Marquess of Carabas ! Now, 
Mr Grey, speak to me with the frankness which one 
gentleman should use to another; is the Marquess of 
Carabas privy to this application ? * 

* He himself proposed it/ 

'Then, he is baser than even I conceived. Mr Grey, 

I am a man spare of my speech to those with whom 
I am unacquainted; and the world calls me a soured, 
malicious man. And yet, when I think for a moment, 
that one so young as you are, endued as I must suppose 
\vith no ordinary talents, and actuated as I will believe 
with a pure and honourable spirit, should be the dupe, 
or tool, or even present friend, of such a creature as 
this perjured peer — it gives me a pang.’ 

'Mr Cleveland,’ said Vivian, 'I am grateful for your 
kindness; and although we may probably part, in 
a few hours, never to meet again, I will speak to you 
with the frankness, which you have merited, and to 
which I feel you are entitled. I am not the dupe of 
the Marquess of Carabas; I am not, I trust, the dupe, 
or tool, of any one whatever. Believe me, sir, there is 
that at work in England, which, taken at the tide, may 
lead on to fortune. I see this, sir — I, a young man, 
uncommitted in political principles, unconnected in 
public life, feeling some confidence, I confess, in my 
own abilities, but desirous of availing myself, at the 
same time, of the powers of others. Thus situated, 
I find myself working for the same end as my Lord 
Carabas, and twenty other men of similar calibre, 
mental and moral : and, sir, am I to play the hermit 
in the drama of life, because, perchance, my fellow- 
actors may be sometimes fools, and occasionally 
knaves? if the Marquess of Carabas has done you 
the fli service which Fame says he has, your sweetest 
revenge will be to make him your tool; your m<K5t 
perfect triumph, to rise to power by his influence. 

M confess that I am desirous of finding in you the 
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companion of my career. Your splendid talents have 
long commanded my admiration; and, as you h^ve 
given me credit for something like good-fading, I 
will say that my wish to find in you a colleague is 
greatly increased, when I see that those splendid 
talents are even the least estimable points in Mr Cleve- 
land's character. But, sir, perhaps all this time I 
am in error — perhaps Mr Cleveland is, as the world 
reports him, no longer the ambitious being who once 
commanded the admiration of a listening Senate — 
perhaps, convinced of the vanity of human wishes, 
Mr Cleveland would rather devote his attention to the, 
furtherance of the interests of his immediate circle— 
and, having schooled his intellect in the Universities 
of two nations, is probably content to pass the hours 
of his life in mediating in the quarrels of a country 
village.' 

Vivian ceased. Cleveland heard him, with his head 
resting on both his arms. He started at the htst 
expression, and something like a blush suffused 
his cheek, but he did not reply. At last he jumped 
up and rang the bell. Xome, Mr Grey,' said he, *I 
am in no humour for politics this morning. You must 
not, at any rate, visit Wales for nothing. Morris ! 
send down to the village for this gentleman's luggs^e. 
Even we cottagers have a bed for a friend, Mr Srey; 
come, and I wiU introduce you to my wife.' 
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CHAPTER II 

And Vivian was now an inmate of Kenrich Lodge, 
It would have been difficult to have conceived a life 
of more pure happiness, than that which was apparently 
enjoyed by its gifted master. A beautiful wife, and 
lovely children, and a romantic situation, and an 
income sufficient, not only for their own, but for the 
wamtsof their necessitous neighbours; what more could 
man wish ? Answer me, thou inexplicable m 5 niad 
of sensations, which the world calls human nature 1 

Three days passed over in delightful converse. It 
was so long since Cleveland had seen any one fresh 
from the former scenes of his life, that the company of 
any one would have been agreeable; but here was a 
companion who knew every one, every thing, full of 
wit, and anecdote, and literature, and fashion; and 
then so engaging in his manners, and with such a 
winning voice. 

The heart of Cleveland relented : his stern manner 
gave way; all his former warm and generous feeling 
gained the ascendant; he was in turn amusing, com- 
municative, and engaging. Finding that he could 
please another, he began to be pleased himself. The 
nature of the business upon which Vivian was his 
guest, rendered confidence necessary; confidence 
begets kindness. In a few days, Vivian necessarily 
became more acquainted with Mr Cleveland's disposi- 
tion and situation than if they had been acquainted 
for as many years ; in short. 

They talked with open heart and tongue, 
Affectionate and true, 

A pair of friends. 

Vivian, for some time, dwelt upon everything but 
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the immediate subject of his mission; but, when, after 
the experience of a few days, their hearts were open 
to each other, and they had mutually begun to 
discover that there was a most astonishing similarity 
in their principles, their tastes, their feelings, then the 
magician poured forth liis incantation, and raised the 
once-laid ghost of Cleveland’s ambition. The recluse 
agreed to take the lead of the Carabas party. He 
was to leave Wales immediately, and resign his place; 
in return lor which, the nephew of Lord Courtown was 
immediately to give up, in his favour, an office of 
considerable emolument; and, having thus provided 
some certainty for his family, Frederick Cleveland 
prepared himself to combat for a more important 
office. 
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CHAPTER III 

'Is Mr Cleveland handsome? ' asked Mrs Felix 
Lorraine of Vivian, immediately on his return, ' and 
what colour are his eyes ? ' 

' Upon my honour, I have not the least recollection 
of ever looking at them; but I believe he is not blind.' 

' How foolish you are ! now tell me, pray, point de 
moquerie, is he amusing ? ' 

* What does Mrs Felix Lorraine mean by amusing ? ' 
asked Vivian. 

'Oh! you always tease me with your definitions; 
go away — I'll quarrel with you.’ 

'By the bye, Mrs Felix Lorraine, how is Colonel 
Delmington ? ' 

Vivian redeemed his pledge : Mr Cleveland arrived. 
It was the wish of the Marquess, if possible, not tOL 
meet his old friend till dinner time. He thought that, 
surrounded by his guests, certain awkward senatorial 
reminiscences might be got over. But unfortunately, 
Mr Cleveland arrived about an hour before dinner, 
and, as it was a cold autumnal day, most of the visitors, 
who were staying at Chateau Desir, were assembled in 
the drawing room. The Marquess sallied forward to 
receive his guest with a most dignified countenance, 
and a most aristocratic step; but, before he got half- 
way, his coronation pace degenerated into a strut, 
and then into a shamble, and with an awkward and 
confused countenance, half impudent, and half flinch- 
ing, he held forward his left hand to his newly-arrived 
visitor. Mr Cleveland looked terrifically courteous, 
Bxid amiably arrogant. He greeted the Marquess 
with a smile, at once CTacious, and grim, and looked 
something like Goliath, as you see the PbtUstine 
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depicted in some old German painting, looking down 
upon the pigmy fighting men of Israel. 

As is generally the custom, when there is a great 
deal to te arranged, and many points to be settled, 
days flew over, and very little of the future system of 
the party was matured. Vivian made one or two 
ineffectual struggles to bring the Marquess to a business- 
like habit of mind, but his lordship never dared to 
trust himself alone with Cleveland, and indeed almost lost 
the power of ppeech when in presence of the future 
leader of his party; so, in the morning, the Marquess 
played off the two lords, and Sir Berdmore against 
his former friend, and then to compensate for not 
meeting Mr Cleveland in the morning, he was particu- 
larly courteous to him at dinner-time, and asked him 
always ‘ how he liked his ride ? ’ and invariably took 
wine with him. As for the rest of the day, he had 
particularly requested his faithful counsellor, Mrs FeUx 
Lorraine, ‘for God's sake to take this man off his 
shoulders’; and so that lady, with her usual kindness, 
and merely to oblige his lordship, was good enough to 
patronise Mr Cleveland, and on the fourth day was 
taking a moon-lit walk with him. 

Mr Cleveland had now been ten days at Chateau 
Desir, and was to take his departure the next morning 
for Wales, in order to arrange everything for his 
immediate settlement in the metropolis. Every 
point of importance was postponed until their meeting 
m London. Mr Cleveland only agreed to taie the 
lead <d the party in the Commons, and received the 
personal pledge of Lord Courtown as to the promised 
office.' 

It was a September day, and to escape from the 
,^S&dessive heat of the sun, and at the same time to 
Aionjoy the freshness of the air, Vivian was writing his 
letters in the conservatory, which opened into one tif 
the drawing-rooms. The numerous party, whid^ 
then honoured the Chateau with their presenoSi were 
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out, as he conceived, on a picnic excursion to the 
Elfin's Well, a beautiful spot about ten miles off; and 
among the adventurers were, as he imagined, Mrs 
Felix Lorraine and Mr Cleveland. 

Vivian was rather surprised at hearing voices in 
the adjoining room, and he was still more so, when, 
on looking round, he found that the sounds proceeded 
from the very two individuals whom he thought were 
far away. Some tall American plants concealed 
him from their view, but he observed all that passed 
distinctly, and a singular scene it was. Mrs Felix 
Lorraine was on her knees at the feet of Mr Cleveland; 
her countenance indicated the most contrary passions, 
contending, as it were, for mastery — ^Supplication — 
Anger — and, shall I call it ? — Love. Her companion's 
countenance was hid, but it was evident that it was 
not wreathed with smiles : there were a few hurried 
sentences uttered, and then both quitted the room, at 
different doors, the lady in despair — and the gentle- 
man in disgust. 



140 


VIVIAN GREY 


CHAPTER IV 


And now Chateau Desir is almost deserted. Mrs 
Million continued her progress northward. Tlie Cour- 
towns, and the Beaconsfields, and the Scropes, quitted 
immediately after Mr Cleveland; and when the families 
that form the material of the visiting corps retire, the 
nameless nothings that are always lounging about the 
country mansions of the great, such as artists, tourists, 
authors, and other live stock, soon disappear. Mr 
Vivian Grey agreed to stay another fortnight, at the 
particular request of the Marquess, 

Very few days had passed, ere Vivian was exceed- 
ingly struck at the decided change which suddenly took 
place in his lordship's general demeanour towards him. 

The Marquess grew reserved and uncommunicative, 
scarcely mentioning 'the great business,' which had 
previously been the sole subject of his conversation, 
but to find fault with some arrangement, and exhibit- 
ing, whenever his name was mentioned, a marked 
acrimony against Mr Cleveland. This rapid change 
alarmed as much as it astonished Vivian, and he 
mentioned his feelings and observations to Mrs Felix 
Lorraine. That lady agreed with him, that something 
certainly was wrong; but could not, unfortunately, 
afford him any clue to the mystery. She expressed 
the liveliest solicitude that any misunderstanding 
should be put an end to, and offered her services for 
that puipose. 

In spite, however, of her well expressed anxiety, 
Vivian had his own ideas on the subject; and, deter- 
tdined to unravel the affair, he had recourse to the 
Marchioness. 
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'I hope your ladyship is well to-day. I had a letter 
from Count Caumont this morning. He tells me, that 
he has got the prettiest poodle from Paris that you 
can possibly conceive ! waltzes like an angel, and 
acts proverbes on its hind feet.’ 

Her ladyship’s eyes glistened with admiration. 

*I have told Caumont to send it me down immedi- 
ately, and I shall then have the pleasure of presenting 
it to your ladyship.* 

Her ladyship’s eyes sparkled with delight. 

'I think,’ continued Vivian, 'I shall take a ride 
to-day. By the bye, how is the Marquess ? he seems 
in low spirits lately.* 

‘ Oh, Mr Grey ! I do not know what you have done 
to him,* said her ladyship, settling at least a dozen 
bracelets; but — but ’ 

'But what?* 

'He thinks — ^he thinks.* 

'Thinks what, dear lady ? * 

'That you have entered into a combination, Mr 
Grey.* 

, ' Entered into a combination 1 ' 

'Yes, Mr Grey ! a conspiracy — a conspiracy against 
the Marquess, with Mr Cleveland. He thinks that 
you have made him serve your purpose, and now you 
are going to get rid of him.’ 

'Well, that is excellent; and what else does he 
think ? * 

' He thinks you talk too loud,' said the Marchioness^ 
still working at her bracelets. 

'Well, that is shockingly vulgar! Allow me to 
recommend your ladyship to alter the order of those 
bracelets, and place the blue and silver against the 
mairoon. You may depend upon it, that is the true 
Vientia order — and what else cioes the Marquess say ? * 

'He thinks you are generally too authoritative. 
Not that I think so — ^MrGrey; I am sure }rour conduct 
to me has been most courteous — ^the blue and silver 
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next to the maroon, did you say ? Yes — certainly it 
does look better. I have no doubt the Marques^ is 
quite wrong, and I dare say you will set things, right 
immediately. You will remember the pretty poodle, 
Mr Grey ? and you will not tell the Marquess I men- 
tioned anything.’ 

‘ Oh ! certainly not. I will give orders for them 
to book an inside place for the poodle, and send him 
down by the coach immediately. I must be off now. 
Remember the blue and silver next to the maroon, 
Good morning to your ladyship I ' 

'Mrs Felix Lorraine, I am your most obedient slave/ 
said Vivian Grey, as he met that lady on the landing- 
place; I can see no reason why I should not drive you 
this bright day to the Elfin’s Well; we have long had 
an engagement to go there.' 

The lady smiled a gracious assent; the pony phaeton 
was immediately ordered. 

‘How pleasant Lady Courtown and I used to dis- 
course about martingales ! I think I invented one, 
did not I ? Pray, Mrs Felix Lorraine, can you tell me 
what a martingale is ? for upon my honour I l^ave 
forgotten, or never knew.’ 

‘ If you found a martingale for the mother, Vivian, 
it had. been well if you had found a curb for the 
daughter. Poor Cynthia ! I had intended once to 
advise the Marchioness to interfere; but one forgets 
these things.' 

‘One does. Oh, Mrs Felix!' exclaimed Vivian, *I 
told your admirable story of the Leyden Profes^l* 
to Mrs Cleveland. It is universally agreed to be the 
best ghost story extant. I think you said you knew 
the Professor?' . 

‘Well ! I have seen him often, and heard the story 
from his own lips. And, as I mentioned before, ^ 
from being superstitious, he was an esprit Bo 
yqti know, Grey, I have such an interest^ pael^ 
Ipm Germany to-day; from my cousin, Baron Kpd^ 
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stein; but I must keep all the stories for the evening; 
come to my boudoir, and I will read them to you — 
there is one tale which I am sure will make a convert 
even of you. It happened to Rodenstein himself, 
and withm these three months,' added the lady in a 
serious tone. 'The Rodensteins are a singular family. 
My mother was a Rodenstein. Do you think this 
beautiful ? ' said Mrs Felix, showing Vivian a small 
miniature which was attached to a chain round her 
neck. It was the portrait of a youth habited in the 
costume of a German student. His ricli brown hair 
was flowing over his shoulders, and his dark blue eyes 
beamed with such a look of mysterious inspiration, 
that they might have befitted a young prophet. 

'Very, very beautiful !' 

’"Tis Max — Max Rodenstein,' said the lady, with 
a faltering voice. 'He was killed at Leipsic, at the 
head of a band of his friends and fellow-students. Oh, 
Mr Grey 1 this is a fair work of art, but if you had 
but seen the prototype, you would have gazed on this 
as on a dim and washed-out drawing. There was 
one portrait indeed, which did him more justice — but 
then, that portrait was not the production of mortal 
pencil.' 

Vivian looked at his companion with a somewhat 
astonished air, but Mrs Felix Lorraine's countenance 
was as little indicative of jesting, as that of the young 
student whose miniature rested on her bosom. 

‘Did you say not th^ production of a mortal hand, 
Mrs Felix Lorraine ? ' 

'I am afraid I shall weary you with my stories, but 
one I am about to tell is so well evidenced, that 
I think even Mr Vivian Grey will hear it without a 
sneer.' 

i. ' A sneer I O lady love, do I ever sneer ? ' 

> ‘ Max Rodenstein was the glory of his house. A 
being so beautiful in body, and in soul, you cannot 
imagine, and I will not attempt to describe. 
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miniature has given you some faint idea of his image, 
and yet this is only the copy of a copy. The 
wish of the Baroness Rodenstein, which never could be 
accomplished, was the possession of a portrait of 
her youngest son — for no consideration could induce 
Max to allow his likeness to be taken. His old nurse 
had always told him, that the moment liis portrait 
was taken he would die. The condition upon which 
such a beautiful being was allowed to remain in the 
world was, she always said, that his beauty should not 
be imitated. About three months before the battle 
of Leipsic, when Max was absent at the University, 
which was nearly four hundred miles from Roden- 
stein Castle, there arrived one morning a large case 
directed to the Baroness. On opening it, it was 
found to contain a picture, the portrait of her son. 
The colouring was so vivid, the general execution so 
miraculous, that for some moments they forgot to 
wonder at the incident in their admiration of the work 
of art. In one comer of the picture, in small charac- 
ters, yet fresh, was an inscription, which on examining 
they found consisted of these words : ** Painted last 
night. Now, lady, thou hast thy wish” My aunt 
sunk into the Baron's arms. 

‘In silence and in trembling the wonderful portrait 
was suspended over the fire-place of my aimt's most 
favourite apartment. The next day they received 
letters from Max, He was quite well, but mentioned 
nothing of the mysterious painting. 

‘Three months afterwards, as a lady was sitting 
alone in the Baroness's room, and gazing on the portrait 
of him she loved right dearly, she suddenly started* 
from her seat, and would have shrieked, had not an 
indefinable sensation prevented her. The eyes of 
the portrait moved. The lady stood leaning on a 
chair, pale, and trembling like an aspen, but gaaing 
steadfastly on the animated portrait. It was 
ilhi^on of a heated fancy; again the eyelids treixd^led. 
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tliere was a melancholy smile, and then they 
closed. The clock of Rodenstein Castle struck three. 
Between astonishment and fear the lady was tearless. 
Three days afterwards came the news of the battle of 
Leipsic, and at the very moment that the eyes of the 
portrait closed, Max Rodenstein had been pierced by 
a Polish Lancer.' 

‘And who was this wonderful lady, the witness of 
this wonderful incident ? ' asked Vivian. 

‘That lady was myself.' 

There was something so singular in the tones of 
Mrs Felix Lorraine's voice, and so peculiar in the 
expression of her countenance, as she uttered these 
words, that the jest died on Vivian's tongue, and for 
want of something better to do, he lashed the little 
ponies, which were already scampering at their full speed* 

The road to the Elfin's Well ran through the wildest 
parts of the park; and after an hour and a half's drive, 
they reached the fairy spot. It was a beautiful and 
pellucid spring, that bubbled up in a small wild dell, 
which, nurtured by the flowing stream, was singularly 
fresh and green. Above the spring had been erectea 
a Gothic arch of gray stone, round which grew a few 
fine birch-trees. In short, Nature had intended the 
spot for picnics. There was fine water, and an inter- 
esting tradition; and as the parties always bring, or 
always should bring, a trained punster, champagne, 
and cold pasties, what more ought Nature to have 
provided ? 

'Come, Mrs Lorraine, I will tie Gypsey to this ash, 
and then you and I will rest ourselves beneath these 
birch-trees, just where the fairies dance.' 

‘Oh, delightful r 

'Now, truly, we should have some book of beautiful 
poetry to while away an hour. You will blame me 
for not bringing one. Do not. I would sooner listen 
tumour voice; and, indeed, there is a subject on, which 
to ask your particular advice.' 
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'Is there ?' 

* I have been thinking that this is a somewhat rarfi 
step of the Marquess — this throwing himself into the 
arms of his former bitterest enemy, Cleveland/ : 

* You really think so ? ' 

*Why, Mrs Lorraine, does it appear to you to be 
the most prudent course of action, which could have 
been conceived ? ' 

* Certainly not/ ^ 

‘You agree with me, then, that there is, if not 
cause for regret at this engagement, at least for 
reflection on its probable consequences?' 

‘I quite agree with you/ 

‘I know you do. I have had some conversation 
with the Marquess upon this subject, this very 
morning/ 

‘Have you ?' eagerly exclaimed the lady, and she 
looked pale, and breathed short. 

‘Aye; and he tells me you have made some very 
sensible observations on the subject. 'Tis pity they 
were not made before Mr Cleveland left, the mischief 
might then have been prevented.* 

1 certainly have made some observations/ 

‘And very kind of you; what a blessing for the Mar- 
quess to have such a friend 1 * 

‘ I spoke to him,’ said Mrs Felix, with a more assured 
tone, ‘in much the same spirit as you have been 
addressing me. It does, indeed, seem a most impru- 
dent act, and I thought it my duty to tell him so/ 

*Aye, no doubt; but how came you, lady fair, to 
imagine that I was also a person to be dreaded ^by 
his lordship — I, Vivian Grey?’ 

‘Did I say you ? ’ asked the lady, pale as death. 

‘Did you not, Mrs Felix Lorraine ? Have you not, 
regardless of my interests, in the most unwarrantable 
and unjustifiable manner— have you not, to gratify 
some private pique which you entertain against^^lifr 
Cleveland, have you not, I ask you, potscmed ti^. 
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Marquess's mind against one who never did aught to 
yfcm but what was kind and honourable ? * 

S'* I have been imjprudent — I confess it — I have spoken 
somewhat loosely.* 

‘Now, listen to me once more,* and Vivian grasped 
her hand. 'What has passed between you and Mr 
Cleveland, it is not for me to inquire — I give you my 
word of honour, that he never even mentioned your 
name to me. I can scarcely understand how any man 
could have incurred the deadly hatred which you 
appear to entertain for him. I repeat I can contem- 
plate no situation in which you could be placed 
together, which would justify such behaviour. It 
could not be justified, even if he had spumed you 

while kneeling at his feet* 

Mrs Felix Lorraine shrieked and fainted. A sprink* 
ling from the fairy stream soon recovered her. ‘ Spare 
me ! spare me ! * she faintly cried : ‘ say nothing of 
what you have seen.* 

‘Mrs Lorraine, I have no wish. I have spoken thus 
explicitly, that we may not again misunderstand each 
other — I have spoken thus explicitly, I say, that I 
may not be under the necessity of speaking again, for 
if I speak ag^, it must not be to Mrs Felix Lorraine — 
there is my hand, and now let the Elfin's Well be 
blotted out of our memories.* 

Vivian drove rapidly home, and endeavoured to 
talk in his usual tone, and with his usual spirit; but 
his companion could not be excited. Once, ay, twice, 
she pressed his hand, and as he assisted her from the 
phaeton, she murmured something like a — blessing. 
She ran upstairs immediately. Vivian had to give 
some directions about the pony; Gypsey was ill, or 
Fanny had a cold, or something of the kind, and so 
he was detained for about a quarter of an hour bef^e 
the house, speaking most learnedly to grooms, and con^ 
suiting on cases, with a skilled gravity worthy of 
JPlrofessor Coleman. 
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When he entered the parlour he found the luncheon 
prepared, and Mrs Felix pressed him very earnestly 
to take some refreshment. He was indeed wearied, 
and agreed to take a glass of hock and seltzer. 

‘Let me mix it for you,' said Mrs Felix; ‘do you 
like sugar ? ’ 

Tired with his drive, Vivian Grey was leaning on 
the mantelpiece, with his eyes vacantly gazing on 
the looking glass, which rested on the marble slab. 
It was by pure accident that, reflected in the mirror, 
he distinctly beheld Mrs Felix Lorraine open a small 
silver box, and throw some powder into the tumbler 
which she was preparing for him. She was leaning 
down, with her back almost turned to the glass, but 
still Vivian saw it — distinctly. A sickness ceune over 
him, and ere he could recover himself, his Hebe tapped 
him on the shoulder — 

‘Here, drink, drink, while it is effervescent.' 

‘ I cannot drink,' said Vivian, ‘ I am not thirsty — I 
am too hot — I am anything ' 

‘How foolish you are,l It will be quite spoiled.' 

‘No, no, the dog shall have it. Here, Fidele, you 
took thirsty enough — come here ' 

‘Mr Grey, I do not mix tumblers for dogs,' said 
the lady, rather agitated: ‘if you will not take it,' 
md she held it once more before him, 'here it goes for 
ever,' So saying, she emptied the tumbler into a 
large globe of glass, in which some gold and silver 
swimming their endless rounds. 
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CHAPTER V 

This last specimen of Mrs Felix Lorraine was some- 
what too much, even for the steeled nerves of Vivian 
Grey, and he sought his chamber for relief. 

* Is it possible ? Can I believe my senses ! Or 
has some demon, as we read of in old tales, mocked me 
in a magic mirror ? I can believe anything. Oh ! 
my heart is very sick ! I once imagined that I was 
using this woman for my purpose. Is it possible that 
aught of good can come to one who is forced to make 
use of such evil instruments as these ? A horrible 
thought sometimes comes over my spirit. I fancy that 
in this mysterious foreigner, that in this woman, I 
have met a kind of double of myself. The same 
wonderful knowledge of the human mind, the same 
sweetness of voice, the same miraculous management 
which has brought us both under the same roof yet 
do I find her the most abandoned of all beings; a 
creature guilty of that which, even in this guilty age, 
I thought was obsolete. And is it possible that I 
am like her ? that I can resemble her ? that even the 
indefinite shadow of my most unhallowed thought 
can, for a moment, be as vile as her righteousness ? 

0 God 1 the system of my existence seems to stop-— 

1 cannot breathe.' He flung himself upon his bed, 
and felt for a moment as if he had quaffed the poisoned 
draft so lately offered. 

‘It is not so, it cannot be so — it shall not be sol 
In seeking the Marquess, I was unquestionably im- 
peUed by a mere feeling of self-interest; but I have 
advised him to no course of action in which Ixis welfare 
is not equally consulted with my own. Indeed,; if 
not f>rinciple^ interest would make me act faithfully 
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towards him, for my fortunes are bound up in his. 
But am I entitled — I, who can lose nothing; am I 
entitled to play with other men's fortunes ? Am I, 
all this time, deceiving myself with some wretched 
sophistry ? Am I then an intellectual Don Juan, 
reckless of human minds as he was of human bodies — 
a spiritual libertine ? But why this wild declamation ! 
Whatever I have done, it is too late to recede; even 
this very moment, delay is destruction, for now, it 
is not a question as to the ultimate prosperity 
of our worldly prospects, but the immediate safety 
of our very bodies. Poison ! O God ! O God ! 
Away with all fear, all repentance, all thought of 
past, all reckoning of future. If I be the Juan 
that I fancied myself, then Heaven be praised ! I 
have a confidant in all my trouble; the most faithful 
of counsellors; thecraftiest of valets; a Leporello often 
tried, and never found wanting — ^my own good mind. 
And now, thou female fiend ! the battle is to the 
strongest; and I see right well that the struggle 
between two such spirits will be a long and a fearful 
one. Woe, I say, to the vanquished ! You must be 
dealt with by arts which even yourself cannot con- 
ceive. Your boasted knowledge of human nature 
shall not again stand you in stead; for, mark me, from 
henceforward, Vivian Grey's conduct towards you shafU 
have no precedent in human nature.' 

As Vivian re-entered the drawing-room, he met a 
servant canying in the globe of gold and silver fidies. 

‘What, still in your pelisse, Mrs Lorraine,' said 
Vivian. ‘Nay, I hardly wonder at it, for surely, a 
prettier pelisse never yet fitted prettier form, You 
have certainly a most admirable taste in dress ; and 
this the more surprises me, for it is generally yout 
plain personage, that is the most recherchS in friiti 
and fans and flounces/ 

The lady smiled. 

by the bye,' contmued her com|^iMi^ 
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have a letter from Cleveland this morning. I wonder 
how any misunderstanding could possibly have existed 
between you, for he speaks of you in such terms.' 

‘What does he say?' was the quick question. 

*Oh! what does he say ?' drawled out Vivian; and 
he yawned, and was most provokingly uncommuni- 
cative. 

‘Come, come, Mr Grey, do tell me.' 

‘ Oh ! tell you — certainly. Come, let us walk 
together in the conservatory : ' so saying he took the 
lady by the hand, and they left the room. 

‘ And now for the letter, Mr Grey ! ' 

‘Aye, now for the letter;' and Vivian slowly drew an 
epistle from his pocket, and therefrom read some 
exceedingly sweet passages, which made Mrs Felix 
Lorraine's very heart-blood tingle. Considering that 
Vivian Grey had never in his life received a single 
letter from Mr Cleveland, this was tolerably well : 
but he was always an admirable Improvisatore ! ‘ I 
am sure that when Cleveland comes to town every- 
thing will be explained; I am sure, at least, that it will 
not be my fault if you are not the best friends. I 
am heroic in saying all this, Mrs Lorraine; there was 
a time, when — (and here Vivian seemed so agitated 
that he could scarcely proceed) — there was a time 
when I could have called that man — ^liar ! who would 
have prophesied that Vivian Grey could have assisted 
another in riveting the affections of Mrs Felix Lorraine; 
but enough of this. I am a weak inexperienced boy, 
and misinterpret, perhaps, that which is merely the 
compassionate kindness natural to aU women, into a 
feeling of a higher nature. But I must learn to 
contain myself; I really do feel quite ashamed of my 
behaviour about the tumbler to-day : to act with such 
unwaurantable unkindne^, merely because I had 
remembered that you once performed the same kind 
of^ for Colonel Delmington, was indeed too badT 

‘Colonel Delmington is a vain, empty-headed fqoh 
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Do not think of him, my dear Mr Grey,’ said Mrs 
Felix with a countenance beaming with smiles. 

‘ Well, I will not ; and I will try to behave like a man ; 
like a man of the world, I should say : but indeed you 
must excuse the warm feelings of a youth; and truly, 
when I call to mind the first days of our acquaintance, 
and then remember that our moon-lit walks are gone 

for ever — and that our ’ 

‘Nay, do not believe so, my dear Vivian; believe me 

as I ever shall be, your friend, your ’ 

' I will, I will, my dear, my own Amalia 1' 
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CHAPTER VI 

It was au autumnal night — the wind was capricious 
and changeable as a petted beauty, or an Italian grey* 
hound, or a shot silk. Now the breeze blew so fresh, 
that the white clouds dashed along the sky, as if they 
bore a band of witches, too late for their Sabbath 
meeting — or some other mischief : and now, lulled 
and ^ft as the breath of a slumbering infant, you 
might almost have fancied it Midsummer's Eve; and 
the bright moon, with her starry court, reigned undis- 
turbed in the light blue sky. Vivian Grey was leaning 
against an old beech tree, in the most secluded part of 
the park, and was gazing on the moon. 

0 thou bright moon ! thou object of my first love J 
thou shalt not escape an invocation, although per- 
chance at this very moment some varlet sonneteer 
is prating of ' the boy End 5 nnion,' and ‘ thy silver bow.' 
Here to thee, Queen of the Night ! in whatever name 
thou most delightest ! Or Bendis, as they hailed 
thee in rugged Thrace; or Bubastis, as they howled 
to thee in mysterious Egypt; or Dian, as they sacri- 
fked to thee in gorgeous Rome; or Artemis, as they 
sig^d to thee on the bright plains of ever glorious 
Greece 1 Why is it that aU men gaze on thee ? Why 
is it that all men love thee ? Why is it that all men 
wmhip thee ? 

Shine on, shine on. Sultana of the soul I the Passions 
ate thy eimuch slaves; Ambition gazes on thee, and 
his burning brow is cooled and his fitful pulse is calm. 
Grief wanders in her moon-lit walk, and sheds no tear ; 
and when thy crescent smiles, the lustre of Joy's 
revelling eye is dusked. Quick Anger, in thy hgnt, 
forgets revenge; and even dove-eyed Hope feeds on 
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no future joys, when gazing on the miracle of thy 
beauty. 

Shine on, shine on ! although a pure Virgin, thou 
art the mighty mother of all abstraction ! The eye 
of the weary peasant returning from his daily toil, 
and the rapt gaze of the inspired poet, are alike fixed 
^on thee; thou stillest the roar of marching armies; 
and who can doubt thy influence o'er the waves, 
who has witnessed the wide Atlantic sleeping under 
thy silver beams ? 

Shine on, shine on ! they say thou art earth's 
satellite; yet when I do gaze on thee, my thoughts 
are not of thy Suzerain. They teach us that thy 
power is a fable, and that thy divinity is a dream. 
O thou bright Queen I I will be no traitor to thy 
sweet authority; and verily, I will not believe that 
thy influence o'er our hearts is, at this moment, less 
potent than when we worshipped in thy glittering 
fane of Ephesus, or trembled at the dark horrors of 
thine Arician rites. Then, hail to thee, Queen of the 
Night I Hail to thee, Diana, Triformis; C 5 mthia, 
Orthia, Taurica; ever mighty, ever lovely, ever holy 1 
Hail ! hail ! hail ! 

Were I a metaphysician, I would tell you why 
Vivian Grey had been gazing two hours on the 
moon; for I could then present you with a most 
logical programme of the march of his ideas, since 
he whispered his last honeyed speech in the ear of Mrs 
Felix Lorraine, at dinner time, until this very moment, 
when he did not even remember that such a being as 
Mrs Felix Lorraine breathed. Glory to the meta^ 
physician's all perfect theory ! When they can tell 
me why, at a bright ban<juet, the thought of death 
has flashed across my mind, who fear not deatii; 
when they can tell me why, at the burial of my beloved 
friend, when my very heart-strings seemed bursting; 
my sorrow has been mocked by the involuntaty 
lemembrance of ludicrous adventures, and ^otea^ue 
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tales, when they can tell me why, in a dark mountain 
pass, I have thought of an absent woman's eyes; 
or why, when in the vew act of squeezing the third 
lime into a beaker of fiurgundy cup, my memory 
hath been of lean apothecaries, and their vile drugs; 
why then, I say again, glory to the metaphysician's 
all perfect theory ! and fare you well, sweet world, 
and you, my merry masters, whom, perhaps, I have 
studied somewhat too cunningly; nosc& teipsum shall 
be my motto — I will doff my travelling cap, and on 
with the monk's cowl. 

There are mysterious moments in some men's lives, 
when the faces of human beings are very agony to 
them, and when the sound of the human voice is 
jarring as discordant music. These fits are not the 
consequence of violent or contending passions : they 
grow not out of sorrow, or joy, or hope, or fear, or 
hatred, or despair, For in the hour of affliction, the 
tones of our fellow-creatures are ravishing as the most 
delicate lute; and in the flush moment of joy, where is 
the smiler who loves not a witness to his revelry, 
or a listener to his good fortune ? Fear makes us 
feel our humanity, and then we fly to men, and Hope 
is the parent of kindness. The misanthrope and the 
reckless are neither agitated nor agonised. It is in 
these moments, that men find in Nature that con- 
geniality of spirit, which they seek for, in vain, in 
their own species. It is in these moments that 
we sit by the side of a waterfall and listen 
to its music the live-long day. It is in these 
moments that we gaze upon the moon. It is in these 
moments, that Nature becomes our Egeria; and 
refreshed and renovated by this beautiful communion, 
we fetum to the world, better enabled to fight our 
pfurts in the hot war of passions, to perform the great 
duties for which man appears to have been created — 
IQ Ipye^ to l^ate, to slanaer, and to slay, 

. It was past midnight, and Vivian was at a consideir- 



VIVIAN GREY 


able distance from the Chateau. He proposed entering 
by a side-door, which led into the billiard-room, 
and from thence, crossing the Long Gallery, he could 
easily reach his apartment, without disturbing any 
of the household. His way led through the little gate 
at which he had parted with Mrs Felix Lorraine on 
the first day of their meeting. 

As he softly opened the door which led into the Long 
Gallery, he found he was not alone: leaning against 
one of the casements was a female. Her profile was 
to Vivian as he entered, and the moon, which shone 
bright through the window, lit up a countenance 
which he might be excused for not immediately recog- 
nising as that of Mrs Felix Lorraine. She was gazing 
steadfastly, but her eye did not seem fixed upon any 
particular object. Her features appeared convulsed, 
but their contortions were not momentary, and pale as 
death, a hideous grin seemed chiselled on her idiot 
countenance. 

Vivian scarcely knew whether to stay or to retire. 
Desirous not to disturb her, he determined not even 
to breathe; and, as is generally the case, his very 
exertions to be silent made him nervous; and to save 
himself from being stifled, he coughed. 

Mrs Lorraine immediately started, and stared 
wildly around her; and when her eye caught Viviart*s, 
there was a sound in her throat something like the 
death rattle. 

'Who are you?' she eagerly asked. 

'A friend, and Vivian Grey.’ 

^ How came you here ? ' and she rushed forward 
and wildly seized his hand — and then she muttered to 
herself, "tis flesh.' 

'I have been playing, I fear, the mooncalf to-night; 
and find, that though I am a late watcher, I am not 
a solitary one.' 

Mrs Lorraine stared earnestly at him, and then she 
endeavoured to assume her usual expression of couiite- 
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nance; but the effort was too much for her. She 
dropped Vivian's arm, and buried her face in her own 
hands. Vivian was retiring, when she again looked 
up. ‘Where are you going?' she asked, with a quick 
voice. 

To sleep — as I would advise all : 'tis much past 
midnight.' 

‘You say not the truth. The brightness of your 
eye belies the sentence of your tongue. You are not 
for sleep.' 

‘Pardon me, dear Mrs Lorraine, i really have been 
yawning for the last hour,' said Vivian, and he 
moved on. 

‘You are speaking to one who takes her answer from 
the eye, which does not deceive, and from the speak- 
ing lineaments of the face, which are Truth's witnesses. 
Keep your voice for those who can credit man's words. 
You will go, then ? What ! are you afraid of a woman, 
because “'tis past midnight," and you are in an old 
gallery ? ' 

‘ Fear, Mrs Lorraine, is not a word in my vocabulary.' 

‘ The words in your vocabulary are few, boy ! as 
are the years of your age. He who sent you here 
this night, sent you here not to slumber. Come 
hither!' and she led Vivian to the window: ‘what 
see you ?' 

‘ I see Nature at rest, Mrs Lorraine; and I would fain 
follow the example of beasts, birds, and fishes. ' 

‘Yet gaze upon this scene one second. See the 
distant hills, how beautifully their rich covering is 
tinted with the moonbeam I These nearer fir-trees — 
how radiantly their black skeleton forms are tipped 
with silver 1 and the old and thickly foliaged oaks 
bathed in light ! and the purple lake reflecting in its 
lustrous bosom another heaven I Is it not a fair 
scene ? ' 

‘ Beautiful 1 most beautiful I ' 

‘Yet Vivian, where is the being for whoip all tliis 
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beauty existeth ? Where your mighty creature — 
Man ? The peasant on his rough couch enjoys, 
perchance, slavery’s only service money — sweet sleep; 
or, waking in the night, curses at the same time to 
lot and his lord. And that lord is restless on some 
downy couch, his night thoughts, not of this sheeny 
lake and this bright moon, but of some miserable 
creation of man’s artifice, some mighty nothing, 
which Nature knows not of, some offspring of her 
bastard child — Society. Why then is nature loveliest 
when man looks not on her ? For whom, then, Vivian 
Grey, is this scene so fair ? ’ 

‘For poets, lady; for philosophers; for all those 
superior spirits who require some relaxation from the 
world’s toils ; spirits who only commingle with 
humanity on the condition that they may sometimes 
commune with Nature.* 

‘ Superior spirits, say you ? * ^ and here they paced 
the gallery. ‘When Vderian, first Lord Carabas, 
raised this fair castle — when, profuse for his pos- 
terity, all the genius of Italian art and Italian artists 
was lavished on this English palace; when the stuffs 
and statues, the marbles and the mirrors, the tapestry, 
and the carvings, and the paintings of Genoa, and 
Florence, and Venice, and Padua, and Vicenza, were 
obtained by him at miraculous cost, and with still 
more miraculous toil; what think you would have 
been his sensations, if, while his soul was revelling in 
the futurity of his descendants keeping their state in 
this splendid pile, some wizard had foretold to him, 
that ere three centuries could elapse, the fortunes of 
his mighty family would be the sport of two individuals, 
one of them a foreigner, unconnected in blood, or 
connected only in hatred; and the other a young 
adventurer alike unconnected with his race, in blood, 
or in love; a being, ruling all things by the power of 
his own genius, and reckless of all consequaaces, save 
his own prosperity. If the future had mn revealed 
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to my great ancestor, the Lord Valerian, think you, 
Vivian Grey, that you and I should be walking in 
this long gallery ? ’ 

‘ Really, Mrs Lorraine, I have been so interested in 
discovering what people think in the nineteenth 
century, that I have had but little time to speculate 
on the possible opinions of an old gentleman who 
flourished in the sixteenth.’ 

'You may sneer, sir; but I ask you, if there are 
spirits so superior to that of the slumbering lord of 
this castle, as those of Vivian Grey and Amalia Lorraine; 
why may there not be spirits proportionately superior 
to our own ? * 

* If you are keeping me from my bed, Mrs Lorraine, 
merely to lecture my conceit by proving that there are 
in this world wiser heads than that of Vivian Grey, on 
my honour, you are giving yourself a great deal of 
unnecessary trouble/ 

'You will misunderstand me, then, you wilful 
boy 1* 

'Nay, lady, I will not affect to misunderstand your 
meaning; but I recognise, you know full well, no 
intermediate essence between my own good soul, 
and that ineffable and omnipotent spirit, in whose 
existence philosophers and priests alike agree.' 

‘ Omnipotent and ineffable essence ! Leave such 
words to scholars, and to schoolboys. And think 
you, that such indefinite nothings, such unmeaning 
abstractions, can influence beings whose veins are full 
of blood, bubbling like this ? ' and here she grasped 
Vivian with a feverish hand — ‘Omnipotent and 
ineffable essence 1 Oh ! I have lived in a land where 
every mountdn, and every stream, and every wood, 
and every ruin, has its legend, and its peculiar spirit; 
a lalnd in whose dark forests the midnight hunter, 
with his spirit-shout, scares the slumbers of the tremb- 
ling serf; a land from whose winding rivers the fair- 
haired UtKhne welcofnes the belated traveller to her 
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fond, and fatal, embrace; and you talk to me of 
omnipotent and ineffable essences ! Miserable mockerl 
It IS not true, Vivian Grey; you are but echoing the 
world's deceit, and even at this hour of the night you 
dare not speak as you do think. You worship no 
omnipotent and ineffable essence — ^you believe in 
no omnipotent and ineffable essence; shrined in the 
secret chamber of your soul there is an image, before 
which you bow down in adoration, and that image is — 
YOURSELF. And truly when I do gaze upon your radiant 
eyes,' and here the lady's tone became more terrestrial; 
‘and truly when I do look upon your luxuriant curls,' 
and here the lady's small white hand played like 
lightning through Vivian's dark hair; 'and truly when 
1 do remember the beauty of your all-perfect iorm» I 
cannot deem your self-worship a false idolatry,' and 
here the lady’s arms were locked round Vivian's neck, 
and her head rested on his bosom. 

‘ Oh ! Amalia ! it would be far better for you to 
rest here than to think of that of which the taiowledge 
is vanit}^' 

' Vanity 1' shrieked Mrs Lorraine, and she violently 
loosened her embrace, and extricate herself from the 
arm which, rather in courtesy than in kindness, had 
been wound round her delicate waist — 'Vanity 1 Oh ! 
if you knew but what I know. Oh I if you }ia4 but 
seen what I have seen; ' and here her voice failed her, 
and she stood motionless in the moonshme, with 
averted hpad and outstretched arms. ^ . 

' Amalia I this is madness; for, Heaven's sake ealm 
ypursdf 1 ' 

^ ' Calm myself ! Yes, it is madness : very* WY mad- 
ness I 'tis the madness of the fascinated us the 
madness of the murderer who is voluntaifly broken on 
the wheel; 'tis the madness of the t^at gaees with 
adoration on the lurid glare of the apaconda’s eye; , *tis 
the madness of woman who flies to the aims of her— 
Fate; * and here she sprang Iflce a tigress rowd Vivian's 
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neck, her light h^k hqirstatg tom its bah(k< and 
clustering do^ btx shduk^. 

And here was Vivian Grey, at past midnight, in 
this old gallery, with this wild woman clinging round 
his neck. Jhe figures in the ancient tapestry looked 
living in the moon, and immediately opposite him was 
one compartment of some old mythological tale, in 
which were represented, grinning, in grim majesty — ^the 
Fates. 

The wind now rose again, and the clouds which had 
vanished, began to re^-assemble m the heavens. As 
the blue sky was gradually covering, the gigantic 
figures of Clotho, Lachesis, and Atropos, became as 
gradually dunmer and dimmer, and the grasp of 
Vivian’s fearful burthen looser and looser. At last 
the moon was entirely hid, the figures of the Fates 
vanished, and Mrs Felix Lorraine sank lifeless into his 
arms. 

Vivian groped his way with difficulty to the nearest 
window, the very one at which she was leaning when 
he first entered the gallery. He played with her wild 
curls; he whispered to her in a voice sweeter than the 
sweetest serenade; but she only raised her eyes hum 
his breast, and stared wildly at him, and then clung 
round bis neck with, if possible, a tighter grasp. 

Fac nearly half an hour did Vivian stand leaning 
against the window; with his mystic and motionless 
companion. At kn^ the wmd again £dl t them was 
a break in the sky, and a single star appecUttd in the 
midst of theidouds, surrounded with ft httks he&ven of 
asate. 

’See tbiut' ^ there 1’ the lady cried, and then 
she unlodi&w her arms. ‘What would you giva« 
Vivian Grey, to read that star ? ’ 

‘ditn 1 talm inhkested in that star, ImndUk, Ipm in 
any other oi the hrkht host ? ’ aslh^' Vivhpn Mvm «. 
semns tone^ for ha tl^oght it nsimliiuy to htmow 
h» companion. 

V.G. 
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* Are you not ? is it not the star of your destiny ? ' 

' /\re you learned in all the learning of the Chaldeans 

too?' 

‘Oh, no, no, no !' slowly murmured Mrs Lorraine, 
and then she started; but Vivian seized her arms, and 
prevented her from again clasping his neck. 

‘I must keep these pretty hands close prisoners/ 
he said, smiling, ‘unless you promise to behave with 
more moderation. Come ! my Amalia I you shall 
be my instructress ! Why am I so interested in this 
brilliant star ? ' and holding her hands in one of his, 
he wound his arm round her waist, and whispered her 
such words, as he thought might calm her troubled 
spirit. The wildness of her eyes gradually gave way; 
at length, she raised them to Vivian with a look of 
meek tenderness, and her head sank upon his breast. 

* It shines, it shines, it shines, Vivian ! she softly 
whispered, * glory to thee, and woe to me! Nay, 
you need not hold my hands, I will not harm you. I 
cannot — 'tis no use. O Vivian 1 when we first met, 
how little did I know to whom I pledged myself ! * 

‘Amalia, forget these wild fancies, estrange your- 
self from the wild belief which has exercised so baneful 
an influence, not only over your mind, but over the 
very soul of the land from which you come. Recognise 
in me only your friend, and leave the other world to 
those who value it more, or more deserve it. Does 
not this fair earth contain sufficient of interest and 
enjoyment ? ' 

O Vivian ! you speak with a sweet voice, but with 
a sceptic's spirit. You known not what I know.' 

‘Tell me, then, my Amalia; let me share your secrets, 
provided they be your sorrows.' 

‘Almost within this hour, and in this park, there 

has happened that — ^which- * and here her voice 

died, and she looked fearfully round her. 

‘Nay, fear not; no one can harm you here, no one 
shall harm you. Rest upon me, and tell me all thy grief/ 
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' I dare not — I cannot tell you/ 

'Nay, thou shalt/ 

‘I cannot speak, your eye scares me. Are you 
mocking me ? I cannot speak if you look so at me.* 

‘I will not look on you; I will gaze on yonder star. 
Now, speak on.’ 

' O Vivian, there is a custom in my native land — the 
world calls it an unhallowed one; you, in your proud 
spirit, will call it a vain one. But 3^ou would not deem 
it vain, if you were the woman now resting on your 
bosom. At certain hours of particular nights, and 
with peculiar ceremonies which I need not here men- 
tion — we do believe, that in a lake or other standing 
water, fate reveals itself to the solitary votary. O 
Vivian, I have been too long a searcher after this 
fearful science; and this very night, agitated in spirit, 
I sought yon water. The wind was in the right 
direction, and everything concurred in favouring a 
propitious divination. I knelt down to gaze on the 
lake. I had always been accustomed to view my own 
figure performing some future action, or engaged in 
some future scene of my life. I gazed, but I saw 
nothing but a brilliant star. I looked up mto the 
heavens, but the star was not there, and the clouds 
were driving quick across the sky. More than usually 
agitated by this singular occurrence, I gazed once more; 
and just at the moment, when with breathless and 
fearful expectation I waited the revelation of my 
immediate destiny, there flitted a figure across the water. 
It was there only for the breathing of a second, and as 
it passed it mocked me.' Here Mrs Lorraine writhed 
in Vivian’s arms; her features were moulded in the 
same unnatural expression as when he first entered 
the gallery, and the hideous grin was again sculptured 
on her countenance. Her whole frame was in such a 
state of agitation, that she rose up and down in Vivian's 
arms; and it was only with the exertion of his whole 
strength, that he could retain her. 
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‘Why, Amalia — this — this was nothing— your own 
figure.' 

‘No, not my own — it was yours!’ 

Uttering a piercing shriek, which echoed through the 
winding gallery, she swooned. 

Vivian gazed on her in a state ot momentary stupe- 
faction, for the extraordinary scene had begun to 
influence his own nerves. And now he heard the tread 
of distant feet, and a light shone through the key- 
hole of the nearest door. The fearful shriek had 
alarmed some of the household. What was to be done ? 
In desperation Vivian caught the lady up in his arms, 
and dashing out of an opposite door bore her to her 
chamber. 
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CHAPTER VII 

What is this chapter to he about ^ Come, I am inclined 
to 1)0 courteous ! You si 1 a 11 choose the subject of it. 
What shall it be, sentiment or scandal ? a love scene, 
or a lay-sermon ? You will not choose ? Then we 
must open the note which Vivian, in the niorning, found 
on his pillow. 

' Did you hear the horrid shriek last night ? It 
must have disturbicd every one. I think it must have 
l)een one of the South American birds which Captain 
Tropic gave the Marchioness. Do not they sometimes 
favour the world with these nocturnal shriekings ? 
Is not there a passage in Spix a propos to this ? 

'A ' 


'Did you hear the shriek last night, Mr (irey?’ 
asked the Marchioness, as Vivian entered the break- 
fast room. 

'Oh, yes! Mr Grey, did you hear the shriek?' 
asked Miss (iravcs. 

'Who did not ? ’ 

'What could it be ?' said the Marchioness. 

'What could it be ? ' said Miss Graves. 

‘What should it be — a cat in the gutter, or a sick 
cow, or a toad dying to be devoured, Miss Graves.’ 

Always snub toadies and led captains. It is only 
your greenhorns who endeavour to make their way by 
fawning and cringing to every member of the establish- 
ment. It is a miserable mistake. No one likes his 
dependants to be treated with respect, for such treat- 
ment affords an unpleasant contrast to his own conduct. 
Besides, it makes the toady's blood unruly. There are 
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three persons, mind you, to be attended to : my lord, or 
my lady, as the case may be (usually the latter), the 
pet daughter, and the pet dog. I throw out these hints 
cn passant, for my principal objects in writing this 
work are to amuse myself, and to instruct society. In 
some future book, probably the twentieth or twenty- 
fifth, when the plot begins to wear threadbare, and 
we can afford a digression, I may give a chapter on 
Domestic Tactics. 

'My dear Marchioness,^ continued Vivian, 'see 
there, I have kept my promise, there is your bracelet. 
How is Julie to-day ?’ 

'Poor dear, I hope she is better.' 

'Oh ! yes, poor Julie 1 I think she is better.' 

' I do not know that, Miss Graves,' said her ladyship, 
somewhat tartly, not at all approving of a toady 
thinking. 'I am afraid that scream last night must 
have disturbed her. O dear, Mr Grey, I am afraid 
she will be ill again.' 

Miss Graves looked mournful, and lifted up her eyes 
and hands to Heaven, but did not dare to speak this 
time. 

' I thought she looked a little heavy about the eyes 
this morning,' said the Marchioness, apparently very 
agitated; and I have heard from Eglamour this post; 
he is not well too — I think everybody is ill now — 
he has caught a fever going to see the ruins of Psestum; 
I wonder why people go to see mins I ' 

' I wonder, indeed,' said Miss Graves; I never could 
see anything in a ruin.' 

' Oh, Mr Grey ! ' continued the Marchioness, ' I 
really am afraid Julie is going to be very ill.' 

'Let Miss Graves pull her tail, and give her a little 
mustard seed ; she will be better to-morrow.' 

'Remember that, Miss Graves.' 

' Oh, y-e-s, my lady ! ' 

'Mrs Felix,' said the Marchioness, as that lady 
entered the room, 'you are late to-day; I always 
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reckon upon you as a supporter of an early breakfast 
at Desir/ 

‘I have been half round the park/ 

‘ Did you hear the scream, Mrs Felix ? ' 

‘ Do you know what it was. Marchioness ? * 

‘No — do you?' 

‘See the reward of early rising, and a walk before 
breakfast. It was one of your new American birds, 
and it has half torn down your aviary/ 

‘One of the new Americans! Oh, the naughty 
thing 1 and has it broken the new fancy wirework ? ' 

Here a little odd-looking, snuffy old man, with a 
brown scratch wig, who had been very busily employed 
the whole breakfast time with a cold game pie, the 
bones of which Vivian obseiwed him most scientifically 
pick and polish, laid down his knife and fork, and 
addressed the Marchioness with an air of great 
interest. 

‘ Pray, will your ladyship have the goodness to inform 
me what bird this is ? ' 

The Marchioness looked astounded at any one pre- 
suming to ask her a question; and then she drawled, 
‘Mr Grey, you know everything — tell this gentleman 
what some bird is.' 

Now this gentleman was Mr Mackaw, the most 
celebrated ornithologist extant, and who had written 
a treatise on Brazilian parrakeets, in three volumes 
folio. He had arrived late at the Chateau the pre- 
ceding night, and, although he had the honour of 
presenting his letter of introduction to the Marquess, 
this morning was the first time he had been seen by 
any of the party present, who were of course pro- 
foundly ignorant of his character. 

‘ Oh 1 we were talking of some South-American bird 
given to the Marchioness by the famous. Captain 
Tropic; you know him perhaps, Bolivar's brother- 
in-law, or aide-de-camp, or something of that kind; 
and which screams so dreadfully at night, that the 
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whole faniily is disturbed. The Chowchowtow it is 
called — is not it, Mrs Lorraine ? ' 

*The Chowchowtow!' said Mr Mackaw; 'I don't 
know it by that name.' 

' Do not you ? I dare say we shall find an account 
of it in Spix; liowevcr/ said Vivian, rising, and taking 
a volume from the bookcase; ‘ aye 1 here it is — 
1 will read it to you. 

' “The Chowchowtow is about five feet seven inches 
in height, from the point of the bill, to the extremity 
of the claws. Its plumage is of a dingy, yellowish 
white : its form is elegant, and in its movements and 
action, a certain pleasing and graceful dignity observ- 
able; but its head is by no means worthy of the rest of 
its frame; and the expression of its eye is indicative of 
the cunning and treachery of its character. The 
habits of this bird are peculiar : occasionally most 
easily domesticated, it is apparently sensible of the 
slightest kindness; but its regard cannot be depended 
upon, and for the slightest inducement, or with the 
least irritation, it will fly at its feeder. At other 
times, it seeks perfect solitude, and can only be cap- 
tured with the utmost skill and perseverance. It 
generally feeds three times a day, but its appetite is 
not rapacious : it sleeps little; is usually on the wing 
at sunrise, and proves that it slumbers but little in 
the night by its nocturnal and thrilling shrieks." ' 

‘What an extraordinary bird! Is that the bird 
you meant, Mrs Felix Lorraine ? ' 

Mr Mackaw was restless the whole time that Vivian 
was reading this interesting passage. At last he burst 
forth with an immense deal of science, and a great 
want of construction — a want which scientific men 
often experience, always excepting those mealy- 
mouthed professors who lecture ‘at the Royal,' and 
get patronised by the blues — ^the Lavoisiers of May- 
fair 1 

‘ Chowchowtow, my lady ! five feet seven inches 
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high ! Brazilian bird ! When I just remind your 
ladyship that the height of the tallest bird to be found 
in Brazil — and in mentioning this fact, I mention 
nothing hypothetical — the tallest bird does not stand 
higher than four feet nine. Chowchowtow ! Dr 
Spix is a name — accurate traveller— don't remember 
the passage — most singular bird ! Chowchowtow ! 
don't know it by that name. Perhaps your ladyship 
is not aware — 1 think 3^011 called tliat gentleman Mr 
Grey — perhaps Mr Grey is not av/are, that 1 am 
Mr Mackaw — I arrived late here last night — whose 
work in three volumes folio, on Brazilian Parrakeets, 
although I had the honour of seeing his lordship, is, 
1 trust, a sufficient evidence that I am not speaking 
at random on this subject; and consequently, from 
the lateness of the hour, could not have- the honour 
of being introduced to your ladyship.’ 

'Mr Mackaw 1' thought Vivian. 'The deuce you 
are ! Oh ! why did I not say a Columbian cassowary, 
or a Peruvian penguin, or a Chilian condor, or a 
(juatemalan goose, or a Mexican mastard — anything 
but Brazilian. 0 unfortunate Vivian Grey ! ' 

The Marchioness, who was quite overcome with 
this scientific ap)peal, raised her large, beautiful, sleepy 
eyes, from a delicious compound of PYench roll and 
new milk, which she was working up in a Sevres saucer 
tor Julie; and then, as usual, looked to Vivian for 
assistance. 

' Mr Grey ! You know everything. Tell Mr Mackaw 
about a bird.' 

'Is there any point on which you differ from Spix 
in his account of the Chowchowtow, Mr Mackaw ? ' 

‘My dear sir, I don't follow^ him at all. Dr Spix 
is a most excellent man; a most accurate traveller- — 
quite a name — but to be sure, I've only read his work 
in our own tongue; and I fear from the passage you 
have just quoted — five feet seven inches high I in 
Brazil ! it must be an imperfect version. I say, 
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that four feet nine is the greatest height I know. I 
don't speak without some foundation for my statement. 
The only bird I know above that height is the Paraguay 
cassowary; which, to be sure, is sometimes found in 
Brazil. But the description of 37^0111' bird, Mr Grey, 
does not answer that at all. I ought to know. I do 
not speak at random. The only living specimen of 
that extraordinary bird, the Paraguay cassowary, in 
this country, is in my possession. It was sent me by 
Bompland; and was given to him by the dictator of 
Paraguay himself. I call it, in compliment, Doctor 
Francia. I arrived here so late last night — only saw 
his lordship — or I would have had it on the lawn this 
morning.* 

'Oh, then, Mr Mackaw,* said Vivian, that was the 
bird which screamed last night I * 

'Oh, yes! Oh, yes! Mr Mackaw,' said Mrs Felix 
Lorraine. 

' Lady Carabas ! * continued Vivian, ‘ it is found out. 
It is Mr Mackaw's particular friend, his family physician, 
whom he always travels with, that awoke us all last 
night.' 

' Is he a foreigner ? ' asked the Marchioness, look- 
ing up. 

' My dear Mr Grey, impossible 1 the Doctor never 
screams.* 

'Oh 1 Mr Mackaw, Mr Mackaw ! ' said Vivian. 

' Oh 1 Mr Mackaw, Mr Mackaw ! ' said Mrs Felix 
Lorraine. 

'I tell you he never screams,' reiterated the 
man of science, 'I tell you he can’t scream, he's 
muzzled.* 

'Oh, then, it must have been the Chowchowtow.* 

'Yes; I think it must have been the Chowchowtow.' 

' I should very much like to hear Spix's description 
again,' said Mr Mackaw, ‘only I fear it is troubling 
you too much, Mr Grey.' 

‘ Read it yourself, my dear sir,' said Vivian, putting 
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the book into his hand, which was the third volume of 
Tremaine. 

Mr Mackaw looked at the volume, and turned it 
over, and sideways, and upside downwards: the brain 
of a man who has written three folios on parrakeets is 
soon puzzled. At first he thought the book was a 
novel; but then an essay on predestination, under 
the title of Memoirs of a Man of Refinement, rather 
puzzled him ; then he mistook it for an Oxford reprint 
of Pearson on the Creed', and then he stumbled on 
rather a warm scene m an old Chateau in the South of 
France. 

Before Mr Mackaw could gain the power of speech, 
the door opened, and entered — ^who ? — Doctor Francia. 

Mr Mackaw's travelling companion possessed the 
awkward accomplishment of opening doors, and now 
strutted in, in quest of his beloved master. Affection 
for Mr Mackaw was not. however, the only cause 
which induced this entrance. 

The household of Chateau Desir, unused to casso- 
warys, had neglected to supply Dr Francia with his 
usual breakfast, which consisted of half a dozen pounds 
of rump steaks, a couple of bars of hard iron, some 
pig lead, and brown stout. The consequence was, the 
Dictator was sadly famished. 

All the ladies screamed; and then Mrs Felix Lorraine 
admired the Doctor's violet neck, and the Marchioness 
looked with an anxious eye on Julie, and Miss Graves, 
as in duty bound, with an anxious eye on the 
Marchioness. 

There stood the Doctor, quite still, with his large 
yellow eye fixed on Mr Mackaw. At length he per- 
ceived the cold pasty, and his little black wings began 
to flutter on the surface of his immense body. 

* Che, che, che, che ! ' said the ornithologist, who 
did not like the symptons at all : ‘ Che, che, che, 

che — don't be frightened, ladies ! you see he's muzzled 
— che, che, che, che — now, my dear doctor, now, now. 
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now, Franky, Franky, Franky, now go away, go away, 
that’s a dear doctor — che, che, che, che ! ' 

But the large yellow eyes grew more flaming and 
fiery, and the little black wings grew larger, and larger; 
and now the left leg was dashed to and fro, with a 
fearful agitation. Mackaw looked agonised. What 
a whirr — Francia ! is on the table ! All shriek, the 
chairs tumble over the ottomans — the Sevres china is 
in a thousand pieces — the muzzle is tom off and thrown 
at Misss Graves; Mackaw’s wig is dashed in the clotted 
cream, and devoured on the spot; and the contents of 
the boiling urn are poured over the beauteous and 
beloved Julie ! 
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CHAPTER Vni 

The Honourable Cynthia Courtown, 

TO Vivian Grey, Esq. 

‘Alb lines, Oct. 18 — 

‘Dear Grey, — ^Wc have now been at Albnries for a 
fortnight. Nothing can be more delightful. Here is 
everybody in the world that I wish to see except yourself. 
The Knightons, with as many outriders as usual: Lady 
Julia and myself are great allies; 1 like her amazingly. 
The Marquess of Grandgofit arrived here last week, 
with a most delicious party; all the men who write 
John Bull. I was rather disappointed at the first 
sight of Stanislaus Hoax. I had expected, I do not 
know why, something juvenile, and squibbish — when 
lo ! I was introduced to a corpulent individual, with 
his coat buttoned up to the chin, looking dull, gentle- 
manlike, and apoplectic. However, on acquaintance, 
he came out quite rich — sings delightfully, and impro- 
vises like a prophet — ten thousand times more 
entertaining than Pistrucci. We are sworn friends; 
and I know all the secret history of John Bull. There 
is not much, to be sure, that you did not tell me your- 
self, but still there are some things. I must not trust 
them, however, tc paper, and therefore pray dash 
down to Alburies immediately; I shall be most happy 
to introduce you to Lord Devildrain. There was an 
interview. What think you of that ? Stanislaus 
told me all, circumstantially, and after dinner — I do 
not doubt that it is quite true. What would you give 
for the secret history of the “ rather yellow, rather 
yellow,'’ chanson. I dare not tell it you. It came 
from a quarter that will quite astound you, and in a 
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very elegant, small, female hand. You remember 
Lambton did stir very awkwardly in the Lisbon 
business. Stanislaus wrote all the songs that appeared 
in the first number, except that; but he never wrote 
a single line of prose for the first three months : it all 
came frome Vivida Vis. 

‘I like the Marquess of Grandgout so much ! I hope 
he will be elevated in the peerage : he looks as if he 
wanted it so ! Poor dear man ! 

‘Oh I do you know I have discovered a liaison 
between Bull and Blackii^ood. I am to be in the next 
Nodes] I forget the words of the chorus exactly, but 
Courtown is to rhyme with port down, or something 
of that kind, and then they are to dash their glasses 
over their heads, give three cheers, and adjourn to 
whisky-toddy, and the Chaldee chamber. How 
delightful ! 

‘The Prima Donnas are at Cheltenham, looking 
most respectable. Do you ever see The Age ? It 
is not proper for me to take it in. Pray send me down 
your numbers, and tell me all about it; that's a dear. 
Is it true that his lordship paragraphises a little ? 

‘ I have not heard from Ernest Clay, which I think 
very odd. If you write to him, mention this, and 
tell him to send me word how Dormer Stanhope behaves 
at mess. I understand there has been a melee, 
not much — merely a rouette : do get it all out of 
him. 

‘Colonel Delmington is at Cheltenham, with the 
most knowing beard you can possibly conceive; 
Lady Julia rather patronises him. Lady Doubtful 
has been turned out of the rooms; fifty challenges 
in consequence, and one duel; missed fire of course. 

‘ I have heard from Alhambra; he has been wandering 
about in all directions. He has been to the Lakes, 
and is now at Edinburgh, He likes Southey. He 
gave the laureate a quantity of hints for his next 
volume of the Peninsular War, but does not speak 
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very wanniy of Wordsworth : gentlemanly man, but 
only reads his own poetry. 

‘ Here has been a cousin of yours about us; a young 
barrister going the circuit; by name Hargrave Grey. 
The name attracted my notice, and due inquiries 
having been made, and satisfactorily answered, I 
patronised the limb of law. Fortunate for him ! 
I got him to all the fancy balls and picnics that were 
going on. He was in heaven for a fortnight, and at 
length, having overstayed his time, he left us, also 
leaving his bag and only brief behind him. They say 
he is ruined for life. Write soon. 

‘Yours ever, 

‘ Cynthia Courtown/ 

Ernest Clay, Esq., to Vivian Grey, Esq. 

'October, 18 — 

‘Dear Grey, — I am sick of key-bugles and country 
balls ! All the girls in the town are in love with me — 
or my foraging cap. I am very much obliged to you 
for your letter to Kennet, which procured everything I 
wanted. The family turned out bores, as you had 
prepared me. I never met such a clever family in my 
life; the father is summoning up courage to favour the 
world with a volume of sermons; and Isabella Kennet 
most satisfactorily proved to me, after an argument 
of two hours, which, for courtesy's sake, I fought very 
manfully, that Sir Walter Scott was not the author 
of Waverley; and then she vowed, as I have heard 
fifty young literary ladies vow before, that she had 
“ seen The Antiquary in manuscript." 

‘There has been a slight row to diversify the mono- 
tony of our military life. Young Premiuiri, the son 
of the celebrated loanmonger, has bought in; and 
Dormer Stanhope, and one or two others equally fresh, 
immediately anticipated another Battier business, but, 
with the greatest desire to make a fool of myself, I 
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have a natural repugnance to mimicking the foolery of 
others : so with some little exertion, and very fortun- 
ately for young Premium, I got the tenth voted vulgar 
on the score of curiosity, and we were civil to the man. 
As it turned out, it was all very well, for Premium is 
a quiet, gentlemanlike fellow enough, and exceedingly 
useful, jtie will keep extra grooms lor the whole mess, 
if they want it. He is very grateful to me for what 
does not deserve any gratitude, and for what gave me 
no trouble; for I did not defend him from any feeling 
of kindness. And both the Mounteneys, and Young 
Stapylton Toad, and Augustus, being in the regiment, 
why, I have very little trouble in commanding a 
majority, if it come to a division. 

‘I dined the other day at old Ihemium's, who lives 
near this town in a magnilicent old hall; which, 
however, is not nearly splendid enough for a man who 
is the creditor of every nation Irom California to China; 
and, consequently, the great Mr Stucco is building a 
plaster castle for him in another part ol the park. 
Glad am I enough, that I was prevailed upon to 
patronise the Premiun; for I think, I seldom witnessed 
a more amusing scene than I did the day I dined there. 

‘I was ushered through an actual street of servitors, 
whose liveries were reoily cloth of gold, and whose 
elaborately powdered heads would not have disgraced 
the most ancient mansion in St James’s Square, into 
a large and very crowded saloon. I was, of course, 
received with the most miraculous consideration; 
and the ear ol Mrs Premium seemed to dwell upon the 
jingling of my spurs (for I am an adjutant) as upon 
the most exquisite music. It was bona fide evidence 
of the ‘ 'officers being there.*' 

‘Premium is a short, but by no means vulgar- 
looking man, about fifty, with a high forehead covered 
with wrinkles, and with eyes deep sunk in his head, 
I never met a man of apparently less bustle, and of 
a cooler temperament. He was an object of observa- 
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tion from liis very iinobtrusiveness. There were, 

1 immediately perceived, a great number of foreigners 
in the room. They looked much too knowing for 
Arguelies and Co., and I soon found that they were 
members of the different embassies, or missions of 
the various Governments, to whose infant existence 
Premium is foster-father. There were two very strik- 
ing figures in oriental costume, who were shown to 
me as the Greek Deputies— not that you are to imagine 
that they always appear in this picturesque dress. 
It was only as a particular favour, and to please Miss 
Premium — there, Grey, my boy ! there is a quarry — 
that the illustrious envoys ai>pcared habited this day 
in their national costume. 

‘You would have enjoyed the scene. In one part 
of the room was a naval officer, just hot from the mines 
of Mexico, and lecturing eloquently on the passing of 
the Cordillera. In another was a man of science, 
dilating on the miraculous powers of a newly dis- 
covered amalgamation process, to a knot of merchants, 
who, with bent brows and eager eyes, were already 
forming a company for its adoption. Here floated 
the latest anecdote of Bolivar; and there a murmur 
of some new movemeut of Cochrane's. And then the 
perpetual babble about “rising states," and “new 
loans," and “ enlightened views," and “ juncture of the 
two oceans," and “ liberal princi])les," and " steam- 
boats to Mexico/' and the earnest look which every one 
had in the room. How different to the vacant gaze that 
we have been accustomed to ! I was really particularly 
struck by the circumstance. Every one at Premium's 
looked full of some great plan; as if the fate of empires 
was on his very breath. I hardly knev^ whether 
they were most like conspirators, or gamblers, or the 
lions of a public dinner, conscious of a universal gaze, 
and consequently looking proportionately interest- 
ing, One circumstance particularly struck me : as 
1 was watching the acute countenance of an individual. 
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who, young Premium informed me, was the Chilian 
Minister, and who was listening with great attention to 
a dissertation from Captain Tropic, the celebrated 
traveller, on the feasibility of a railroad over the Andes 
— I observed a very great sensation among those all 
around me; every one shifting and shuffling, and 
staring, and assisting in that curious, and confusing, 
ceremony, called making ways. Even Premium 
appeared a little excited, when he came forward with 
a smile on his face to receive an individual, apparently 
a foreigner, and who stepped on with great though 
gracious dignity. Being very curious to know who 
this great man was, I found that this was an ambas- 
sador — the representative of a recognised state. 

‘ Ton my honour, when I saw all this, I could not 
refrain from moralising on the magic of wealth; and 
when I just remembered the embryo plot of some 
young Hussar officers to cut the son of the magician, 
I rather smiled; but while I, with even greater rever- 
ence than all others, was making way for his Excellency, 
I observed Mrs Premium looking at my spurs — 

Farewell Philosophy ! '' thought I, Puppyism 
for ever ! '' 

'Dinner was at last announced, and the nice etiquette 
which was observed between recognised states and 
non-recognised states was really excessively amusing : 
not only the ambassador would take precedence of 
the mere political agent, but his Excellency's private 
secretary was equally tenacious as to the agent's 
private secretary. At length we were all seated : 
the spacious dining-room was hung round with the 
portraits of most of the successful revolutionary 
leaders, and over Mr Premium was suspended a 
magnificent portrait of Bolivar. If you could but 
have seen the plate 1 By Jove I I have eaten off the 
silver of most of the first families in England, yet, 
never in my life, did it enter into my imagination, 
that it was possible for the most ingenious artist that 
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ever existed, to repeat a crest half so often in a table- 
spoon, as in that of Premium. The crest is a bubble, 
and really the effect produced by it is most ludicrous. 

' I was very much struck at table, by the appearance 
of an individual who came in very late; but who was 
evidently, by his bearing, no insignificant personage. 
He was a tall man, with a long hooked nose, and high 
cheek bones, and with an eye — (were you ever at the 
Old Bailey ? there you may see its fellow) ; his com- 
plexion looked as if it had been accustomed to the 
breezes of many climes, and his hail, which had 
once been red, was now silvered, or rather iron-grayed, 
not by age. Yet there was in his whole bearing, in 
his slightest actions, even in the easy, desperate air 
with which he took a glass of wine, an indefinable — 
something (you know what I mean) which attracted 
your unremitting attention to him. I was not wrong 
in my suspicions of his celebrity; for, as Miss Premium, 
whom I sat next to, whispered, “ he was quite a lion.” 
It was Lord Oceanville. What he is after, no one 
knows. Some say he is going to Greece, others 
whisper an invasion of Paraguay, and others of course 
say other things; perhaps equally correct. I think 
he is for Greece. I know he is one of the most extra- 
ordinary men I ever met with. I am getting prosy. 
Good-bye. Write soon. Any fun going on ? How 
is C5mthia ? I ought to have written. How is 
Mrs Felix Lorraine ? she is a deuced odd woman ! 

‘Yours faithfully, 

'Ernest Clay.' 

Hargrave Grey, Esq., to Vivian Grey, Esq. 

* October , 18 — 

‘Dear Vivian, — You ought not to expect a letter 
irom me. I cannot conceive why you do not occasion- 
ally answer your correspondents' letters, if corre- 
spondents they may be called. It is really a most 
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unreasonable habit of yours; any one but myself would 
quarrel with you. 

* A letter from Baker met me at this place, and I 
find that the whole of that most disagreeable and 
annoying business is arranged. From the prompti- 
tude, skill and energy which are apparent in the whole 
affair, I suspect I have to thank the very gentleman 
whom I was just going to quarrel with. You are a 
good fellow, Vivian, after all. For want of a brief, 
1 sit down to give you a sketch of my adventures on 
this my first circuit. 

‘This circuit is a cold and mercantile adventure, 
and I am disappointed in it. Not so cither, for I 
looked for but little to enjoy. Take one day of my 
life as a specimen; the rest are mostly alike. The 
sheriffs trumpets are playing — one, some tune of 
which I know nothing, and the other no tune at all. 
I am obliged to turn out at eight. It is the first day 
of the Assize, so there is some chance of a brief, being 
a new place. I push my way into court through files 
of attome5r5, as civil to the rogues as possible, assuring 
them there is plenty of room, though 1 am at the very 
moment gasping for breath, wedged in, in a lane of 
well-lined waistcoats, I get into court, take my 
place in the quietest corner, and there I sit, and pass 
other men's fees and briefs, like a twopenny postman, 
only without pay. Well 1 'tis six o'clock — dinner- 
time — at the bottom of the table — carve for all — 
speak to none — nobody speaks to me — ^must wait 
till last to sum up, and pay the bill. Reach home 
quite devoured by spleen, after having heard every one 
abused who happened to be absent. 

‘T travelled to this place with Manners, whom I 
believe you know, and amused myself by getting from 
him an account of my fellows, anticipating, at the 
same time, what in fact happened ; to wit, that I 
should afterwards get his character from them. It is 
stmnge how freely they deal with each other — that 
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is, the person spoken of being away. I would not 
liave liad you see our Stanhope for half a hundred 
pounds; your jealousy would have been so excited. 
To say the truth, we are a little rough — our mane wants 
pulling, and our hoofs trimming, but we jog along 
without performing either operation; and, by dint 
of rattling the whip against the splash-board, using 
all one*s persuasion of hand and voice, and jerking 
the bit in his mouth, we do contrive to get into the 
circuit town, usually ]ust about the time that the 
sheriff and his posse connlaius are starting to meet my 
lord, the King’s Justice : and that is the worst of it; 
for their horses are prancing and pawing coursers 
just out of the stable— sleek skins, and smart drivers. 
We begin to be Icnocked up just then, and our appear- 
ance is the least brilliant of any part of the day. Here 
I had to pass through a host of these powdered, 
scented fops; and the multitude who had assembled 
to gaze on the nobler exhibition, rather scoffed at 
our humble vehicle. As Manners had just then been 
set down to find the inn, and lodging, I could not 
jump out, and leave our ('quijiage to its fate, so 
I settled my crax at, and seemed not to mind it — only 
I did, 

*But I must leave off this nonsense, and attend to 
his lordship’s charge, which is now about to commence. 
I have not been able to get you a single good murder, 
although I have kept a sharp look-out as you desired 
me; but there is a chance of a first-rate one at ^n, 

‘I am quite delighted with Mr Justice St Prose. 
He is at this moment in a most entertaining passion, 
preparatory to a “conscientious'" summing up; and 
in order that his ideas may not be disturbed, he has 
very liberally ordered the door-keeper to have the 
door oiled immediately, at his own expense. Now 
for my lord, the King's Justice. 

* “ Gentlemen of the Jury, 

* “ The noise is insufferable — the heat is intolerable. 
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the door-keepers let the people keep shuffling in — 
the ducks in the corner are going quack, quack, quack; 
here’s a little girl being tried for her life, and the judge 
can’t hear a word that’s said. Bring me my black 
cap, and I’ll condemn her to death instantly." 

You can’t, my lord,’’ shrieks the inlant sinner; 
" it’s only for petty larceny !’’ 

‘ I have just got an invite irom the Kearneys. Con- 
gratulate me. ‘ Dear Vivian, yours faithfully, 

'Hargrave Grey.’ 

Lady Scrope, to Vivian Grey, Esq. 

‘Ormsby Park, Oct., 18 — 

'My dear Vivian, — By desire of Sir Berdmore, I 
have to request the lulfilment of a promise, upon the 
hope of whicli being perlormed, I have existed through 
this dull month. Pray, my dear Vivian, come to us im^ 
mediately. Ormsby has at present little to offer for 
your entertainment. We have had that unendurable 
bore, Vivacity Dull, with us for a whole fortnight. A 
report of the death of the Lord Chancellor, or a rumour 
of the production of a new tragedy, has carried him 
up to town; but whether it be to ask for the seals, or 
to indite an ingenious prologue to a play, which will 
be condemned the first night, I cannot inform you. 
I am quite sure lie is capable of doing either. How- 
ever, we shall have other deer in a few days, 

‘I believe you have never met the Mounteneys. 
They have never been at Hallesbrooke, since you have 
been at Desir. They are coming to us immediately. 
I am sure you will hke them very much. Lord 
Mounteney is one of those kind, easy-minded, accom- 
plished men, who, after all, are nearly the pleasantest 
society one ever meets. Rather wild in his youth, 
but with his estate now unencumbered, and himself 
perfectly domestic. His lady is an unaffected, agree- 
able woman. But it is Caroline Mounteney whom I 
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wish you particularly to meet. She is one of those 
delicious creatures who, in spite of not being married, 
are actually conversable. Spirited, without any 
affectation or brusquerie ; beautiful and knowing 
enough to be quite conscious of it; perfectly accom- 
plished, and yet never annoying you with tattle 
about Bochsa, and Ronzi de Begnis, and D'Egville. 

‘We all expect the Delmonts, the most endurable 
of the Anglo-Italians that I know. Mrs Delmont 
is not alw^ays dropping her handkerchief like Lady 
Gusto, as if she expected a miserable cavalier servente 
to be constantly upon his knees; or giving those 
odious expressive looks, which quite destroy my 
nerves, whenever I am under the same roof as that 
horrible Lady Soprano. There is a little too much 
talk, to be sure, about Roman churches, and newly- 
discovered Mosaics, and Abbate Maii, but still we 
cannot expect perfection. There are reports going 
about that, Ernest Clay is either ruined or going to be 
married. Perhaps both are true. Young Premium 
has nearly lost his character, by driving a square- 
built, striped green thing, drawn by one horse. Ernest 
Clay got him through this terrible affair. What 
can be the reason ot the Sieur Ernest’s excessive 
amiability ? 

‘Both the young Mounteneys are with their regiment, 
but Aubrey Vere is coming to us, and I have half a 

promise from ; but I know you never speak to 

unmarried men, so why do 1 mention them ? Let me, 
I beseech you, my dear Vivian, have a few days of you 
to myself, before Ormsby is full, and before you are 
introduced to Caroline Mounteney. I did not think 
it was possible that 1 could exist so long without seeing 
you; but you really must not try me too much, 01 
I shall quarrel with you. I have received all your 
letters, which are very, very agreeable; but I think 
rather, rather impudent. Adieu ! 

‘Harriette Sckope.* 
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Horace IjREy Esq., to Vivian Grey, Esq. 

'Paris, Oct., ::8 — • 

'My dear Vivian, — I have received yours of the 
Qth, and have read it with mixed feelings of astonish- 
ment and sorrow. 

'You are n<^w, my dear son, a member of what is 
called the great world, society fonned on anti-social 
principles. Apparently you liave possessed yourself 
of the object of your wishes, but tlie scenes you live 
inarever}^ movable; the characlers you associate with 
are all masked; and it will always be doubtful, whether 
you can retain that long, which has been obtained by 
.some slippery artifice. Vivian, you arc a juggler; 
and the deception of your sleight of hand tricks 
depend upon instantaneous motions. 

‘When the selfish combine with the selfish, bethink 
you how many projects are doomed to disappoint- 
ment ! how many cross interests baffle the parties, 
at the same time joined together without ever uniting. 
What a mockery is their love ! but how deadly are 
their hatreds ! All this great society, with whom so 
young an adventurer has trafficked, abate nothing of 
their price in the slavery of their service, and the sacri- 
fice of violated feelings. What sleepless nights has 
it cost you to win over the disobliged, to conciliate 
the discontented, to cajole the contumacious. You 
may smile at the hollow flatteries, answering to 
flatteries as hollow, which, like bubbles when they 
touch, dissolve into nothing; but tell me, Vivian, what 
has the self-tormentor felt at the laughing treacheries, 
which force a man down into self- contempt ? 

‘Is it not obvious, my dear Vivian, that true Fame, 
and true Happiness, must rest upon the imperishable 
social affections ? I do not mean that coterie celebrity, 
which paltry minds accept as fame; but that which 
exists independent of the opinions or the intrigues 
of individuals : nor do I mean that glittering show 
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of perpetual converse with the world, which some 
misercible wanderers call Happiness; but that which 
can only be drawn from the sacred and solitary foun- 
tain of your own feelings. 

‘Active as you liave now become in the great scenes 
of human ahairs, 1 would not have you be guided by 
any fanciful theories of morals, or of human nature. 
Philosophers have amused themselves by deciding on 
human actions by systems; but, as these systems are 
of the most opposite natures, it is evident that each 
philosopher, in reflecting liis own feelings in the system 
he has so elaborately formed, has only painted liis 
own character. 

‘Do not, therefore, conclude with Hobbes and Mande- 
ville, that man lives in a state of civil warfare with 
man; nor with Shaftesbury, adorn with a poetical 
philosophy our natural feelings. Man is neither the 
vile nor the excellent being which he sometimes 
imagines himself to be. He does not so much act by 
system, as by sympathy. If this creature cannot always 
feel for others, he is doomed to feel for himself, and the 
vicious are, at least, blessed with the curse of remorse. 

‘You are now inspecting one of the worst portions 
of society in vdiat is called the great world (St Giles' 
is bad, but of anothei kind); and it may be useful, on 
the principle that the actual sight of brutal ebriety was 
supposed to have inspired youth with the virtue of 
temperance; on the same principle, that the Plato- 
nist, in the study of deformity, conceived the beauti- 
ful. Let me warn you not to fall into the usual error 
of youth in fancying that the circle you move in is 
precisely the world itself. Do not imagine that there 
are not other beings, whose benevolent principle 
is governed by finer sympathies, by more generous 
passions, and by those nobler emotions which really 
constitute all our public and private virtues. I ^ve 
you this hint, lest, in your present society, you might 
suppose these virtues were merely historical. 
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‘Once more, I must beseech you, not to give loose to 
any elation of mind. The machinery by which you 
have attained this unnatural result must be so com- 
plicated, that in the very tenth hour you will find 
yourself stopped in some part where you never counted 
on an impeiment; and the want of a slight screw, or 
a little oil, will prevent you from accomplishing your 
magnificent end. 

‘We are, and have been, very dull here. There is 
every probabilty of Madame de Genlis writing more 
volumes than ever, I called on the old lady, and was 
quite amused with the enthusiasm of. her imbecility. 
Chateaubriand is getting what you call a bore ; and 
the whole city is mad about a new opera by Boiel- 
dieu. Your mother sends her love, and desires me 
to say, that the salmi of woodcocks d la Lucullus, 
which you write about, does not differ from the practice 
here in vogue. How does your cousin Hargrave 
prosper on his circuit ? The Delmingtons are here, 
which makes it very pleasant for your mother, as 
well as for myself; for it allows me to hunt over the 
old book-shops at my leisure. There are no new books 
worth sending you, or they would accompany this; 
but I would recommend you to get Meyer's new 
volume from Treiittel and Wurtz, and continue to make 
notes as you read it. Give my compliments to the 
Marquess, and believe me, 

‘Your affectionate father, 
‘Horace Grey.' 
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CHAPTER IX 

It was impossible for any human being to behave 
with more kindness than the Marquess of Carabas did 
to Vivian Grey, after that young gentleman’s short 
conversation with Mrs Felix Lorraine, in the conser- 
vatory. The only feeling which seemed to actuate 
the peer, was an eager desire to compensate, by his 
present conduct, for any past misunderstanding, and 
he loaded his young friend with all possible favour. 
Still Vivian was about to quit the Chateau Desir; 
and in spite of all that had passed, he was extremely 
loth to leave his noble friend under the guardianship 
of his female one. 

About this time, the Duke and Duchess of Jugger- 
naut, the very pink of aristocracy, the wedthiest, 
the proudest, the most ancient, and most pompous 
couple in Christendom, honoured Chateau Desir with 
their presence for two days; only two days, making the 
Marquess’s mansion a convenient resting place in one 
of their princely progi esses, to one of their princely 
castles. 

Vivian contrived to gain the heart of her Grace, by 
his minute acquaintance with the Juggernaut pedigree; 
and having taken the opportunity, in one of their 
conversations, to describe Mrs Felix Lorraine as the 
most perfect specimen of divine creation with which 
he was acquainted, at the same time the most amusing 
and the most amiable of women, that lady was honoured 
with an invitation to accompany her Grace to Hima- 
laya Castle. As this was the greatest of ail possible 
honours, and as Desir was now very dull, Mrs Felix 
Inrraine accepted the invitation, or rather obeyed 
the command, for the Marquess would not hear of 
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a refusal, Vivian having dilated in the most energetic 
terms on the opening which now presented itself of 
gaining the Juggernaut. Tlie coast being thus cleared , 
Vivian set off the next day for Sir Berdmore Scrope’s. 



BOOK IV 


CHAPTER I 

The important hour drew nigh. Christmas was to 
be passed by the Carabas family, the Beaconsfields, 
the Scropes, and the Clevelands, at Lord Courtown's 
villa at Richmond; at which place, on account of its 
vicinity to the metropolis, the Viscount had deter- 
mined to make out the holidays, notwithstanding the 
Thames entered his kitchen windows, and the Donna 
del Lago was acted in the theatre with real water, 
Cynthia CourtownperformingElena, paddling in a punt. 

'Let us order our horses, Cleveland, round to the 
Piccadilly gate, and walk through the Guards. I 
must stretch my legs. That bore. Buttonhole, 
captured me in Pall Mall East, and has kept me in 
the same position for upwards of half an hour. I 
shall make a note to blackball him at the Athenaeum. 
How is Mrs Cleveland ?' 

‘Extremely well. She goes down to Buckhurst 
Lodge with Lady Carabas. Is not that Lord Lowers- 
dale?* 

‘His very self. He is going to call on Vivida Vis, 
I have no doubt. Lowersdale is a man of very con- 
siderable talent; much more than the world gives him 
credit for.' 

‘And he doubtless finds a very able counsellor in 
Monsieur le S6cr6taire ?' 

‘Can you name a better one ? ' 

'You rather patronise Vivida, I think. Grey 

'Patronise him I he is my political pet I' 
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*And yet Kerrison tells me you reviewed the Suffolk 
papers in the Edinburgh* 

*So I did; what of that ? I defended them in 
Blackwood* 

‘This, then, is the usual method of you literary gentle- 
men. Thank God ! I never could write a line.* 

‘York House rises proudly — if York House be its 
name.* 

‘This confounded Catholic Question is likely to 
give us a great deal of trouble. Grey. It is perfect 
madness for us to advocate the cause of the “ six 
millions of hereditary bondsmen’*; and yet, with not 
only the Marchese, but even Courtown, and Beacons- 
field, committed, it is, to say the least, a very delicate 
business.* 

‘Very delicate, certainly; but there are some 
precedents, I suspect, Cleveland, for the influence of 
a party being opposed to measures, which the heads of 
that party had pledged themselves to adopt.* 

‘Does old Gifford still live at Pimlico, Grey?* 
‘StiU.* 

‘He is a splendid fellow, after all.* 

‘Certainly, a mind of great powers, but bigoted.* 

‘Oh, yes ! I know exactlj^ what you are going to 
say. It is the fasliion, I am aware, to abuse the old 
gentleman. He is the Earl of Eldon of literature : not 
the less loved, because a little vilified. But when I 
just remember what Gifford has done, when I call to 
mind the perfect and triumphant success of everything 
he has undertaken — The Anti- Jacobin, The Baviad and 
Mceviad, The Quarterly — all pdpable hits, on the very 
jugular — I hesitate before I speak of William Gifford in 
any other terms, or in any other spirit, than those of 
admiration and of gratitude. 

‘And to think, Grey, that the Tory Administration 
and the Tory party of Great Britain, should never, by 
one single act, or in a single instance, have indicated 
that they were in the least aware that the exertions 
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of such a man differed in the slightest degree from those 
of Hunt and Hone! Of all the delusions which flourish 
in this mad world, the delusion of that man is the most 
frantic, who voluntarily, and of his own accord, 
supports the interest of a party. I mention this to 
you because it is the rock on which all young poli- 
ticians strike. Fortunately, you enter life under 
different circumstances from those which usually 
attend most political debutants. You have your 
connections formed, and your views ascertcuned. 
But if, by any chance, you find yourself independent 
and unconnected, never, for a moment, suppose that 
you can accomplish your objects by coming forward, 
unsolicited, to fight the battle of a party. They will 
cheer your successful exertions, and then smile at your 
youthful zeal; or, crossing themselves for the unex- 
pected succour, be too cowardly to reward their 
unexpected champion. No, Grey; make them fear 
you, and they will kiss your feet. There is no act 
of treachery, or meanness, of which a political party 
is not capable; for in politics there is no honour. 

‘As to Gifford, I am surprised at their conduct 
towards him — although I know better than most men, 
of what wood a minister it> made, and how much 
reliance may be placed upon the gratitude of a party : 
but Canning — from Canning I certainly did expect 
different conduct.' 

‘Oh, Canning ! I love the man : but, as you say, 
Cleveland, ministers have short memories, and Can- 
ning's — ^that was Antilles that just passed us; k propos 
to whom, I quite rejoice that the Marquess has 
determined to take such a decided course on the West 
Inia Question.' 

‘Oh, yes! curse your East India sugar.' 

‘To be sure — slavery and sweetmeats for ever 1' 

‘But, aside with joking. Grey, I really think, that if 
any man of average ability dare rise in the House, and 
rescue many of the great questions of the day from 
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what Dugald Stuart, or Disraeli, woxM call the spirit 
of Political Rdigkmism.vA^ which they are studiously 
mixed up, he would not fail to make a great impression 
upon the House,and astill greater oneupon/thecountry/ 
'I quite agree with you; and certainly I should 
recommend commencing with the West India Question. 
Singular state of affairs 1 when even Canning can only 
insiiiuate his opinion when the very existence of some 
of our most valuable colonies is at stake, and when 
even his insinuations are only indulged with an 
au^ence, on the condition that he favours the House 
with an introductory discourse of twenty minutes on 
“the divine Author of our faith“ — and an ^oge of 
equal length on the genie du Christianisme, in a style 
worthy of Chateaubnand.* 

'Miserable work, indeed ! I have got a pamphlet 
on the West India Question sent me this morning. 
Do you know any raving lawyer, any mad Master m 
Chancery, or something of the kind, who meddles in 
these affairs ?’ 

'Oh ! Stephen ! a puddle in a storm ! He is for a 
crusade for the regeneration of the Antilles — the most 
forcible of feebles — ^the most energetic of drivellers — 
Velluti acting Pietro L'Eremita.’ 

*Ik> you toiow, by any chance, whether South<g^*s 
Viniicm is out yet ? I wanted to look it over duimg 
the holidays.' , 

'Not out, though it has been advertised some time; 
but what do you expect ? ' 

^Nay, it is an interesting controversy, as con- 
troversies go. Not exactly Milton and Salmasius: but 
fair enough/ 

' 1 4o know. It has long degenerated into a mere 
personal bickering between the Laureate and Bufler. 
Southey ia^ of course, revelling in the idea of writing 
anil^lisbwofkifrithalAtmtitle; and that, pewps, 
isjriie mdy oircuinstanGe for which the controversy is 
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*But Southey, after all, is a man of splendid 
talents/ 

‘Doubtless — the most philosophical of bigots, and 
the most poetical of prose writers/ 

‘A propos to the Catholic Question — there goes 
Colonel Bother'em, trying to look like Prince Metter- 
nich — a decided failure/ 

‘What can keep him in town ?* 

‘Writing letters, I suppose. Heaven preserve me 
from receiving any of them !’ 

‘Is it true, then, that his letters are of the awful 
length that is whispered ?" 

‘True ! Oh ! they are something beyond all con- 
ception I Perfect epistolary Boa Constrictors. I 
speak with feeling, for I have myself suffered under 
tl:ieir voluminous windings/ 

‘Have you seen his quarto volume. The Cure for the 
Catholic Question V 
‘Yes.’ 

‘If you have it, lend it to me. What kind of thing 
is it ?* 

‘Oh ! what should it be I Ingenious and imbecile. 
He advises the Catholics, in the old nursery language, 
to behave like good boys — ^to open their mouths 
and shut their eyes, and see what God will send 
them/ 

‘Well, that is the usual advice. Is there nothing 
more characteristic of the writer ? ’ 

‘What think you of a proposition of making Jocky 
of Norfolk Patriarch of England, and of an ascertained 
credo for our Catholic fellow-subjects ? Ingenious — is 
not it ? * 

‘Have you seen Puff’s new volume of Ariosto ?* 

‘I have. What could possibly have induced Mr 
Partenopex Puff to have undertaken such a duty ? 
Mr Puff is a man destitute of poetical powers; possess- 
ing no vigour of language, and gifted with no happiness 
of expression. His translation is hard, dry. and husky, 
V.G. G 
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as the outside of a cocoa-nut. I am amused to see the 
excellent tact with which the public has determined 
not to read his volumes, in spite of the incessant 
exertions of a certain set to ensure their popularity; 
but the time has gone by when the smug coterie could 
create a reputation/ 

'Do you think the time ever existed, Cleveland ?' 

'What could have seduced Puff into being so 
ambitious ? I suppose his admirable knowledge of 
Italian; as if a man were entitled to strike a die for 
the new sovereign, merely because he was aware how 
much alloy might legally debase its carats of pure 
gold.’ 

'I never can pardon Puff for that little book on 
Cats. The idea was admirable; but, instead of one of 
the most delightful volumes that ever appeared, to 
take up a dull, tame compilation from Bingley’s 
Animal Biography !' 

'Yes I and the impertinence of dedicating such a 
work to the Officers of His Majesty's Household 
troops ! Considering the quarter from whence it 
proceeded, I certainly did not expect much, but still 
I thought that there was to be some little esprit. The 
poor Guards ! how nervous they must have been at 
the announcement ! What could have been the point 
of that dedication ? * 

‘I remember a most interminable proser, who was 
blessed with a very sensible-sounding voice, and who, 
on the strength of that, and his correct and constant 
emphases, was considered by the world, for a great 
time, as a sage. At length it was discovered that he was 
quite the reverse. Mr Puff’s wit is very like this man’s 
wisdom. You take up one of his little books, and you 
fancy, from its title-page, that it is going to be very 
witty ; as you proceed, you begin to suspect that 
the man is only a wag, and then, surprised at not 
"seeing the p9int,” you have a shrewd suspicion that 
he is a great fiajid at dry humour. It is not till you 
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have dosed the volume that you wonder who it is 
that has had the hardihood to intrude siidi imbedlity 
upxjn an indulgent world.' 

‘Come, come ! Mr Puff is a worthy gentleman. Let 
him cease to dusk the radiancy of Ariosto’s sunny 
stanzas, and I shall be tlie first man who will do justice 
to his merits. He certainly tattles prettily about 
tenses, and terminations, and is not an inelegant 
grammarian.’ 

‘Our literature, T think, is at a low ebb.' 

‘There is nothing like a fall of stocks to affect wdiat 
it is the fashion to st3de the Literature of the present 
day — a fungus production, which has flourished from 
the artificial state of our society — the mere creature 
of our imaginary ^vealth. Ever\"body being very rich, 
has afforded to be ver\^ literary-, boolvS being con* 
sidered a luxury, almost as elegant and necessary as 
ottomans, bon-bons, and pier-glasses. Consols at 100 
were the origin of all book societies. The stock- 
brokers’ ladies took off the quarto travels and the 
hot‘pressed poetry. They w^ere the patronesses of 
your patent ink, and your wire- wove paper. That is 
all past. Twenty jxt cent, difference in the \alue of 
our public securities fnnn lius time last year, that little 
incident has done more for the restoration of the old 
English feeling than all the exertions of Church and 
State united. There is nothing like a fall in Consols to 
bring the blood of our good people of England into 
cool order. It is your grand state medicine, your 
veritable Doctor Sangrado !’ 

‘A fall in stocks! and halt! to “the spread of 
knowledge !" and “the progress of liberal principles’’ 
is like that of a man too late for post-horses. A fall in 
stocks 1 and where are your London Universities and 
your Mechanics’ Institutes, and your new Docks ? 
Where your philosophy, your philanthropy, and your 
competition ? National prejudices revive, as national 
prosperity decreases. If the Consols were at sixty, we 
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should be again bellowing, God save the King ! eating 
roast beef, and damning the French.' 

‘And you imagine literature is equally affected, 
Gre3^ ? ' 

‘Clearly. We are literary because we were rich. 
Amid the myriad of volumes which issued monthly 
iroin the press, what one was not written for the mere 
hour ? It is all very well to buy mechanical poetry, 
and historical novels, when our purses have a plethora; 
but now, my dear fellow, depend upon it, the game is 
up. We have no scholars now — no literary recluses — 
no men who ever appear to think. * ‘ Scribble, scribble, 
scribble," as the Duke of Cumberland said to Gibbon, 
should be the motto of the mighty ‘ ' nineteenth 
century." ' 

‘Southey, I think, Grey, is an exception.' 

‘By no means. Southey is a political writer, a 
writer for a particular purpose. All his works, from 
those in three volumes quarto, to those in one duo- 
decimo, are alike political pamphlets.' 

‘We certainly want a master-spirit to set us right, 
Grey. We want Byron.' 

‘ There was the man ! And that such a man should 
be lost to us, at the very moment that he had begun 
to discover why it had pleased the Omnipotent to 
have endowed him with such powers ! ' 

‘If one thing were more characteristic of Byron's 
mind than another, it was his strong, shrewd common 
sense, his pure, unalloyed sagacity.' 

‘You knew him, I think, Cleveland ? ' 

‘Well; 1 was slightly acquainted with him, when 
in England; slightly, however, for I was then very 
young. But many years afterwards I met him in 
Italy. It was at Pisa, just before he left that place 
for Genoa. I was then very much struck at the altera- 
tion in his appearance.' 

‘Indeed!' 

‘Y^es; his face was swollen, and lie was getting fat. 
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His hair was gray, and his countenance had lost that 
spiritual expression which it once eminently possessed. 
His teeth were decaying; and he said, that if ever he 
came to England, it would be to consult Wayte about 
them. I certainly was very much struck at his altera- 
tion for the worse. Besides, he was dressed in the most 
extraordinary manner.' 

' Slovenly ? * 

'Ohl no, no, no — ^in the most dandified style that 
you can conceive; but not that of an English dandy 
either. He had on a magnificent foreign foraging cap, 
which he wore in the room, but his gray curls were 
quite perceptible; and a frogged surtout : and he had 
a large gold chain round his neck, and pushed into his 
waistcoat pocket. I imagined, of course, that a glass 
was attached to it; but I afterwards found that it 
bore nothing but a quantity of trinkets. He had also 
another gold chain tight round his neck, like a collar.' 

' How odd I And did you converse much with 
him ? ' 

H was not long at Pisa, but we never parted, and 
there was only one subject of conversation — England, 
England, England. I never met a man in whom the 
maladie du pays was so strong. Byron was certainly 
at this time restless and discontented. He was tired 
of his dragoon captains and pensioned poetasters, and 
he dared not come back to England with, what he 
considered, a tarnished reputation. His only thought 
was of some desperate exertion to clear himself. It 
was for this he went to Greece. When I was with him, 
he was in correspondence with some friends in England 
about the purchase of a large tract of land in Colombia 
He affected a great admiration of Bolivar.' 

'Who, by the bye, is a great man.' 

'Assuredly.' 

‘Your acquaintance with Byron must have been 
one of the gratifying incidents of your life, Cleveland ? ' 

'Certainly; I may say with Friar Martin, in Goetz 
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of Berlicliingen, “The sight of him touched my heart. 
It is a pleasure to have seen a great man.” * 

' Hobhouse was a faithful friend to him ? * 

‘ His conduct has been beautiful — and Byron had a 
thorough affection for him in spite of a few squibs, 
and a few drunken speeches, which damned 
good-natured friends have always been careful to 
repeat/ 

‘ The loss of Byron can never be retrieved. He was 
indeed a real man; and when I say this, I award him 
the most splendid character which human nature need 
aspire to. At least, I, for my part, have no ambition 
to be considered either a divinity or an angel; and 
truly, when 1 look round upon the creatures alike 
effeminate in mind and body, of which the world is, 
in general, composed, I fear that even my ambition 
is too exalted. Byron's mind was like his own ocean — 
sublime in its yeasty madness — beautiful in its glittering 
summer brightness — mighty in the lone magnificence 
of its waste of waters — gazed upon from the magic 
of its own nature — yet capable of representing, but as 
in a glass darkly, the natures of all others.' 

‘ Hyde Park is greatly changed since I was a dandy, 
Vivian. Pray, do the Misses Otranto still live in that 
house ? ' 

‘Yes — blooming as ever.' 

‘It is the fashion to abuse Horace Walpole, but I 
really think him the most delightful writer that ever 
existed. I wonder who is to be the Horace Walpole 
of the present century ? Some one, perhaps, we least 
suspect ' 

‘ Vivida Vis, think you ? ' 

‘More than probable. I will tell you who ought to 
be writing Memoirs — Lord Dropmore. Does my 
Lord Manfred keep his mansion there, next to the 
Misses Otranto ? ' 

‘ I believe so, and lives there.' 

‘1 knew him in (^rmany — ^a singular man, and not 
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understood. Perhaps he does not understand him- 
self. I see our horses.’ 

'I will join you in an instant, Cleveland. I just 
want to speak one word to Osborne, whom I see coming 
down here. Well, Osborne ! I must come and knock 
you up one of these mornings. I have got a commission 
for you from Lady Julia Knighton, to which you must 
pay particular attention.’ 

‘Well, Mr Grey, how does Lady Julia like the bay 
mare ? ’ 

‘Very much, indeed; but she wants to know what 
you have done about the chestnut ? ’ 

‘Oh ! put it off, sir, in the prettiest style, on young 
Mr Feoffment, who has just married, and taken a 
house in Gower Street. He wanted a bit of blood — 
hopes he likes it ! ’ 

‘Hopes he does. Jack. There is a particular favour 
which you can do me, Osborne, and which I am sure 
you will. Ernest Clay — you know Ernest Clay — a 
most excellent fellow is Ernest Clay, you know, and 
a great friend of yours, Osborne; I wish you would 
just step down to Connaught Place, and look at those 
bays he bought of Harry Mounteney. He is in a little 
trouble, and we must do what we can for him— you 
know he is an excellent fellow, and a great friend of 
yours. Thank you, I knew you would. Good morning 
— remember Lady Julia. So you really fitted young 
Feoffment with the chestnut. Well, that was admir- 
able ! Good morning. 

‘ I do not know whether you care for these things at 
all, Cleveland, but Premium, a famous millionaire, 
has gone this morning, for I know not how much ! 
Half the new world will be ruined; and in this old one, 
a most excellent fellow, my friend Ernest Clay. He 
was engaged to Premium's daughter — his last re- 
source; and now, of course, it is all up with him.' 

‘I was at college with his brother, Augustus Clay. 
He is a nephew of Lord Mounteney’s, is he not ? ' 
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‘The very same. Poor fellow ! I do not know what 
we must do for him. I think 1 shall advise liim to 
cliarge liis name to Clay-x»«7/fi; and if the world ask 
him the reason of the euphonious augmentation, why, 
he can swear it was to distinguish himself from his 
brothers. Too many rou& of the same name will 
never do. And now spurs to our steeds 1 for we are 
going at least three miles out of our way, and I must 
collect my senses, and arrange my curls before dinner; 
for I have to flirt with at least three fair ones.’ 
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CHAPTER [I 

These conversations play the very deuce with one’s 
story. Wc had intended to have commenced this 
book with something quite terrific — a murder or a 
marriage : and all our great ideas have ended in a 
lounge. After all, it is, perhaps, the most natural 
termination. In life, surely man is not always as 
monstrously busy as he appears to be in novels and 
romances. We are not always in action — ^not always 
making speeches, or making money, or making war, or 
making love. Occasiondly we talk — about the 
weather, generally — ^sometimes about ourselves — 
oftener about our friends — as often about our enemies 
— at least, those who have any; which, in my opinion, 
is the vulgarest of all possessions. 

But we must ’“get on. 

Mr Cleveland and Mrs Felix Lorraine again met, 
and the gentleman scarcely appeared to be aware 
that this meeting was not their first. The lady sighed 
and remonstrated. She reproached Mr Cleveland witli 
passages of letters. He stared and deigned not a 
reply to an artifice which he considered equally 
audacious and shallow. There was a scene. Vivian 
was forced to interfere; but as he deprecated all 
explanation, his interference was of little avail; and, 
as it was ineffectual for one party and uncalled for 
by the other, it was, of course, not encouraged. The 
presence of Mrs Cleveland did not tend to assist Mrs 
Felix in that self-control which, with all her v^ildness, 
she could appositely practise. In the presence of the 
Clevelands, she was fitful, capricious, perf)lexing; 
sometimes impertinent, sometimes humble; but 
always ill at ease, and never charming. 
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Peculiar, however, as was her conduct in this 
particular relation, it was in all others, at this moment, 
mcst exemplary. Her whole soul seemed concentrated 
m the success of the approaching struggle. No office 
was too mechanical for her attention, or too elaborate 
for her enthusiastic assiduity. Her attentions were not 
confined merely to Vivian and the Marquess, but were 
lavished with equal generosity on their colleagues. 
She copied letters for Sir Berdmore, and composed 
letters for Lord Courtown, and construed letters to 
Lord Beaconsfield; they, in return, echoed her praises 
to her delighted relative, who was daily congratulated 
on the possession of 'sucli a fascinating sister-in- 
law.’ 

‘Well, Vivian,* said Mrs Lorraine, to that young 
gentleman, the day previous to his de})arture from 
Buckhurst Lodge, ‘you arc going to leave me behind 
you ?* 

‘Indeed V 

‘Yes ! I hope you will not want me. I am very 
annoyed at not being able to go to town with you, 
but Lady Courtown is so pressing ! and I have really 
promised so often to stay a week with her, that I 
thought it was better to make out my promise at 
once, than in six months hence.* 

‘Well ! I am exceedingly sorry, for you really are so 
useful ! and the interest you take in everything is so 
encouraging, that I very much fear we sliall not be 
able to get on without you. The important hour 
draws nigh.* 

‘It does, indeed, Vivian; and I assure you that there 
is no person awaiting it with intenser interest than 
myself. I little thought,* she added, in a low, but 
distinct voice, ‘I little thought, when I first reached 
England, that I should ever again be interested in 
anything in this world.* Vivian was silent, for he had 
nothing to say. 

‘Vivian !* very briskly resumed Mrs Lorraine, T 
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shall get you to frank all my letters for me. I shall 
never trouble the Marquess again. Do you know, it 
strikes me you will make a very good speaker ! ' 

'You flatter me exceedingly; suppose you give me a 
few lessons.’ 

'But you must leave oft some of your wicked tricks, 
Vivian ! You must not improvise parliamentary 
papers !’ 

'Improvise paj^ers, Mrs Lorraine ! wliat can you 
mean ? ’ 

‘Oh ! nothing. T never mean anything.’ 

'But you must liave had some meaning.’ 

‘Some meaning ! Yes, 1 dare say 1 had; I meant — 
I meant — do you think it will rain to>day ? ’ 

‘Every prospect of a hard frost. 1 never knew 
before that I was an improvisatore.’ 

'Nor I. Have you heard from papa lately ? I 
suppose he is quite in spirits at your success ? ’ 

‘My father is a man who seldom gives way to any 
elation of mind.’ 

'Ah, indeed 1 a philosopher, I have no doubt, like 
his son.’ 

‘I have no claims to the title of philosopher, althougli 
1 have had the advantage of stud 5 dng in the school 
of Mrs Felix Lorraine.’ 

‘What do you mean ? If I thought you meant to 
be impertinent, 1 really, would; but I excuse you — 1 
think the boy means well.’ 

‘The boy “means nothing — he never means any- 
thing.” ’ 

‘Come, Vivian ! we are going to part. Do not let 
us quarrel the last day. There, there is a sprig of 
m 3 a*tle for you ! 

What ? not accept my foolish flower ? 

>^ay, then, I am indeed unblest I 

and now you want it all ! Unreasonable young man ! 
If I were not the kindest lady in the land 1 should tear 
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this sprig into a thousand pieces sooner; but come, my 
child ! j^ou shall have it. There ! it looks quite imposing 
in your button- hole. How handsome you look to- 
day !’ 

‘How agreeable you are ! I love compliments !’ 

‘Ah, Vivian ! will you never give me credit for any- 
thing but a light and callous heart ? Will you never 
be convinced that — that — but why make this humiliat- 
ing confession ? Oh ! no, let me be misunderstood for 
ever ! The time may come wlien Vivian Grey will find 
that Amalia Lorraine was ’ 

‘Was what, madam ?’ 

‘You shall choose the word, Vivian.’ 

‘Say, then, my friend.’ 

‘’Tis a monosyllable full of meaning, and I will not 
quarrel with it. And now, adieu ! Heaven prosper 
you ! Believe me, that my first thoughts, and my last, 
are for you, and of you !’ 
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CHAPTER III 

‘This is very kind of you. Grey ! I was afraid my note 
might not have caught you. You have not break- 
fasted ? Really, I wish you would take up your 
quarters in Carabas House, for I want you now every 
moment.* 

‘What is the urgent business of this morning 
‘Oh ! I have seen Bromlev.* 

‘Ha r 

‘And everything most satisfactory. I did not go 
into detail; I left that for you: but I ascertained 
sufficient to convince me that management is now 
alone required.* 

‘Well, my lord, I trust that will not be wanting.* 
‘No, Vivian; you have opened my eyes to the 
situation in which fortune has placed me. The 
experience of every day only proves the truth and 
soundness of your views. Foiiuiiate, indeed, was the 
hour in which we met.* 

‘My lord, I do trust that it was a meeting which 
neither of us will live to repent.* 

‘ Impossible ! my dear friend. I do not hesitate to 
say that I would not change my present lot for that of 
any peer of this realm; no, not for that of His Majesty*s 
most favoured counsellor. What ! with my character 
and my influence, and my connections, I to be a tool ! 
I, the Marquess of Carabas ! I say nothing of my own 
powers ; but, as you often most justly and truly 
observe, the world has had the opportunity ol judging 
of them, and I think I may recur, without vanity, 
to the days in which my voice had some weight in the 
Royal Councils. And, as I have often remarked, I have 
friends — I have you, Vivian. My career is before you. 
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I know what I should have done at your age; not to 
say what I did do — I to be a tool ! The very last 
person that ought to be a tool. But I see my error : 
you have opened my eyes, and blessed be the hour in 
which we met. But we must take care how we act, 
Vivian; we must be wary — eh ! Vivian — wary — 
wary. People must know what their situations are — 
eh ! Vivian ? ’ 

'Exceedingly useful knowledge, but I do not exactly 
understand the particular purport of your lordship’s 
last observation.’ 

'You do not, eh ? ’ asked the peer; and he fixed his 
eyes as earnestly, and expressively, as he possibly 
could upon his young companion. ‘Well, I thought 
not. I w^as positive it was not true,’ continued the 
Marquess, in a murmur. 

'What, my lord ? ’ 

'Oh! nothing, nothing; people talk at random — 
at random — at random. I feel confident you quite 
agree with me — eli I Vivian ? ’ 

'Really, my lord, I fear I am unusually dull this 
morning,’ 

'Dull! no, no, you quite agree with me. I feel 
confident you do. People must be taught what their 
situations are — that is what I am saying, Vivian. 
My Lord Courtown,’ added the Marquess in a whisper, 

‘ is not to have everything his own way — eh \ Vivian ? ’ 

‘Oh, ohr thought Vivian, 'this, then, is the result 
of that admirable creature, Mrs Felix Lorraine, staying 
a week with her dear friend. Lady Courtown/ — 'My 
lord, it would be singular if, in the Carabas party, the 
Carabas interest was not the predominant one/ 

' I knewT you thought so. I could not believe, for a 
minute, that you could think otherwise : but some 
people take such strange ideas into their heads — I 
cannot account for them. I felt confident what would 
be your opinion. My Lord Courtown is not to carry 
everything before him, in the spirit that I have lately 
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observed — or, rather, in the spirit which I understand, 
from very good authority, is exhibited. Eh ! Vivian — 
that is your opinion, is not it ? ’ 

‘ Oh ! my dear Marquess, we must think alike on 
this, as on all points.’ 

'I knew it. I felt confident as to your sentiments 
upon this subject. I cannot conceive why some people 
take such strange ideas into their heads 1 I knew that 
you could not disagree with me upon this point. No, 
no, no, my Lord Courtown must feel what is the pre- 
dominent interest, as you so well express it. How 
choice your expressions always are ! I do not know how 
it is, but you always hit upon the right expression, 
Vivian. The predominant interest — the pre-do-mi- 
nant — in-te-rest. To be sure. What ! with my high 
character and connections — with my stake in society, 
was it to be expected that I, the Marquess of Carabas, 
was going to make any move which compromised the 
predominancy of my interests ? No, no, no, my Lord 
Courtown — the predominant interest must be kept 
predominant — eh ! Vivian ? * 

*To be sure, my lord; explicitness and decision will 
soon arrange any desagremens/ 

‘ I have been talking lo Lady Carabas, Vivian, upon 
the expediency of her opening the season early. I 
think a course of parliamentary dinners would 
produce a good effect. It gives a tone to a political 
party.' 

‘Certainly; the science of political gastronomy has 
never been sufficiently studied.’ 

‘ Egad I Vivian, I am in such spirits this morning. 
This business of Bromley so delights me; and finding 
you agree with me about Lord Courtown, I was 
confident as to your sentiments on that point. But 
some people take such strange ideas into their heads ! 
To be sure, to be sure, the predominant interest, mine 
— that is to say, ours, Vivian — ^is the predominant 
interest. I have no idea of the predominant interest 
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not being pi'edominant; that would be singular ! I 
knew you would agree with me — we always agree, 
"fwas a lucky hour when we met. Two minds so exactly 
alike 1 I was just your very self when I was young; 
and as for you- — my career is before you/ 

Here entered Mr Sadler with the letters. 

'One from Courtown. I wonder if he has seen 
Mountency. Mounteney is a very good-natured 
ielkw, and I think might be managed. Ah 1 1 wish you 
could get hold of him, Vivian; you would soon bring 
him round. What it is to have brains, Vivian ! ' and 
here the Marquess shook liis head very pompously, 
and at the same time tapped very significantly on his 
left temple. ' Ha ! what— what is all this ! Here, 
read it, read it, man — I have no head to-day.* 
Vivian took the letter, and his quick eye dashed 
through its contents in a second. It was from Lord 
Courtown, and dated far in the country. It talked of 
private communications, and premature conduct, 
and the suspicious, not to say dishonourable, behaviour 
of Mr Vivian Grey : it trusted that such conduct was 
not sanctioned by his lordship, but, 'nevertheless 
obliged to act with decision — regretted the necessity,* 
etc., etc., etc., etc. In short, Lord Courtown had 
deserted, and recalled his pledge as to the official 
appointment promised to Mr Cleveland, 'because that 
promise was made while he was the victim of delusions 
created by the representations of Mr Grey.* 

'What can all this mean, my lord ? * 

The Marquess swore a fearful oath, and threw 
another letter. 

'This is from Lord Beaconsfield, my lord,' said 
Vivian, with a face palhd as death, ‘ and apparently the 
composition of the same writer; at least, it is the same 
tale, the same refacimento of lies, and treachery, and 
cowardice, doled out with diplomatic politesse. But 

I w^ill oft to shire instantly. It is not yet too 

date to save everything. This is Wednesday; on 
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Thursday afternoon I shall be at Noi^vood Park. 
Thank God ! I came this morning.' 

The face of the Marquess, who was treacherous as 
the wind, seemed already to indicate, ‘Adieu ! Mr 
Vivian Grey!' but that countenance exhibited some 
very dillerent passions, when it glanced over the 
contents of the next e]Mslle. There was a tremendous 
oath--- and a dead silence. His lordship's florid 
countenance turned as pale as that of his companion. 
The perspiration stole down m heavy drops. He gasped 
for breath I 

‘Good God ! my lord, what is the matter ?' 

‘The matter I' howled the Marquess, ‘the matter I 
That I have been a vain, weak, miserable fool !' and 
then there w^as another oath, and he flung the letter 
to the other side of the table. 

It was the oflicial conge of the Most Noble Sidney 
Marquess of Carabas. His Majesty had no longer any 
occasion for his services. His successor w^as Lord 
Courtowm ! 

We will not effect to give any description of the 
conduct of the Marquees of Carabas at this moment. 
He raved, he stamped, he blasiiiieined 1 but the wfliole 
of his abuse was levelled against his former ‘monstrous 
clever' young friend, of whose character he had so 
often boasted that his own w^as the piototype, but who 
was now an adventurer, a swdndler, a scoundrel, a 
liar — a base, deluding, flattering, fawning villain, etc., 
etc., etc., etc. 

‘My lord !' said Vivian. 

‘I will not hear you — out on your fair words ! They 
have duped me enough already. That I, with my high 
character and connections ! that I, the Marquess of 
Carabas, should have been the victim of the arts of a 
young scoundrel !' 

Vivian's fist was once clenched — but it was only for 
a moment. The Marquess leant back in his chair, with 
his eyes shut. In the agony of the moment, a pro- 
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iecting tooth of his upper jaw had forced itself through 
his under lip, and from the wound the blood was 
flowing frecljf over his dead white countenance. 
Vivian leH the room. 
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CHAPTER IV 

He stopped one moment on the landing-place, ere 
he was about to leave the Ijousc tor ever. 

‘’Tis all over! and so. \hvian Grey, your game is 
up ! and to die, too, like a dog — a woman’s dupe ! 
Were I a despot, I should perlia])s satiate my vengeance 
upon this female fiend, witli the assistance of the 
rack — but that cannot be; and alter all, it would be 
but a poor revenge in one who has worshipped the 
Empire of the Intellect, to vindicate the agony I am 
now enduring, upon the base body of a woman. No 1 
’tis not all over. There is yet an intellectual rack of 
which few dream : far, far more terrific than the most 
exquisite contrivances of Parysatis. — Jacinte,’ said he 
to a female attendant that passed, hs your mistress 
at home ? ’ 

'She is, sir.’ 

'’Tis well,’ said Vivian, and he sprang upstairs. 

'Health to the lady of our love !’ said Vivian Grey, 
as he entered the elegant boudoir of Mrs Felix Lorraine. 
'In spite of the easterly wind, wdiich has spoiled my 
beauty for the season, 1 could not, refrain from inquir- 
ing after your prosperity, before I w'ent to the Marquess. 
Have you heard the news ? ’ 

'News ! no; what news ?’ 

'’Tis a sad tale,’ said Vivian, with a melancholy 
voice. 

'Oh ! then, pray do not tell it me. I am in no 
humour for sorrow to-day. Come I a hon~mot, or a 
calemhour, or exit Mr Vivian Grey.’ 

'Well then, good morning ! I am off for a black 
crape, or a Barcelona kerchief. Mrs Cleveland is — 
dead.’ 
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'Dead !* exclaimed Mrs Lorraine. 

'Dead ! She died last night, suddenly. Is it not 
horrible ? ' 

'Shocking !' exclaimed Mrs Lorraine, with a mourn- 
ful voice, and an eye dancing with joy. 'Why ! Mr 
^irey, I do declare you are weeping/ 

'It is not for the departed !' 

'Nay, Vivian ! for Heaven’s sake, what is the 
matter ? ’ 

'My dear Mrs Lorraine!’ but here the speaker’s 
voice was choked with grief, and he could not proceed. 

'Pray compose yourself.’ 

‘Mrs Felix Lorraine, can I speak with you half an 
hour, undisturbed ?’ 

'By all means. I will ring for Jacinte. Jacinte ! 
mind, I am not at home to any one. Well I'what is 
the matter ? ’ 

'Oh, madam, J must pmy your patience — I wish you 
to shrive a penileut.’ 

'Good God ! Mr Grey I for Heaven’s sake, be explicit.’ 

'For Heaven’s sake— for your sake — for my soul’s 
sake, I w^ould be explicit; but explicitness is not the 
language of such as 1 am. Can you listen to a tale of 
horror; can you promise me to contain yourself ?’ 

'I will promise anything. Pray, pray, proceed.’ * 

But in spite of her earnest solicitations her com- 
panion was mute. At length he rose from his chair, 
and leaning on the chimncy-piece, buried his face in 
his hands, and wept. 

'Vivian,’ said Mis Lorraine, 'have you seen the 
Marquess yet ? ’ 

'Not yet,’ he sobbed; ‘I am going to him; but I am 
in no humour for business this morning.’ 

'Compose yourself, I beseech you. I will hear every- 
thing. You shall not complain of an inattentive or 
an irritable auditor. Now, my dear Vivian, sit down 
and tell me all,’ She led him to a chair, and then, 
after stifling his sobs, with a broken voice he proceeded! 
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'You will recollect, madam, that accident made me 
acquainted with certain circumstances connected 
with yourself and Mr Cleveland. Alas ! actuated by 
the vilest of sentiments, I conceived a violent hatred 
against that gentleman — a hatred only to be equalled 
by my passion for you; but 1 find difficulty in dwelling 
upon the details of this sad story of jealousy and 
despair.^ 

'Oh ! speak, speak ! compensate for all you have 
done, by your present frankness; be brief, be brief.' 

'I will be brief/ said Vivian with earnestness; 'I 
will be brief. Know then, madam that in order to 
prevent the intercourse between you and Mr Cleveland 
from proceeding, I obtained his friendship, and became 
the confidante of his heart’s sweetest secret. Thus 
situated, I supju'essed the letters, with which I was 
entrusted from him to you. and poisoning his mind, 1 
accounted for your silence by your being employed in 
other correspondence; nay, 1 did more, with the 
malice of a fiend, I boasted of — — nay, do not stop 
me; I have more to tell.' 

Mrs Felix Lorraine, with compressed lips, and looks 
of horrible earnestness, gazed in silence. 

‘The result of all tliis you know — but the most 
terrible part is to come; and, by a strange fascination, 
I fly to confess my crimes at your feet, even while the 
last minutes have witnessed my most heinous one. 
Oh 1 madam, I have stood over the bier of the de- 
parted; I have mingled my tears with those of the 
sorrowing widower — ^his young and tender child was on 
my knee, and as I kissed his innocent lips, methought 
it was but my duty to the departed, to save the father 
from his mother's rival — — ' He stopped. 

'Yes — ^yes — ^yes/ said Mrs Felix Lorraine, in a low 
whisper. 

‘ It was then, even then, in the hour of his desola- 
:ion, that I mentioned your name, that it might the 
nore disgust him; and, while he wept over his virtuous 
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'Dead !' exclaimed Mrs Lorraine. 

'Dead ! She died last night, suddenly. Is it not 
horrible ? ' 

'Shocking !* exclaimed Mrs Lorraine, with a mourn- 
ful voice, and an eye dancing with joy. ‘Why ! Mr 
Grey, I do declare you are weeping.* 

‘It is not for the departed !* 

‘Nay, Vivian ! for Heaven’.s sake, what is the 
matter ?’ 

'My dear Mrs Lorraine!* but here the speaker’s 
voice was choked with grief, and he could not proceed. 

‘Pray compose yourself.* 

'Mrs Felix Lorraine, can I speak \vith you half an 
hour, undisturbed ? * 

'By all means. I will ring for Jacinte. Jacinte ! 
mind, I am not at home to any one. Well ! what is 
the matter ?* 

'Oh, madam, I must pray your patience — I wish you 
to shrive a j)enitent.’ 

‘Good God ! Mr Grey I for Heaven’s sake, be explicit.’ 

‘For Heaven*s sake — for your sake — ^for my soul’s 
sake, I would be exjjlicit; but explicitness is not the 
language of such as 1 am. Can you listen to a tale of 
liorror; can you promise me to contain yourself ?* 

‘I will promise anything. Pray, pray, proceed.’ * 

But in spite of her earnest solicitations her com- 
panion was mute. At length he rose from his chair, 
and leaning on the chimney-piece, buried his face in 
his hands, and wept. 

‘Vivian,* said Mrs Lorraine, ‘have you seen the 
Marquess yet ? ’ 

‘Not yet,* he sobbed; ‘I am going to him; but I am 
in no humour for business this morning.* 

‘Compose yourself, I beseech you. I will hear every- 
thing. You shall not complain of an inattentive or 
an irritable auditor. Now, my dear Vivian, sit down 
and tell me all.* She led him to a chair, and then, 
after stifling his sobs, with a broken voice he proceeded. 
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‘You will recollect, madam, that accident made me 
acquainted with certain circumstances connected 
with yourself and Mr Cleveland. Alas ! actuated by 
the vilest of sentiments, I conceived a violent hatred 
against that gentleman — a hatred only to be equalled 
by my passion for you; but I find difficulty in dwelling 
upon the details of tliis sad story of jealousy and 
despair.' 

‘Oh ! speak, speak ! compensate for all you have 
done, by your present frankness; be brief, be brief.' 

‘1 will be brief,’ said Vivian with earnestne.ss; ‘1 
will be brief. Know then, madam, tliat in order to 
prevent the intercourse between you and Mr Cleveland 
from proceeding, 1 obtained his friendship, and became 
the confidante of his heart’s sweetest secret. Thus 
situated, I suppressed the letters, with which I was 
entrusted from him to you, and poisoning his mind, I 
accounted for 57our silence by your being employed in 
other correspondence; nay, I did more, with the 

malice of a fiend, 1 boasted of nay, do not stop 

me; I have more to tell.' 

Mrs Felix Lorraine, with compressed lips, and looks 
of horrible earnestness, gazed in silence. 

‘The result of all this you know — but the most 
terrible part is to come; and, by a strange fascination, 
I fly to confess my crimes at your feet, even while the 
last minutes have witnessed my most heinous one. 
Oh I madam, I have stood over the bier of the de- 
parted; I have mingled my tears with those of the 
sorrowing widower — his young and tender child was on 
my knee, and as I kissed his innocent lips, methought 
it was but my duty to the departed, to save the father 
from his mother's rival ' He stopped. 

‘Yes — yes — ^yes,' said Mrs Felix LoiTaine, in a low 
whisper. 

‘ It was then, even then, in the hour of his desola- 
tion, that I mentioned your name, that it might the 
more disgust him; and, while he wept over his yirtuohs 
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and sainted wife, I dwelt on the vices of his rejected 
mistress.' 

Mrs Lorraine clasped her hands, and moved rest- 
lessly on her seat. 

* Nay ! do not stop me — ^let me tell all. ' ‘ Cleveland," 
said I, “if ever you become the husband of Mrs Felix 
Lon-aine, remember my last words : it will be well for 
you, if your frame be like that of Mithridates of Pontus, 
and proof against poison." 

‘ And did you say this ? ' shrieked the woman. 

'Even these were iny words.' 

' Tlien may all evil blast thee ! ' She threw herself 
on the sofa : her voice was choked with the convulsions 
of her passion, and she writhed in fearful agony. 

Vivian Grey, lounging in an arm-chair, m the easiest 
of postures, and with a face brilliant with smiles, 
watched his victim with the eye of a Mephistopheles. 

She slowly recovered, and with a broken voice 
poured forth her sacred absolution to the relieved 
penitent. 

‘You wonder I do not stab you — ^lia! ha! ha! 
there is no need for that ! The good powers be praised, 
that you refused the draught I once proffered. Know, 
wretch, that your race is run. Within five minutes, 
you will breathe a beggar and an outcast. Your 
golden dreams are over — ^your cunning plans are 
circumvented — your ambitious hopes are crushed for 
ever — you are blighted in the very spring of your life. 
Oh 1 may you never die I May you wander for ever, 
the butt of the world's malice I and may the slow 
moving finger of sconi point where'er you go at the 
ruined Charlatan ! ' 

‘Ha, ha! is it so, think you, that Vivian Grey 
would fall by a woman's wile ? Think you that Vivian 
Grey could be crushed by such a worthless thing as 
you ? Know, then, that your political intrigues have 
been as little concealed from me as your personal 
ones — I have been acquainted with all. The Marquess 
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has, himself, seen the Minister, and is more firmly 
established in his pride of place than ever. I have, 
myself, seen our colleagues, whom you tampered with, 
and their hearts are still true, and their purpose still 
fixed. All, all prospers; and ere five days are passed, 
''the Charlatan" will be a Senator.’ 

The shifting expression of Mrs Lorraine’s counten- 
ance, while Vivian was speaking, would have baffled 
the most cunning painter. Her complexion was 
capricious as the chameleon’s, and her countenance was 
so convulsed, that her features seemed of all shapes 
and sizes. One large vein protruded nearly a quarter 
of an inch from her forehead; and the dank light which 
gleamed in her tearful eye was like an unwholesome 
meteor quivering in a marsh. When he ended, she 
sprang from the sofa, and looking up, and extending her 
arms with unmeaning wildness, she gave one loud 

shriek, and dropped like a bird shot on the wing 

she had burst a blood vessel. 

Vivian raised her on the sofa, and paid her every 
possible attention. There is always a medical atten- 
dant lurking about the mansions of the noble, and 
to this worthy, and the attendant Jacinte, Vivian 
delivered his patient. 

Had Vivian Grey left the boudoir a pledged bride- 
groom, his countenance could not have been more 
triumphant; but he was labouring under unnatural 
excitement; for it is singular, that when, as he left the 
house, the porter told him that Mr Cleveland was with 
his lord, Vivian had no idea at the moment what 
individual bore that name. The fresh air of the street 
revived him, and somewhat cooled the bubbling of 
his blood. It was then that the man’s information 
struck upon his senses. 

‘So, poor Cleveland!’ thought Vivian, 'then he 
knows all I ’ His own misery he had not yet thought 
of; but, when Cleveland occurred to him, with his 
ambition once more baulked — his high hopes once 
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more blasted — and his honourable soul once more 
deceived — ^when he thought of his fair wife, and his 
infant children, and his ruined prospects — a sickness 
came over his heart, he grew dizzy, and fell. 

‘And the gentleman's ill, I think/ said an honest 
Irishman: and in the fulness of his charity he placed 
Vivian on a door step. 

‘So it seems!' said a genteel passenger in black; 
and he snatched, with great sang-froid, Vivian's 
watch. ‘ Stop thief 1 ’ hallooed the Hibernian. Paddy 
was tripped up. There was a row; in the midst of 
which Vivian Grey cra\vlcd to an hotel. 
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CHAPTER V 

In half an hour Vivian was at Mr Cleveland's door. 

‘My master is at the Marquess of Carabas's, sir; he 
will not return, but is going immediately to Richmond, 
where Mrs Cleveland is staying/ 

Vivian immediately wTote to Mr Cleveland. ‘If 
your master have left the Marquess's, let this be for- 
warded to him at Richmond immediately.' 

‘Cleveland ! — ^You know all. It would be mockery 
were I to say, that at this moment I am not thinking 
of myself. I am a ruined man, in body and in mind. 
But my own misery is nothing; I can die — I can go 
mad — and who will be hai'med ? But you 1 I had 
wished that we should never meet again; but my hand 
refuses to trace the thoughts with w'hich my heart is 
full, and I am under the sad necessity of requesting 
you to see me once more. We have been betrayed — 
and by a woman; but there has been revenge ! oh 1 
what revenge 1 

‘Vivian Grey.' 

When Vivian left Mr Cleveland's, he actually did 
not know what to do with himself. Home, at present, 
he could not face, and so he continued to wander 
about, quite unconscious of locality. He passed in his 
progress many of his acquaintance, who, from his 
distracted air and rapid pace, imagined that he was 
intent on some important business. At length he found 
Itself in one of the most sequestered parts of Ken- 
sin^on Gardens. It was a cold, frosty day, and as 
Vivian flung himself upon one of the summer seats, 
the snow wfted from off the frozen board; but 
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Vivian's brow was as burning hot as if he had been an 
inhabitant of Sirius. Throwing his arms on a small 
garden table, he buried his face in his hands, and 
wept — as men can but once weep in this world 1 

O thou sublime and most subtle philosopher, who, 
in thy lamp-lit cell, art speculating upon the passions 
which thou hast never felt ! O thou splendid and 
most admirable poet, who, with cunning words, art 
painting with a smile a tale of woe ! tell me what is 
Grief, and solve me the mystery of Sorrow. 

Not for himself — for after the first pang he would 
have whistled off his high hopes with the spirit of a 
Ripperda — not even for Cleveland — for at this moment, 
it must be confessed, his thoughts were not for his 
friend — did Vivian Grey's soul struggle as if it were 
about to leave its fleshy chamber. We said he wept, 
as men can weep but once in this world; and yet it 
would have been impossible for him to have defined 
what, at that fearful moment, was the cause of his 
heart's sorrow. Incidents of childhood, of the most 
trivial nature, and until this moment forgotten, 
flashed across his memory; he gazed on the smile of his 
mother — ^he listened to the sweet tones of his father's 
voice — and his hand clenched, with still more agonised 
grasp, his rude resting-place; and the scalding tears 
dashed down his cheek in still more ardent torrents. 
He had no distinct remembrance of what had so lately 
happened; but characters flitted before him as in a 
theatre in a dream — dim and shadovy, yet full of 
mysterious and undefinable interest; and then there 
came a horrible idea across his mind, that his glittering 
youth was gone and wasted; and then there was a dark 
whisper of treachery, and dissimulation, and dis- 
honour; and then he sobbed as if his very heart were 
cracking. All his boasted philosophy vanished — his 
artificial feelings fled him. Insulted Nature reasserted 
her long-spumed authority, and the once proud Vivian 
Grey felt too humble even to curse himself. Gradually 
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his sobs became less convulsed, and his brow more 
cool; and calm from very exhaustion, he sat for 
upwards of an hour motionless. 

At this moment there issued, with their attendant, 
from an adjoining shrubbery, two beautiful children. 
They were so exceedingly lovely that the passenger 
would have stopped to gaze upon them. The eldest, 
who yet was very young, was leading his sister hand 
in hand, with slow and graceful steps, mimicking the 
courtesy of men. But when his eye caught Vivian’s, the 
boy uttered a loud cry of exultation, and rushed, with 
the eagerness of infantile affection, to his gentle and 
favourite playmate. They were the young Clevelands. 
With what miraculoub quickness will man shake off 
the outward semblance of grief when his sorrow is a 
secret ! The mighty merchant, who knows that in 
four-and-twenty hours the world must be astounded 
by his insolvency, will walk in the front of his confident 
creditor, as if he were the lord of a thousand argosies 
— ^the meditating suicide will smile on the arm of a 
companion, as if to breathe in this sunny world were 
the most ravishing and rapturous bliss. We cling 
to our stations in our fellow-creature’s minds and 
memories; we know, too well, the frail tenure on which 
we are in this world, great and considered personages. 
Experience makes us shrink from the specious sneer of 
sympathy; and when we are ourselves falling, bitter 
Memory whispers that we have ourselves been 
neglectful. 

And so it was, that, even unto these infants, 
Vivian Grey dared not appear other than a gay and 
easy-hearted man; and in a moment he was dancing 
them on his knee, and playing with their curls, and 
joining in their pretty prattle, and pressing their small 
and fragrant lips. 

^ It was night when he paced down . He passed 

his club; that club, to become a member of which had 
(Mice been the object of his high ambition, and to gain 
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which privilege had cost such hours of canvassing; 
such interference of noble friends; and the incurring of 
favours from so many people, 'which never could be 
forgotten/ 

A desperate feeling actuated him, and he entered 
the club-house. He walked into the great saloon, and 
met some fifty 'most particular friends,' all of whom 
asked him, 'how the Marquess did,' or 'have you seen 
Cleveland ? ’ and a thousand other as comfortable 
queries. At length, to avoid these disagreeable ren- 
contres, and indeed to rest himself, he went to a 
smaller and more private room. As he opened the door, 
his eyes lighted upon Cleveland. 

He was standing with his back to the fire. There 
were only two other persons in the room; one was a 
friend of Cleveland's, and the other an acquaintance 
of Vivian's, The latter was writing at the table. 

When Vivian saw Cleveland he would have retired, 
but he was bid to 'come in' in a voice of thunder. 

As he entered, he instantly perceived that Cleveland 
was under the influence of wine. When in this situa- 
tion, unlike other men, Mr Cleveland's conduct was 
not distinguished by any of the little improprieties of 
behaviour by which a man is always known by his 
friends 'to be very drunk.' He neither reeled, nor 
hiccuped, nor grew maudlin. The effect of drinking 
upon him was only to increase the intensity of the 
sensation by which his mind was, at the moment, 
influenced. He did not even lose the consciousness of 
identity of persons. At this moment it was clear to 
Vivian that Cleveland was under the influence of the 
extremest passion ; his eyes rolled wildly, and seemed 
fixed only upon vacancy. As Vivian was no friend to 
scenes before strangers, he bowed to the two gentlemen, 
and saluted Cleveland with his wonted cordiality; 
but his preferred hand was rudely repelled. 

'Away I ' exclaimed Cleveland, in a furious tone; ‘I 
have no friendship for traitors ! ' 



VIVIAN GREY 221 

The two gentlemen stared, and the pen of the 
writer stopped. 

‘ Cleveland ! ' said Vivian, in an earnest whisper, as 
he came up close to him — ‘for God's sake contain 
yourself. I have written you a letter which explains 
all — but * 

‘Out! out upon you! Out upon your honeyed words, 
and your soft phrases ! I have been their dupe too 
long;' and he struck Vivian. 

‘ Sir John Poynings 1 ' said Vivian, with a quivering 
lip, turning to the gentleman who was writing at the 
table — ‘we w^ere school-fellows; circumstances have 
prevented us from meeting often in after-life, but I 
now ask you, with the frankness of an old acquaint- 
ance, to do me the sad service of accompanying me in 
this quarrel — a quarrel which I call Heaven to witness 
is not of my seeking.' 

The baronet, who was in the Guards, and, although 
a great dandy, quite a man of business in these matters, 
immediately rose from his seat, and led Vivian to a 
comer of the room. After some whispering, he turned 
round to Mr Cleveland, and bowed to him with a very 
significant look. It was evident that Cleveland com- 
prehended his meaning, for, though he was silent, he 
immediately pointed to the other gentleman — his 
friend, Mr Castleton. 

'Mr Castleton,' said Sir John, giving his card, ‘Mr 
Grey will accompany me to my rooms in Pall Mall; 
it is now ten o'clock; we shall wait two hours, in which 
time I hope to hear from you. I leave time, and 
place, and terms, to yourself. I only wish it to be 
understood that it is the particular desire of my 
principal that the meeting should be as speedy as 
possible.' 

About eleven o'clock, the communication from 
Mr Castleton arrived. It was quite evident that 
Qeveland was sobered, for in one instance Vivian 
observed that the style was corrected by his own hand. 
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The hour was eight the next morning, at Common, 

about six miles from town. 

Formings wrote to a professional friend to be on the 
ground at half-past seven, and then he and Vivian 
retired. 

Did you ever fight a duel ? No ! nor send a challenge 
either ? Well ! you are fresh indeed ! 'Tis an awkward 
business after all — even for the boldest. After an 
immense deal of negotiation, and giving your opponent 
every opportunity of coming to an honourable under- 
standing, the fatal letter is at length signed, sealed, and 
sent. You pass your mornings at your second’s apart- 
ments, pacing his drawing-room, with a quivering lip, 
and uncertain step. At length he enters with an 
answer; and while he reads, you endeavour to look 
easy, with a countenance merry with the most 
melancholy smile. You liave no appetite for dinner, 
but you are too brave not to appear at table : and you 
are called out after the second glass by the arrival of 
your solicitor, wlio comes to alter your will. You pass 
a restless night, and rise in the morning as bilious as 
a Bengal general. Urged by impending fate, you make 
a desperate effort to accommodate matters; but in 
the contest between your pride and your terror, you, 
at the same time, prove that you are a coward, and fail 
in the negotiation. You both fire — and miss — and 
then the seconds interfere, and then you shake hands, 
everything being arranged in the most honourable 
* manner, and to the mutual satisfaction of both 
parties. The next day you are seen pacing Bond 
Street, with an erect front, and a flashing eye — 
with an air at once dandyish and heroical — a mixture, 
at the same time, of Brummell and the Duke of 
Wellington. 

It was a fine February morning. Sir John drove 
Vivian to the ground in his cabriolet. 

'Nothing like a cab, Grey, for the business you are 
going on. You glide along the six miles in such style, 
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that it actually makes you quite courageous. I 
remember once going down, on a similar purpose, in 
a post and pair; and 'pon my soul, when I came to 
the ground, my hand shook so that I could scarcely 
draw. But I was green then. Now, when I go in my 
cab, with Philidor with his sixteen-mile-an-hour paces, 
egad ! I wing my man in a trice; and take all the 
parties home to Pall Mall, to celebrate the event with 
a grilled bone, Havannahs, and Regent’s punch. Ah ! 
there 1 tha.t is Cleveland that we have just passed, 
going to the ground in a chariot : he is a dead man, or 
my name in not Poynings ’ 

‘Come, Sir John; no fear of Cleveland’s dying,* 
said Vivian, with a smile. 

‘What, you mean to fire in the air, and all that sort 
of thing ? Sentimental, but slip-slop !’ 

The ground is measured — all is arranged. Cleve- 
land, a splendid shot, fired first. He grazed Vivian’s 
elbow. Vivian fired in the air. The seconds interfered. 
Cleveland was implacable — and ‘in the most irregular 
manner,* as Sir John declared, insisted upon another 
shot. To the astonishment of all, he fired quite wild. 
Vivian shot at random; and his bullet pierced Cleve- 
land’s heart. Cleveland sprang nearly two yards from 
the ground, and then fell upon his back. In a moment 
Vivian was at the side of his fallen antagonist; but 
the dying man ‘made no sign* — ^he stared wildly, and 
then closed his eyes for ever ! 
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CHAPTER VI 

When Vivian Grey remembered his existence, he found 
himself in bed. The curtains of his couch were closed; 
but, as he stared around liim, they were softly with- 
drawn, and a face that recalled everything to his 
recollection, gazed upon him with a look of affectionate 
anxiety 

'My father !’ exclaimed Vivian — but the finger 
pressed on the parental hp warned him to silence. 
His father knelt by his side, and tlien the curtains were 
again closed. 

Six weeks, unconsciously to Vivian, had elapsed 
since the fata) day, and he was now recovering from the 
effects of a fever, from which his medical attendants 
had supposed he never could have rallied. And what 
had been the past ? It did, indeed, seem like a hot and 
feverish dream. Here was he, once more in his own 
quiet room, watched over b}^ his beloved parents; and 
had there then ever existed such beings as the Marquess 
and Mrs Lorraine, and Cleveland, or were they only 
the actors in a vision ? ‘It must be so,’ thought 
Vivian; and he jumped up in his bed, and stared 
wildly around him, ‘And yet it was a horrid dream ! 
Murder ! horrible murder ! and so real ! so palpable ! 
I muse upon their voices, as upon familiar sounds, and 
I recall all the events, not as the shadowy incidents of 
sleep — that mysterious existence, in which the ex- 
perience of a century seems caught in the breathing 
of a second — but as the natural and material conse- 
quences of time and stirring life. Oh, no ! it is too 
true !’ shrieked the wretched sufferer, as his eye 
glanced upon a dispatch-box which was on the table, 
and which had been given to him by Lord Carabas; 
‘it is true ! it is true ! Murder 1 murder !’ He foamed 
at the mouth, and sunk exhausted on his pillow 
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But the human mind can master many sorrows, and 
after a desperate relapse, and another miraculous 
rally, Vivian Grey rose from his bed. 

*My father, I fear that I shall live !* 

'Hope, ratlier, my beloved ! ' 

'Oh ! why should I hope ?* and the sufferer’s head 
sank upon his breast. 

'Do not give way, my son; all will yet be well, and 
we shall all yet be happy,’ said the father, with stream- 
ing eyes. 

'Happy ! oh, not in this world, my father I’ 

'Vivian, my dearest, your mother visited you this 
morning, but you were asleep. She was quite happy to 
find you slumbering so calmly.’ 

'And yet my dreams were not the dreams of joy. — 
O my mother ! you were wont to smile upon me — 
alas ! you smiled upon your sorrow.' 

'Vivian, my beloved I you must indeed restrain 
your feelings. At your age, life cannot be the lost 
game you think it. A little repose, and I shall yet see 
my boy the honour to society which he deserves to be.’ 

‘Alas ! my father, you know not what 1 feel ! The 
springiness of my mind has gone. O man, what a 
vain fool thou art ! Nature has been too bountiful to 
thee. She has given Ihce tlie best of friends, and thou 
vainest not the gift of exceeding price, until thy 
griefs are past even friendship’s cure. O my father I 
why did I leave thee ?’ and he seized Mr Grey’s hand 
with convulsive grasp. 

Time flew on, even in this house of sorrow. ‘My 
boy,' said Mr Grey to his son one day, ‘your mother 
and I have been consulting together about you; and 
we think, now that you have somewhat recovered your 
strength, it may be well for you to leave England for a 
short time. The novelty of travel will relieve your 
mind, without too much exciting it; and if you can 
manage by the autumn to settle down anywhere within 
a thousand miles of England, why we will come and 
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join you, and you know that will be very pleasant. 
What say you to this little plan ? ’ 

In a few weeks after this proposition had been made, 
Vivian Grey was in Germany. He wandered for some 
months in that beautiful land of rivers, among which 
flows the Rhine, matchless in its loveliness ; and at 
length the pilgrim shook the dust off his feet at 
Heidelburg, in which city Vivian proposed taking up 
his residence. It is, in truth, a place of surpassing 
loveliness; where all the romantic wildness of German 
scenery is blended with the soft beauty of the Italian. 
An immense plain, which, in its extent and luxuriance, 
reminds you of the fertile tracts of Lombardy, is 
bordered on one side by the Bergstrasse Mountains, 
and on the other by the range of the Vosges. Situate 
on the river Neckar, in a ravine of the Bergstrasse, 
amid mountains covered with vines, is Heidelburg : its 
ruined castle backing the city, and still frowning from 
one of the most commanding heights. In the middle 
of the broad plain may be distinguished the shining 
spires of Mannheim, Worms, and Frankenthal; and 
pouring its rich stream through this luxuriant land, the 
beautiful and abounding Rhine receives the tribute 
of the Neckar. The range of the Vosges forms the 
extreme distance. 

To the little world of the little city of which he was 
now a habitant, Vivian Grey did not appear a 
broken-hearted man. He lived neither as a recluse nor 
a misanthrope. He became extremely addicted to 
field sports, especially to hunting the wild boar; for 
he feared nothing so much as thought, and dreaded 
nothing so much as the solitude of his own chamber. 
He was an early riser, to escape from hideous dreams; 
and at break of dawn, he wandered among the wild 
passes of the Bergstrasse; or, climbing a lofty ridge, 
was a watcher for the rising sun; and in the evening he 
sailed upon the star-lit Neckar. 
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CHAPTER I 

Thou rapid Aar ! thy waves are swollen by the snows 
of a thousand hills — but for whom are thy leaping 
waters fed ? Is it for the Rhine ? 

Calmly, 0 placid Neckar, does thy blue stream glide 
through thy vine-clad vales; but calmer seems thy 
course when it touches the rushing Rhine ! 

How fragrant are the banks which are cooled by thy 
dark-green waters, thou tranquil Maine ! but is not 
the perfume sweeter ol the gardens of the Rhine ? 

Thou impetuous Nah ! I lingered by thine islands of 
nightingales, and I asked thy rushing waters why they 
disturbed the music of thy groves ? Tlrey told me, 
they were hastening to the Rhine ! 

Red Moselle ! fierce is the swell of thy spreading 
course; but why do thy broad waters blush when they 
meet the Rhine ? 

Thou delicate Meuse ! how clear is the current of thy 
limpid wave; as the wife yields to the husband, do 
thy pure waters yield to the Rhine I 

And thou, triumphant and imperial River, flushed 
with the tribute of these vassal streams ! thou art 
thyself a tributary, and hastenest even in the pride 
of conquest to confess thine own vassalage ! But no 
superior streams exult in the homage of thy servile 
waters : the Ocean, the eternal Ocean, alone comes 
forward to receive thy kiss ! not as a conqueror, btlt 
as a parent, he welcomes with proud joy his gifted 
child, the offspring of his honour; thy duty — ^his 
delight; thy tribute — thine own glory ! 
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Once more upon thy banks, most beauteous Rhine ! 
In the spring-time of my youth I gazed on thee, and 
deemed thee matchless. Thy vine-enamoured moun- 
tains, thy spreading waters, thy traditionary crags, thy 
shining cities, the sparkling villages of thy winding 
shores, thy antique convents, thy gray and silent 
castles, the purple glories of thy radiant grape, the 
vivid tints of thy teeming flowers, the fragrance of thy 
sky, the melody of thy birds, whose carols tell the 
pleasures of their sunny woods; are they less lovely 
now, less beautiful, less sweet ? 

The keen emotions of our youth are often the 
occasion of our estimating too ardently; but the 
first impression of beauty, though often overcharged, 
is seldom supplanted : and as the first great author 
which he reads is reverenced by the boy as the most 
immortal, and the first beautiful woman that he meets 
is sanctified by him as the most adorable; so the 
impressions created upon us by those scenes of nature 
which first realise the romance of our reveries never 
escape from our minds, and are ever consecrated in 
our memories; and thus some great spirits, after 
having played their part on the theatre of the world, 
have retired from the blaze of courts and cities, to the 
sweet seclusion of some spot with which they have 
accidentally met in the earliest years of their career. 

But we are to speak of one who has retired from the 
world before his time. 

Upwards of a year had elapsed since Vivian Grey 
left England. The mode of life which he pursued at 
Heidelburg for many months has already been men- 
tioned. He felt himself a broken-hearted man, and 
looked for death, whose delay was no blessing; but the 
feelings of youth which had misled him in his burning 
hours of joy, equally deceived him in his days of sorrow. 
He lived; and in the course of time, found each day 
that life was less burdensome. The truth is, that if it 
be the lot of man to suffer, it is also his fortune to 
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forget. Oblivion and Sorrow share our being, as 
Darkness and Light divide the course of time. It is 
not in human nature ' to endure extremities, and 
sorrows soon destroy either us or themselves. Perhaps 
the fate of Niobe is no fable, but a type of the callous- 
ness of our nature. There is a time in human suffering 
when succeeding sorrows are but like snow falling on 
an iceberg. It is indeed horrible to think that our 
peace of mind should arise, not from a retrospection 
of the past, but from a forgetfulness of it; but, though 
this peace be produced at the best by a mental opiate, 
it is not valueless; and Oblivion, after all, is a just 
judge. As we retain but a faint remembrance of our 
felicity, it is but fair that the smartest stroke of 
sorrow should, if bitter, at least be brief. But in 
feeling that he might yet again mingle in the world, 
Vivian Grey also felt that he must meet mankind with 
different feelings, and view their pursuits with a 
different interest. He woke from his secret sorrow 
in as changed a state of being, as the water nymph from 
her first embrace; and he woke with a new possession, 
not only as miraculous as Undine's soul, but gained at 
as great a price, and leading to as bitter results. The 
nymphs woke to new pleasures and to new sorrows; 
and innocent as an infant she deemed mankind a god, 
and the world a paradise. Vivian Grey discovered 
that this deity was but an idol of brass, and this garden 
of Eden but a savage waste; for if the river nymph 
had gained a soul, he had gained experience. 

Experience — ^mysterious spirit ! whose result is felt 
by all, whose nature is described by none. The father 
warns the son of thy approach, and sometimes looks 
to thee as his offspring's cure, and his own consolation. 
We hear of thee in the nursery — ^we hear of thee in 
the world — ^we hear of thee in books; but w^ho has 
recognised thee until he was thy subject, and who has 
discovered the object of so much fame, until he has 
kissed thy chain ? To gain thee is the work of all, and 
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the curse of all; thou art at the same time necessary 
to our happiness and destructive of our felicity: thou 
art the saviour of all things/ and the destroyer of all 
things; our best friend, and our bitterest enemy; for 
thou teachest us truth, and that truth is — despair. 
Ye youth of England, would that ye could read this 
riddle 1 

To wake from your bright hopes, and feel that all is 
vanity— to be roused from your crafty plans, and know 
that all is worthless, is a bitter, but your sure, destiny. 
Escape is impossible; for despair is the price of 
conviction. How many centuries have fled, since 
Solomon, in his cedar palaces, sung the vanity of man ! 
Though his harp was golden, and his throne of ivory, 
his feelings were not less keen, and his conviction not 
less complete. How many sages of all nations have, 
since the monarch of Jerusalem, echoed his sad 
philosophy I yet the vain bubble still glitters, and still 
allures, and must for ever. 

The genealogy of Experience is brief; for Experience 
is the child of Thought, and Thought is the child of 
Action. We cannot learn men from books, nor can 
we form, from written descriptions, a more accurate 
idea of the movements of the human heart, than we 
can of the movements of nature. A man may read 
all his life, and form no conception of the rush of a 
mountain torrent, or the weaving of a forest of pines in 
a storm; and a man may study in his closet the heart 
of his fellow-creatures for ever, and have no idea of the 
power of ambition, or the strength of revenge. 

It is when we have acted ourselves, and have seen 
others acting; it is when we have laboured ourselves 
under the influence of our passions, and have seen others 
labouring; it is when our great hopes have been 
attained, or have been baulked; it is when, after 
having had the human heart revealed to us, we have 
the first opportunity to think; it is then that the 
whole truth lights upon us; it is then that we ask of 
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ourselves whether it be wise to endure such anxiety 
of mind, such agitation of spirit, such harrowing of the 
soul, to gain what may cease to interest to-morrow, 
or for which, at the best, a few years of enjoyment 
can alone be afforded; it is then that we waken to the 
hollowness of all human things; it is then that the 
sayings of sages and the warnings of prophets are 
explained and understood; it is then that we gain 
Experience. 

Vivian Grey was now about to join, for the second 
time, the great and agitated crowd of beings, who are 
all intent in the search after that undiscoverable 
talisman — Happiness. That he entertained any hope 
of being the successful inquirer is not to be imagined. 
He considered that the happiest moment in human 
life is exactly the sensation of a sailor who has escaped 
a shipwreck; and that the mere belief that his wishes 
are to be indulged is the greatest bliss enjoyed by man. 

How far this belief was correct, how he prospered 
in this, his second venture on the great ocean of life, it 
is our business to relate. There were moments when 
he wished himself neither experienced nor a philosopher 
—moments when he looked back to the lost paradise 
of his innocent boyhood — those glorious hours, when 
the unruffled river of his Life mirrored the cloudless 
heaven of his Hope • 
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CHAPTER II 

Vivian pulled up his horse as he ascended through the 
fine beech wood which leads immediately to the city 
of Frankfort from the Darmstadt road. The crowd 
seemed to increase every moment, but as they were 
all hastening the same way, his progress was not much 
impeded. It was Frankfort fair; and all countenances 
were expressive of that excitement which we always 
experience at great meetings of our fellow-creatures; 
whether the assemblies be for slaughter, pleasure, or 
profit, and whether or not we ourselves join in the 
banquet, the battle, or the fair. At the top of the hill 
is an old Roman tower, and from this point the 
flourishing city of Frankfort, with its picturesque 
cathedral, its numerous villas, and beautiful gardens 
in the middle of the fertile valley of the Maine, burst 
upon Vivian's sight. On crossing the bridge over the 
river, the crowd became almost impassable, and it was 
with the greatest difficulty that Vivian steered his 
way through the old narrow winding streets, full of 
tall ancient houses, with heavy casements and notched 
gable ends. These structures did not, however, at the 
present moment, greet the traveller with their usual 
sombre and antique appearance : their outside walls 
were, in most instances, covered with pieces of broad 
cloth of the most showy colours; red, blue, and yellow 
predominating. These standards of trade were not 
merely used for the purpose of exhibiting the quality 
of the articles sold in the interior; but also of informing 
the curious traveller the name and nation of their 
adventurous owners. Inscriptions in German, French, 
Russian, English, Italian, and even Hebrew, appeared 
striking characters on each woollen specimen; and. 
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as if these were not sufficient to attract the attention 
of the passenger, an active apprentice, or assistant, 
commented in eloquent terms on the peculiar fairness 
and honesty of his master. The public squares and 
other open spaces, and indeed every spot which was 
secure from the hurrying wheels of the heavy old- 
fashioned coaches of the Frankfort aristocracy, and 
the spirited pawings of their sleek and long-tailed 
coach horses, were covered with large and showy 
booths, which groaned under the accumulated treasures 
of all countries : French silks and French clocks 
rivalled Manchester cottons and Sheffield cutlery; 
and assisted to attract or entrap the gazer, in company 
with Venetian chains, Neapolitan coral, and Vienna 
pipeheads : here was the booth of a great bookseller, 
who looked to the approaching Leipsic fair for some 
consolation for his slow sale, and the bad taste of the 
people of Frankfort; and there was a dealer in Bolsgna 
sausages, who felt quite convinced that in some things 
the taste of the Fankfort public was by no means to be 
lightly spoken of. All was bustle, bargaining, and 
business : there were quarrels and conversation in all 
languages; and Vivian Grey, although he had no 
chance either of winning or losing money, was 
amused. 

At last Vivian gained the High Street; and here, 
though the crowd was not less, the space was greater; 
and so in time he arrived at the grand hotel of The 
Roman Emperor, where he stopped. It was a long 
time before he could be informed whether Baron Julius 
von Konigstein at present honoured that respectable 
establishment with his presence; for, although Vivian 
did sometimes succeed m obtaining an audience of a 
hurrying waiter, that personage, when in a hurry, has 
,a peculiar habit of never attending to a question which 
a traveller addresses to him. In this dilemma Vivian 
was saluted by a stately-looking personage above the 
common height. He was dressed in a very splen^d 
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uniform of green and gold, covered with embroidery, 
and glittering with frogs. He wore a cocked hat, 
adorned with a flowing parti-coloured plume, and from 
bis broad golden belt was suspended a weapon of 
singular shape and costly workmanship. This per- 
sonage was as stiff and stately as he was magnificent. 
His eyes were studiously preserved from the pro- 
fanation of meeting the ground, and his well-supported 
neck seldom condescended to move from its perpendi- 
cular position. His coat was buttoned to the chin and 
over the breast, with the exception of one small 
aperture, which was elegantly filled up by a delicate 
white cambric handkerchief, very redolent of rich 
perfumes. This gorgeous gentleman, who might have 
been mistaken for an elector of the German Empire, 
had the German Empire been in existence, or the 
governor of the city at the least, turned out to be the 
chasseur of the Baron von Konigstein; and with his 
courtly assistance Vivian soon found himself ascend- 
ing the staircase of The Roman Emperor. 

Vivian was ushered into an apartment in which he 
found three or four individuals at breakfast. A middle- 
aged man of distinguished appearance, in a splendid 
chamber robe, sprang up from a many-cushion«i 
easy-chair, and seized his hand as he was announced. 

'My dear Mr Grey 1 I have left notes for you at the 
principal hotels. And how is Eugene ? wild blood for 
a student, but an excellent heart — and you have been 
so kind to him ! He feels under such particuls^ 
obligations to you. Will you breakfast ? Ah 1 I see 
you smile at my supposing a horseman unbreakfasted. 
And have you ridden here from Heidelburg this xnom- 
itig ? Impossible ! Only from Darmstadt ! I thou^t 
so ! You were at the opera then last night ? And tewr 
is the little Signora ? We are to gain her though 1 
trust the good people of Frankfort for that ! Pray be 
seated; but really I am forgetting the common^ 
iMles of breeding. Next to the pleasure of having 
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friends is that of introducing them to each other — 
Prince, you will have great pleasure in being intro- 
duced to my friend Mr Grey — Mr Grey ! Prince 
Salvinski ! my particular friend, Prince Salvinski. 
The Count von Altenburgh ! Mr Grey ! my very 
particular friend, the Count von Altenburgh. And the 
Chevalier de Boeffleurs 1 Mr Grey ! my most particular 
friend, the Chevalier de Boeffleurs.' 

Baron Julius von Konigstein was Minister to the 
Diet of Frankfort, from a first-rate German power. 
In person he was short, but delicately formed; his 
head a little bald, but as he was only five and-thirty, 
this could scarcely be from age; and his remaining 
hair, black, glossy, and curling, proved that their 
companion ringlets had not been long lost. His 
features were small, but not otherwise remark- 
able; except a pair of liquid black eyes, of great 
size, which would have hardly become a stoic, and 
which gleamed with great meaning and perpetual 
animation. 

‘I understand, Mr Grey, that you are a regular 
philosopher. Pray who is the favourite master ? 
Kant or Fichte ? or is there any other new star who has 
discovered the origin of our essence, and proved the 
non-necessity of eating ? Count, let me help you to a 
little more of these saucisses aux chcux. I am afraid, 
from Eugene's account, that you are almost past 
redemption; and I am sorry to say, that although I 
am very desirous of being your physician and affecting 
your cure, Frankfort will supply me with very few 
means to work your recovery. If you could but get 
me an appointment once again to. your delightful 
London, I might indeed produce some effect; or were 
I even at Berlin, or at your delicious Vienna, Count 
Altenburgh 1 (the Count bowed) ; or at that Paradise 
of women, Warsaw, Prince Salvinski 1 1 (the Prince 
bowed) ; or at Paris, Chevalier 1 1 ! (the Chevalier 
bowed); why then, indeed, you should have some 
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difficulty in finding an excuse for being in low spirits 
with Julius von Konigstein ! But Frankfort— eh ! 
de Boeffleurs ? * 

‘ Oh ! Frankfort ! * sighed the French Chevalier, who 
was also attached to a mission in this very city, and who 
was thinking of his own gay Boulevards, and his 
brilliant Tuileries. 

‘ We are mere citizens here ! ' continued the Baron, 
taking a long pinch of snuff — ‘ mere citizens ! Do 
you snuff ? ' and here he extended to Vivian a gold 
box, covered with the portrait of a crowned head, 
surrounded with diamonds. ‘ A present from the 
King of Sardinia, when I negotiated the marriage of 

the Duke of and his niece, and settled the long- 

agitated controversy about the right of anchovy 
fishing on the left shore of the Mediterranean.' 

‘But the women,' continued the Baron, 'the women 
—that is a different thing. There is some amusement 
among the little bourgeoises, who are glad enough to 
get rid of their commercial beaux; whose small talk, 
after a waltz, is about bills of exchange, mixed up with 
a little patriotism about their free city, and some 
chatter about what they call — “the fine arts"; their 
awful collections of “the Dutch school";— school 
forsooth ! a cabbage, by Gerald Dow ! and a candle- 
stick, by Mieris ! And now will you take a basin of soup, 
and warm yourself, while his Highness continues his 
account of being frozen to death this spring at the top 
of Mont -Blanc : how was it. Prince ? ' 

‘Your Highness lias been a great traveller?' said 
Vivian. 

‘ I have seen a little of most countries : these things 
are interesting enough when we are young; but when 
we get a little more advanced in life, the novelty wears 
off, and the excitement ceases. I have been in all 
quarters of the globe. In Europe I have seen every- 
thing except the miracles of Prince Hohenlohe. In 
A^a, everything except the ruins of Babylon, Ih 
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Africa, I have seen everything but Timbuctoo; and 
in America, everything except Croker's Mountains/ 
Next to eating, music is the business in which an 
Austrian is most interested, and Count von Alten- 
burgh having had the misfortune of destroying, for 
the present, one great source of his enjoyment, became 
now very anxious to know what chance there existed 
of his receiving some consolation from the other. 
Pushing his plate briskly from him, he demanded 
with an anxious air — Xan any gentleman inform me 
what chance there is of the Signora coming ? * 

•'No news to-day,* said the Baron, with a mournful 
look; 'I am almost in despair. What do you think 
of the last notes that have been interchanged ? * 

‘Very little chance,' said the Chevalier de Boeffleurs, 
shaking his head; ‘really these burghers, with all 
their affected enthusiasm, have managed the business 
exceedingly bad. No opera can possibly succeed that 
is not conducted by a committee of noblemen.' 

‘Certainly!’ said the Baron; ‘we are sure then to 
have the best singers, and be in the Gazette the same 
season.* 

‘Which is much better, I think, Von Konigstein, 
than paying our bills and receiving no pleasure.^ 
‘But,’ continued the Baron, ’ these clumsy burghers, 
with their affected enthusiasm, as you well oteerve, 
who could have contemplated such novices in diplo- 
macy i Whatever may be the issue, I can at least lay 
my head upon my pillow, and feel that I have done my 
duty. Did not I, De Boeffleurs, first place the negotia- 
tion on a basis of acknowledged feasibility and mutual 
benefit ? Who drew the protocol, I should like to 
know ? Who baffled the intrigues of the English 
Minister, the Lord Amelius Fitz-fudge Boroughby \ 
Who sat up one whole night with the Signora’s friend, 
the Russian Envoy, Baron Squallonoff — and who was 
it that first arranged about the extra chariot ? ’ and 
here the representative of a first-rate German Power 
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looked very much like a resigned patriot, who feels 
that he deserves a ribbon/ 

‘No doubt of it, my dear Von Konigstein,' echoes the 
French Charge d' Affaires, 'and I think, whatever may 
be the result, that I, too, may look back to this 
negotiation with no ungratified feelings. Had the 
arrangement been left as I had wished, merely to the 
ministos of the Great Powers, I am confident that 
the Signora would have been singing this night in our 
Opera House.' 

‘ What is the grand point of difference at present ? ' 
asked the Austrian. 

‘ A terrific one/ said the Baron; 'the lady demanded 
twenty covers, two tables, two carriages, one of which 
I arranged should be a chariot; that at least the town 
owes to me; and, what else ? merely a town mansion 
and establishment. Exerting myself day and night, 
these terms were at length agreed to by the muni- 
cipality, and the lady was to ride over from Darmstadt 
to sign and seal. In the course of her ride she took a 
cursed fancy to the country villa of a great Jew 
banker, and since that moment the arrangement has 
gone off. We have offered her everything — ^the com- 
mandant's country castle — ^his lady's country farm — 
the villa of the director of the Opera — the retreat of 
our present prima donna — ^all in vain. We have even 
hinted at a temporaiy repose in a neighbouring royal 
residence — but all useless. The banker and the 
Signora are equally intractable, and Frankfort is in 

ought to have signed and sealed at Darmstauit,* 
said the Count, very indignantly. 

‘To be sure! They should have closed upon 
her caprice, and taken her when she was in tfcte 
fanw/ 

'Talking of opera girls,' commenced the Polish 
Prince, * I remember the Countess Katszinski 

‘Your Highness has nothing upon your plate/ 
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quickly retorted the Baron, who was in no humour for 
a story/ 

' Nothing more, 1 thank you/ continued the Prince : 
'as I was saying, I remember the Countess Katszinski 

' but just at this moment the door opened, and 

Emstorff entered and handed a dispatch to the Baron, 
recommending it to bis Excellency's particular attention. 

' Business, I suppose,' said the Plenipotentiary ; 
'it may wait till to-morrow.' 

'From M. Clarionet, your Excellency.’ 

'From M. Clarionet !' eagerly exclaimed the Baron, 
and tore open the epistle. ' Gentlemen ! congratulate 
me — congratulate yourselves — congratulate Frank- 
fort;' and the diplomatist, overcome, leant back in his 
chair. 'She is ours, Salvinski ! she is ours, Von Alten- 
burgh 1 she is ours, my dear de Boeffleurs ! Mr Grey, 
you are most fortunate; the Signora has signed and 
sealed — all is arranged — she sings to-night ! What a 
fine spirited body is this Frankfort municipality 1 
what elevation of soul ! what genuine enthusiasm ! 
Eh I de Boeffleurs ? ' 

'Most genuine ! ' exclaimed the Chevalier, who hated 
German music with all his heart, and was now humming 
an air from La Dame Blanche. 

' But mind, my dear friend — ^this is a secret, a cabinet 
secret — ^the municipality are to have the gratification 
of announcing the event to the city in a public decree 
— ^it is but fair. I feel that I have only to hint to 
secure your silence. 

At this moment, with a thousand protestations of 
secrecy, the party broke up, each hastening to have 
the credit of first spreading the joyful intelligence 
through the circles, and of depriving the Frankfort 
senate of their hard-earned gratification. The Baron, 
who was in high spirits, ordered the carriage to drive 
Vivian round the ramparts, where he was to be intro- 
duced to some of the most fashionable beauties 
previous to the evening triumph. 
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CHAPTER III 

Vivian passed a week very agreeably at Frankfort. 
In the Baron and his friends he found the companions 
that he liad need of; their conversation and pursuits 
diverted his mind without engaging his feelings, and 
allowed him no pause to brood. There were moments, 
indeed, when he found in the Baron a companion 
neither frivolous nor uninstructive. His Excellency 
had travelled in most countries, and had profited by 
his travels. His taste for the fine arts was equalled by 
his knowledge of them; and his acquaintance with 
many of the most eminent men of Europe enriched his 
conversation with a variety of anecdotes, to which his 
lively talents did ample justice. He seemed fond, at 
times, of showing Vivian that he was not a mere 
artificial man of the world, destitute of all feelings, 
and thinking only of himself : he recurred with satis- 
faction to the moments of his life when liis passions 
had been in full play; and while he acknowledged the 
errors of his youth with candour, he excused them with 
grace. In short, Vivian and he became what the 
world calls friends; that is to say, they were men 
who had no objection to dine in each other's company, 
provided the dinner were good; assist each other in 
any scrape, provided no particular personal responsi- 
bUity were incurred by the assistant; and live under 
the same roof, provided each were master of his 
own time. Vivian and the Baron, indeed, did more 
than this — ^they might have been described as parti- 
cular friends — for his Excellency had persuaded our 
hero to accompany him for the summer to the Baths of 
Ems, a celebrated German watering-place, situate in 
Jthe duchy of Nassau, in the vicinity of the Rhine. 
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On the morrow they were to commence their 
journey. The fair of Frankfort, which had now lasted 
nearly a month, was at its close. A bright sunshiiiy 
afternoon was stealing into twilight, when Vivian, 
escaping from the principal street, and the attractions 
of the Braunfels, or chief shops under the Exchange; 
directed his steps to some of the more remote and 
ancient streets. In crossing a little square, his atten- 
tion was excited by a crowd which had assembled 
round a conjurer; who from the top of a small cart, 
which he had converted into a stage, was haranguing, 
in front of a green curtain, an audience with great 
fervency, and apparently with great effect; at least 
Vivian judged so, from the loud applauses which 
constantly burst forth. The men pressed nearer, 
shouted, and clapped their hands; and the anxious 
mothers struggled to lift their brats higher in the air, 
that they might early form a due conception of the 
powers of magic; and learn that the maternal threats 
which were sometimes extended to them at home were 
not mere idle boasting. Altogether the men with their 
cocked hats, stiff holiday coats, and long pipes; the 
women with their glazed gowns of bright fancy patterns, 
close lace caps, or richly-chased silver head-gear; and 
the children with their gaping mouths and long heads 
of hair, offered quaint studies for a German or Flemish 
painter. Vivian became also one of the audience, and 
not an uninterested one. 

The appearance of the conjurer was peculiar. He 
was not much moie than five feet high, but so slightty 
formed, that he reminded you rather of the boy than 
the dwarf. The upper part of his face was even 
d^cately moulded; his sparkling black eyes became 
his round forehead, which was not too much covered 
by his short glossy black hair; his complexion was 
dear, but quite ohve; his nose was very small asid 
straight, and contrasted singularly with his enormous* 
hiofith, the thin bluish lips of which were sddota 
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closed, and consequently did not conceal his large 
square teeth, which, though very white, were set 
apart, and were so solid that they looked almost like 
double teeth. Tliis enormous mouth, which was 
supported by large jaw-bones, attracted the attention 
of the spectator so keenly that it was some time before 
you observed the prodigious size of the ears, which also 
adorned this extraordinary countenance. The costume 
of this being was not less remarkable than his natural 
appearance. He wore a complete under-dress of pliant 
leather, which fitted close up to his throat and down 
to his wrists and ankles, where it was clasped with 
large fastenings, either of gold ox some gilt material. 
This, with the addition of a species of hussar jacket 
of green cloth, which was quite unadorned, with the 
exception of its vivid red lining, was the sole covering 
of the conjurer; who, with a light cap and feather in 
his hand, was now haranguing the spectators. The 
object of his discourse was a panegyric of himself, 
and a satire on all other conjurers. He was the only 
conjurer — ^the real one — ^a worthy descendant of the 
magicians of old. 

* \Vere I to tell that broad-faced Herr,' continued the 
conjurer, ‘ who is now gaping opposite to me, that this 
rod is the rod of Aaron, mayhap he would call me a 
liar; yet were I to tell him that he was the son of his 
father, he would not think it wonderful ! And yet, 
can he prove it ? My friends, if I am a liar, the whole 
world is a liar — and yet any one of you who'll go and 
ptoclaim that on the Braunfels will get his skull 
cracked. Every truth is not to be spoken, and every 
lie is not to be punished. I have told you that it is 
better for you to spend your money in seeing niy 
tricks than m swigging schnaps in the chimney comer; 
and yet, my friends, this may be a lie. I have told you 
t^t the profits of this whole night shall be given to 
some poor and worthy person in this town; and 
perhaps I diaU give them to myself* What then 4 
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I shall speak the truth; and you will perhaps crack my 
skull. Is this a reward for truth ? O generation of 
vipers 1 My friends, what is truth ? who can find it in 
Frankfort ? Suppose I call upon you, Mr Baker, and 
sup with you this evening; you will receive me as a 
neighbourly man should, tell me to make myself at 
home, and do as I like. Is it not so ? I see you smile, 
as if my visit would make you bring out one of the 
bottles of your best Asmanshausen ! ' 

Here the crowd laughed out! for we are always glad 
when there is any talk of another's hospitality being 
put to the test, although we stand no chance of sharing 
in the entertainment ourselves. The baker looked 
foolish, as all men singled out in a crowd do. 

*Well, well,' continued the conjurer; 'I have no 
doubt his wine would be as ready as your tobacco, Mr 
Smith; or a wafila from your basket, my honest cake- 
seller;' and so saying, with a long thin wand the 
conjurer jerked up the basket of an itinerant and 
shouting pastry-cook, and immediately began to 
thrust the contents into his mouth with a rapidity 
ludicrously miraculous. The laugh now burst out 
again, but the honest baker joined in it this time with 
an easy spirit. 

‘Be not disconcerted, my little custard-monger; if 
thou art honest thou shalt prosper. Did I not say that 
the profits of this night were for the most poor and the 
most honest ? If thy stock in trade were in thy basket, 
my raspberry-puff, verily thou art not now the richest 
here; and so, therefore, if thy character be a fair one 
— ^that is to say, if thou only cheat five times a day, and 
give a tenth of thy cheatery to the poor — ^thou shalt 
have the benefit. I ask thee again, what is truth ? 
If I sup with the baker, and he tells me to do what I 
Bke with all that is his, and I kiss his wife, he will kick 
me out; yet to kiss his wife might be my pleasure, if 
hw breath were sweet. I ask thee again, what is 
truth ? Truth they say lies in a well ; but perhaps this 
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is a lie. How do we know that truth is not in one of 
these two boxes ? * asked the conjurer, placing his cap 
on his head, and holding one small snuff-box to a tall, 
savage-looking, one-eyed Bohemian, who, with a 
comrade, had walked over from the Austrian garrison 
at Mentz. 

'I see but one box,’ growled the soldier. 

‘It is because thou hast only one eye, friend; open 
the other, and thou shalt see two,’ said the conjurer 
in a slow malicious tone, with his neck extended, and 
his hand with the hateful box outstretched in it.’ 

‘Now, by our black Lady of Altoting, I’ll soon stop 
thy prate, chitterling ! ’ bellowed the enraged Bohemian. 

‘ Murder I the protection of the free city against the 
Emperor of Austria, the King of Bohemia, Hungary, 
and Lombardy I ’ and the knave retreated to the very 
extremity of the stage, and affecting agitating fear, 
hid himself behind the green curtain, from a side of 
which his head was alone visible, or rather an immense 
red tongue, which wag:ged in all shapes at the unlucky 
soldier, except when it retired to the interior of his 
mouth, to enable him to reiterate 'Murder !* and in- 
voke the privileges of the free city of Frankfort. 

When the soldier was a little cooled, the conjurer 
again came forward, and having moved his small 
magical table to a comer, and lit two tapers, one of 
which he placed at each side of the stage, he stripped 
off his hussar jacket and began to imitate a monkey; 
an animal which, by the faint light, in his singular 
costume, he very much resembled. How amusing 
were his pranks ! He first plundered a rice plantation, 
and then he cracked cocoanuts; then he washed his 
face, and arranged his toilet with his right paw; and 
finally he ran a race with his own tail, which humorous 
appendage to his body was very wittily performed 
for the occasion by a fragment of an old tarred rope. 
His gambols were so diverting, that they even extracted 
applause from his enemy the one-eyed sergeant; and 
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emboldened by the acclamations, trom monkej^ the 
conjurer began to imitate men. He first drank like a 
Dutchman, and having reeled round with a thousand 
oaths to the manifold amusement of the crowd, he 
suddenly began to smoke like a Prussian. Nothing 
could be more admirable than the look of complacent 
and pompous stolidity with which he accompanied 
each puff of his pipe. The applause was continued; 
and the one-eyed Bohemian sergeant, delighted at the 
ridicule which was heaped on his military rival, 
actually threw’ the mimic some groschen. 

‘Keep thy pence, friend,' said the conjurer; 'thou 
wilt soon owe me more; we have not yet closed 
accounts. My friends, I have drank like a Dutchman; 
I have smoked like a Prussian; and now — ^I will eat 
like an Austrian ! ' — ^and here the immense mouth of 
the actor seemed distended even a hundred degrees 
bigger, while with gloating eyes and extended arms he 
again set to at the half-emptied wafila basket of the 
unhappy pastry-cook. 

‘Now, by our black Lady of Altoting, thou art an 
impudent varlet I ' growled the Austrian soldier. 

‘You are losing your temper again/ retorted the 
glutton, with his mouth full; *how difficult you are 
to please ! Well, then, if the Austrians may not be 
touched, what say you to a Bohemian — a tall one- 
eyed Bohemian sergeant, with an appetite like a hog 
and a liver like a lizard ? ' 

‘Now, by our black Lady of Altoting, this is too 
much ! ' and the soldier sprang at the conjurer. 

‘Hold him!* cried Vivian Grey; for the mob, 
frightened at the soldier, gave way. 

‘There is a gentle's voice under a dark cloak I ' cried 
the conjurer; ‘but I want no assistance;' and so 
saying, with a dexterous spring the conjurer leaped 
over the heads of two or three staring children, and 
lighted on the nape of the sergeant's gigantic neck; 
placing his forefingers behind each of the soldier's 
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ears, he threatened to slit them immediately, if he were 
not quiet. The sergeant's companion, of course, came 
to his rescue, but Vivian engaged him, and attempted 
to arrange matters. ‘ My friends, surely a gay word at a 
fair is not to meet with military punishment ! What 
is the use of living in the free city of Frankfort, or, 
indeed, in any other city, if jokes are to be answered 
with oaths, and a light laugh met with a heavy blow ? 
Avoid bloodshed, if possible, but stand by the conjurer. 
His business is gibes and jests, and this is the first 
time that I ever saw Merry Andrew arrested. Come, 
my good fellows I ’ said he to the soldiers, ‘ we had 
b^ter be off : men so important as you and I should 
not be spectators of these mummeries.' The Austrians, 
who ^understood Vivian's compliment literally, were 
not sorry to make a dignified retreat; particularly as 
the mob, encouraged by Vivian's interference, began 
to show fight. Vivian also took his departure as soon 
as he could possibly steal off unnoticed; but not before 
he had been thanked by the conjurer. 

‘I knew there was gentle blood under that cloak. 
If you like to see the Mystery of the Crucifixion, with 
the Resurrection, and real fireworks, it begins at eight 
o'clock, and you shall be admitted gratis. I knew there 
was gentle blood under that cloak, and some day or 
other, when your Highness is in distress, you shall not 
want the aid of Essper George ! ' 
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CHAPTER IV 

It was late in the evening when a britzska stopped at 
the post-house of Coblentz. The passage-boat from 
Bingen had just arrived; and a portly judge from the 
Danube, a tall, gaunt Prussian officer, a sketching 
English artist, two University students, and some 
cloth-merchants, returning from Frankfort fair, were 
busily occupied at a long table in the centre of the 
room, at an ample banquet, in which sauer-kraut, 
cherry soup, and savoury sausages were not wanting. 
So keen were the appetites of these worthies that the 
entrance of the new-comers, who seated themselves 
at a small table in the comer of the room, was scarcely 
noticed; and for half an hour nothing was heard but 
the sound of crashing jaws, and of rattling knives and 
forks. How singular is the sight of a dozen hungry 
individuals intent upon their prey ! What a noisy 
silence ! A human voice was at length heard. It pro- 
ceeded from the fat judge; a man at once convivial, 
di^ified, and economical : he had not spoken for two 
minutes before his character was evident to every 
person in the room, although he flattered himself that 
his secret purpose was concealed from all. Tired with 
the thin Moselle gratuitously allowed to the table, 
the judge wished to comfort himself with a glass of 
more generous liquor; aware of the price of a bottle of 
good Kudesheimer, he was desirous of forming a co- 
p^nership with one or two gentlemen in the venture; 
still more aw^e of his exalted situation, he felt it did 
not become him to appear in the eyes of any one as an 
unsuccessful suppliant. 

*This Moselle is very thin,’ observed the judge, 
shaking his head. 
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‘Very fair table-wine, I think/ said the artist, 
refilling his tumbler, and then proceeding with his 
sketch, which was a rough likeness, in black chalk, of 
the worthy magistrate himself. 

'Very good wine, I think,’ swore the Prussian, 
taking the bottle. With the officer there was certainly 
110 chance. 

The cloth-merchants mixed even this thin Moselle 
with water, and therefore they could hardl}^ be looked 
to as boon companions; and the students were alone 
left. A German student is no flincher at the bottle, 
although he generally drinks beer. These gentry, 
however, were no great favourites with the magistrate, 
who was a loyal man of regular habits, and no en- 
courager of brawls, duels, and other still more dis- 
graceful outrages; to all which abominations, besides 
drinking beer and chewing tobacco, the German 
student is remarkably addicted : but in the present 
case, what was to be done ? He offered the nearest a 
pindi of snuff, as a mode of commencing his acquaint- 
ance, and cultivating his complacency. The student 
dug his thumb into the box, and with the additional 
aid of the forefinger sweeping out half its contents, 
growled out something like thanks, and then drew up 
in his seat, as if he had too warmly encouraged the 
impertinent intrusion of a Philistine, to whom he had 
never been introduced. 

The doth-merchant, ceasing from sipping his meek 
liquor, and taking out of his pocket a letter, from which 
he tore off the back, carefully commenced collecting 
with his forefinger the particles of dispersed snuff in 
a small psTamid, which, when formed, was dex- 
terously slided into the paper, then folded up and put 
into his pocket; the prudent merchant contenting 
himself for the moment with the refreshment which was 
afforded to his senses by the truant particles which had 
remained in his nail. 

•Waiter, a bottle of Rudesheimer !' bellowed the 
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judge; *and if any gentleman or gentlemen would like 
to join me, they may,* he added, in a more subdued 
tone. No one answered, and the bottle was put down. 
The judge slowly poured out the bright y^ow fluid 
into a tall bell glass, adorned with a beautiful and 
encircling wreath of vine leaves : he held the glass a 
moment before the lamp, for his eye to dweu with 
still greater advantage on the transparent radiancy 
of the contents; and then deliberately pouring them 
down his throat, and allowing them to dwell a moment 
on his palate, he uttered an emphatic bah !* and 
sucking in his breatli, leaned back in his chair. The 
student immediately poured out a glass from the same 
bottle, and drank it off. The judge gave him a look 
— and then blessed himself that, though his boon 
companion was a brute, still he would lessen the 
expense of the bottle, which nearly amounted to a 
day's pay; and so he again filled his glass — but this 
was merely to secure his fair portion. He saw the 
student was a rapid drinker; and, although he did not 
like to hurry his own enjoyment, he thought it most 
prudent to keep his glass well stored by his side. 

T hope your lordships have had a pleasant voyage,' 
exclaimed a man, entering the room rapidly as he 
spoke; and, deliberately walking up to the table, 
he pushed between two of the cloth-merchants, who 
quietly made way; and then placing a small square 
box before him, immediately opened it, and sweeping 
aside the dishes and glasses which surrounded him, 
began to fill their places with cups, balls, rings, and 
other mysterious-looking matters, which generally 
accompany a conjurer. 

‘I hope your lordships have had a pleasant voyage. 
I have been thinking of you ail the day. (Here the 
cups were arranged.) Next to myself, I am interested 
for my friends. (Here the rice was sprinkled.) I came 
from Fairyland this morning. (Here the trick was 
executed.) V^ill any gentleman lend me a handker^ 
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chief ? Now, sir, tie any knot you choose : tighter- 
tighter — tight as you can — tight as you can: now 
pull I Why, sir, where's your knot ? * Here most of 
the company good-nature^y laughed at a trick which 
had amused them before a hundred times. But the 
dignified judge had no taste for such trivial amuse- 
ments; and, besides, he thought that all this noise 
spoilt the pleasure of his wine, and prevented him from 
catching the flavour of his Rudesheimer. Moreover, 
the judge was not in a very good humour. The student 
appeared to have very little idea of the rules and 
relations of a fair partnership; for not only did he 
not regulate his draughts by the moderate example 
of his bottle comj)anion, but actually filled the 
jjlass of his University friend, and even offered the 
precious green flask to his neighbour, the cloth- 
merchant. That humble individual modestly refused 
the proffer. The very unexpected circumstance of 
having liis health drank by a stranger seemed alone 
to have produced a great impression upon him; and 
adding a little more water to his already diluted 
potation, he bowed most reverently to the student, 
who, in return, did not notice him. All these little 
circumstances prevented the judge from laughing at 
the performances of our friend Essper George : for 
we need hardly mention that the conjurer was no 
other. His ill humour did not escape the lord of the 
cups and balls; who, as was his custom, immediately 
began to torment him. 

'Will you choose a card ?' asked the magician of the 
judge, with a most humble look. 

'No, sir !' 

Essper George looked very penitent, as if he felt he 
had taken a great liberty by his application; and so to 
compensate for his incorrect behaviour, he asked the 
magistrate whether he would have the goodness , to 
him his watch* The judge was irate, and deter? 
min^to give the intruder a set down. 
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am not one of those who can be amused by tricks 
that his grandfather knew/ 

‘Grandfather !* shrieked Essper; ‘what a wonderful 
grandfather yours must have been ! All my tricks 
are fresh from Fairyland this morning. Grandfather, 
indeed ! Pray, is this your grandfather ? ’ and here the 
conjurer, leaning over the table, with a rapid catch 
drew out from the fat paunch of the judge a long, 
grinning wooden figure, with great staring eyes, and 
the parrot nose of a pulcinello. The laugh which 
followed this sleight-of-hand was loud, long, and 
universal. The judge lost his temper; and Essper 
George took the opportunity of the confusion to drink 
off the glass of Rudeslieimer which stood, as we have 
mentioned, ready charged, at the magistrate’s elbow. ^ 
The waiter now went round to collect the money 
of the various guests who had partaken of the boat- 
supper; and, of course, charged the judge extra for 
his ordered bottle, bowing at the same time very low, 
as was proper to so good a customer. These little 
attentions at inns encourage expenditure. The judge 
tried at the same time the bottle, which he found empty, 
and applied to his two boon companions for their 
quota; but the students affected a sort of brutal sur- 
prise at any one having the impudence to imagine 
that they were going to pay their proportion; and 
flinging down the money for their own supper on the 
table, they retired; the magistrate, calling loudly for 
the landlord, followed them out of the room. 

Essper George stood moralising at the table, and 
emptying every glass whose contents were not utterly 
drained; with the exception of the tumblers of the 
cioth-merchants, of whose liquor he did not approve. 

‘Poor man I to get only one glass out of his own 
bottle 1 Aye ! call for M. Maas; threaten as you will. 
Your grandfather will not help you here. Blood out 
(rf a wall and money out of a student come the sanK 
day. Ah ! is your Excellency here ? ' said Essper 
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turning round to our two travellers with affected 
surprise, although he had observed them the whole 
time. ‘ Is your Excellency here ? I have been 
looking for you through Frankfort this whole morning. 
There! it will do for your glass. It is of chamois 
leather; and I made it myself, from a beast I caught 
last summer in the valley of the Rhone/ So saying, 
he threw over Vivian's neck a neat chain, or cord, of 
very curiously-worked leather. 

'Who the devil is this. Grey ? ' asked the Baron. 

'A funny knave, whom I once saved from a thrashing, 
or something of the kind, which I do him the justice 
to say he w^ deserved.' 

'Who the devil is this ? ' said Essper George. ‘Why 
that is exactly the same question I myself asked 
when I saw a tall, pompous, proud fellow, dressed like 
a peacock on a May morning, standing at the door just 
now. He looked as if he would pass himself off for an 
ambassador at least; but I told him that if he got his 
wages paid, he was luckier than most servants. Was I 
right, your Excellency ? ' 

‘Poor Emstorff r said the Baron, laughing. ‘Yes; 
he certainly gets paid. Here, you are a clever varlet; 
fill your gl^s.' 

‘No, no wine. Don't you hear the brawling, and 
nearly the bloodshed, which are going on upstairs 
about a sour bottle of Rudesheimer ? and here I see 
two gentles who have ordered the best wine merely 
to show that they are masters and not servants of the 

i jrcen peacock — and lo ! cannot get through a glass— 
ord ! lord ! what is man ? If my fat friend, and his 
grandfather, would but come downstairs again, here 
is liquor enough to make wine and water of the Danube; 
for he comes from thence by his accent. No, I'll have 
none of your wine; keep it to throw on the sandy 
floor, that the dust may not hurt your delicate shoesi, 
nor dirt the hand of the gentleman in green and gold 
when be deans them for you in the morning/ 
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Here the Baron laughed again, and, as he bore his 
impertinence, Essper George immediately became 
polite. 

* Does your Highness go to Ems ? ' 

* We hardly know, my friend.' 

* Oh ! go there, gentlemen. I have tried them all — 
Aix-la-Chapelle, Spa, Wisbaden, Carlsbad, Pyrmont, 
every one of them; but what are these to Ems ? 
There we all live in the same house, and eat from the 
same table. When there, I feel that you are all under 
my protection — I consider you all as my children. 
Besides, the country — how delightful ! the mountains 
— the valleys — the river — the woods — and then the 
company so select I no sharpers — no adventurers — 
no blacklegs : at Ems you can be taken in by no one 
except your intimate friend. To Ems by all means, 
I would advise, you, however, to send the gentleman 
in the cocked hat on before you to engage rooms; for 
I can assure you that you will have a hard chance; 
the baths are very full.' 

‘And how do you get there, Essper ? ' asked Vivian. 

‘Those are subjects on which I never speak,' 
answered the conjurer, with a solemn air. 

‘ But have you all your stock in trade with you, my 
good fellow ? Where is the Mystery ? ' 

‘Sold, sir, sold! I never keep to anything long: 
Variety is the mother of Enjoyment. At Ems I shall 
not be a conjurer : but I never part with my box. It 
takes no more room than one of those medicine chests 
which I dare say you have got with you in your carriage 
to wop up your couple of shattered constitutions.' 

‘By Jove I you are a merry impudent fellow,' said 
the Baron; ‘and if you like to get up behind my 
britzska, you may.' 

‘No; I carry my own box and my own body, and I 
shall be at Ems to-morrow in time enough to receive 
your lordships.' 
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CHAPTER V 

In a delightful valley of Nassau, formed by the pictur- 
esque windings of the Taunus Mountains, and on the 
banks of the noisy liver Lahn, stands a vast brick pile, of 
irregular architecture, which nearly covers an acre of 
ground. This building was formerly a favourite palace 
of the ducal house of Nassau; but the present prince 
had thought it proper to let out the former residence of 
his family as an hotel for the accommodation of the 
company, who in season frequent this the most lovely 
spot in his lovely little duchy. This extensive building 
contains two hundred and thirty rooms, and eighty 
baths; and these apartments, which are under the 
management of an official agent, who lives in the 
‘Princely Bathing House,' for such is its present 
dignified title, are to be engaged at fixed prices, 
which are marked over the doors. All the rooms in 
the upper storey of the Princely Bathing House open 
on, or are almost immediately connected with, a long 
corridor, which extends the whole length of the 
building. The ground floor, besides the space occupied 
by the baths, also affords a spacious promenade* 
arched with stone, and surrounded with stalls, behind 
which are marshalled venders of all the i^ssible 
articles which can be required by the necessities of 
the frequenters of a watering-place. There you are 
greeted by the jeweller of the Palais Royal, and the 
marchande de mode of the Rue de la Paix; the print- 
seller from Manheim, and the china-dealer from 
Dresden; and other small speculators in the various 
fancy articles which abound in Vienna, Berlin^ Geneva, 
Basle, Strasburgh, and Lausanne; such as 
costumes of Swiss peasantry, crosses of Mont 
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crystal, and all varieties of national bipuierie. All 
things may here be sold, save those which administer 
to the nourishment of the body, or the pleasure of the 
palate. Let not those of my readers, who have already 
planned a trip to the sweet vales of the Taunus, be 
frightened by this last sentence. At Ems ‘eatables 
and drinkables are excellent, and abounding'; but 
they are solely supplied by the restaurateur, who 
farms the monopoly from the Duke. This gentleman, 
who is a pupil of Beauvillier's, and who has conceived 
an exquisite cuisine, by adding to the lighter graces 
of French cookery something of the more solid virtues 
of the German, presides in a saloon of vast size and 
magnificent decoration; in which, during the season, 
upwards of three hundred persons frequent the Table 
d*H6te. It is the etiquette at Ems, that, however 
distinguished or however humble the rank of the 
visitors, their fare and their treatment must be alike. 
In one of the most aristocratic countries in the world, 
the sovereign prince and his tradesman subject may 
be found seated in the morning at the same board, 
and eating from the same dish; as in the evening 
they may be seen staking on the same colour at the 
gaming-table, and sharing in the same interest at the 
Rcdoute. 

The situation of Ems is delightful. The mountains 
which form the valley are not, as in Switzerland, so 
elevated that they confine the air, or seem to impede 
the facility of breathing. In their fantastic forms, 
the J)icturesque is not lost in the monotonous; and in 
the rich covering <5f their various woods, the admiring 
finds, at the same time, beauty and repose. 
C)pposite the ancient palace, on the banks of the Lahn. 
are the gardens. In these, in a pavilion, a band of 
musicians seldom cease from enchanting the visiters 
by their execution of the most favourite specimens of 
German and Italian music. Numberless acacia 
iarbours, and retired sylvan seats, are here to be foundi 
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where the student, or the contemplative, may seek 
refuge from the noise of his more gay companions, 
and the tedium of eternal conversation. In these 
gardens, also, are the billiard-room, and another 
saloon, in which each night meet, not merely those 
who are interested in the mysteries of rouge et noir and 
the chances of roulette, but, in general, the whole of 
the company, male and female, who are frequenting 
the baths. In quitting the gardens for a moment, we 
must not omit mentioning the interesting booth of 
our friend the restaurateur, where coffee, clear and 
hot, and exquisite confectionery, are never wanting. 
Nor should we forget the glittering pennons of the gay 
boats which ghde along the Lahn; nor the handsome 
donkeys, who, with their white saddles and red 
bridles, seem not unworthy of the princesses whom 
they sometimes bear. The gardens, with an alley of 
lime-trees, which are farther on, near the banks of the 
river, afford easy promenades to the sick and debili- 
tated; but the more robust and active need not fear 
monotony in the valley of the Lahn. If they sigh for 
the champaign country, they can climb the wild 
passes of the encircling mountains, and from their tops 
enjoy the most magnificent views of the Rhine-land. 
There they may gaze on that mighty river, flowing 
through the prolific plain, which, at the same time, 
it nourishes and adorns — bounded on each side by 
mountains of every form, clothed with wood, br 
crowned with castles. Or, if they fear the fatigues of 
the ascent, they may wander farther up the valley, 
and in the wild dells, romantic forests, and gray ruins 
of Stein and Nassau, conjure up tlie old times of feudal 
tyranny when the forest was the only free land; and 
be who outraged the laws, the only one who did not 
sufier from their authority. 

B(^es the Princely Bathing House, 1 must mention 
that there .was another old and extensive buUding 
Ijeair it, which, in very full seasons^ .also accommodated 
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visitors on the same system as the palace. At present 
this adjoining building was solely occupied by a 
Russian Grand-Duke, who had engaged it for the 
season. 

Such is a slight description of Ems, a place almost 
of unique character; for it is a watering-place with 
every convenience, luxury, and accommodation; and 
yet without shops, streets, or houses. 

The Baron and Vivian were fortunate in finding 
rooms, for the Baths were very full ; the extraordinary 
beauty of the weather having occasioned a very early 
season. They found themselves at the baths early on 
the morning after their arrival at Coblentz, and at 
three o’clock in the same day had taken their places 
at the dinner-table in the great saloon. At the long 
table upwards of two hundred and fifty guests were 
assembled, of different nations, and of very different 
characters. There was the cunning intriguing Greek, 
who served well his imperial master the Russian. 
The order of the patron saint of Moscow, and the 
glittering stars of other nations which sparkled on his 
green uniform, told how well he had laboured for the 
mterest of all other countries except his own; but his 
clear pale complexion, his delicately-trimmed mus- 
tachio, his Ipfty forehead, his arched eyebrow, and his 
Eastern eye, recalled to the traveller, in spite of his 
b^barian trappings, the fine countenances of the 
AEgean; and became :: ibVm which apparently might 
have struggled in Thermo j!?ylae. Next to him was the 
Austrian mploinatist, the \ Sosia of all cabinets; in 
Whose gay r^ddress and rattling conversation you 
cotild hardly rtcognise the ^phisticcil defender of un- 
authorised invasion, and the subtle inventor of Holy 
Alliances /and tmperial Leagues. Then came the 
ri^ frqu Frankfort, or the prosperous mer- 
chant Amburg; who, with his wife and 

daughlem, werJ seeking some recreation from his 
flourishftr counmer-house, in the sylvan gaieties of a 

V.G 1 
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German bathing-place. Flirting with these, was an 
adventurous dancing-master from Paris, whose .pro- 
fession at present was kept in the background, and 
whose well-curled black hair, diamond pin, and 
frogged coat, hinted at the magnifico incog, and also 
enabled him, if he did not choose in time to follow 
his own profession, to pursue another one, which be 
had also studied, in the profitable mystery of the 
Redoute. There were many other individuals, whose 
commonplace appearance did not reveal a character 
which perhaps they did not possess. There were 
officers in all uniforms — and there were some uniforms 
without officers. But all looked perfectly comme il 
faut, and on the whole very select; and if the great 
persons endeavoured for a moment to forget their 
dignity, still these slight improprieties were amply 
made up by the affected dignity of those little persons 
who had none to forget. 

' And how like you the Baths of Ems ? ' the Baron 
asked of Vivian; ‘we shall get better seats to-morrow, 
and perhaps be among those whom you shall know, I 
see many friends and some agreeable ones. In tjbe 
meantime, you must make a good dinner to-day, and 
I will amuse you, and assist your digestion by putting 
you up to some of the characters with whom you am 
dining.' , 

At this moment a party entered the room, wIlP 
were rather late in their apmajance, but who attracted 
the attention of Vivian. Tphe gf\PI) consisted of three 
persons; a very good-looidna young 
ported on each arm a fenfial^^The laiv 
arm was apparently of ahiout/^e-and-tv^^^y of 

age. She was. of majestifc st^re; hejfr 
untinged purity. Her features were, like 
ceptions of Grecian scullptors, which/ in 
despondency, we sometimes believe to be 
full eyes were of the deep-blufe as a 
lake, and gleamed ’ from^under th^ long ^ 
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that purest of waters beneath its frin^g sedge. Her 
brown light hair was braided from her highforehead, and 
hung in long full curls over her neck; the mass gathered 
up into a Grecian knot, and confined by a bandeau 
01 cameos. She wore a dress of black velvet, whose 
folding drapery was confined round a waist which 
was in exact S5mimetry with the proportions of her 
full bust and the polished roundness of her bending 
neck. The countenance of the lady was dignified, 
without’any expression of pride; and reserved, without 
any of the harshness of austerity. In gazing on her, 
the enraptured spectator for a moment believed that 
Minerva had forgotten her severity, and had entered 
into a delightful rivalry with Venus. 

Her companion was much younger, not so tall, and 
of slender form. The long cresses of her chestnut 
hair shaded her oval face. Her small aquiline nose, 
bright hazel eyes, delicate mouth, and the deep colour 
of her lips, were as remarkable as the transparency of 
her complexion. The flush of her cheek was singular 
— ^it was of a brilliant pink : you may find it in th6 lip 
of an Indian shell. The blue veins played beneath 
her arched forehead, like lightning beneath a rainbow. 
She was dressed in white, and a damask rose, half hid 
in her clustering hair, was her only ornament. This 
lovely creature glided by Vivian Grey almost un- 
noticed, so fixed was his gaze on her companion. Yet, 
magnificent as was the style of Lady Madeleine Trevor, 
there were few who preferred even her commanding 
graces to the softer beauties of Violet Fane. 

This party having passed Vivian, proceeded to the 
to|) of the room, where places had been kept for them. 
Vivian's eye watched them till they were lost among 
aiirrounding visitors : their peculiar loveliness could 
not deceive him. 

^English, no doubt,’ observed he to the Baron; 'who 
can they be ? ' ^ ^ 

^ I have not the least idea — that is, I do not exactly 
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know — I think they are English/ answered the Bacon, 
in so confused a manner that Vivian rather stared. 
After musing a moment, the Baron recovered himself. 

' The unexpected sight of a face we feel that we know, 
and yet cannot immediately recognise, is extremely 
annoying — ^it is almost agitating. They are English; 
the lady in black is Lady Madeleine Trevor; I knew her 
in Ix)ndon.' 

* And the gentleman ? * asked Vivian ; ' is the 

gentleman Mr Trevor ? ' 

‘No; Trevor, poor Trevor is dead, I think — ^is, I am 
sure, dead. That, I am confident, is not he. He was of 
the family, and was in office when I was in Eng- 

land. It was in my diplomatic capacity that I first 
became acquainted with him. Lady Madeleine was, 
and, as you see, is, a charming woman — a very charm- 
woman is Lady Madeleine Trevor.' 

' And the young lady with her ? ' 

‘And the young lady with her — I cannot exactly 
say — I do not exactly know. Her face is familiar to 
me, and yet I cannot remember her name. She must 
have been very young, as you may see, when I was in 
England; she cannot now be above eighteen. Miss 
Fane must therefore have been very young when I was 
in England. Miss Fane ! how singular I should have 
recalled her name ! That is her name — Violet Fane — 
a cousin or some relation of Lady Madeleine : good 
family. Will you have some soup ? ' 

Whether it were from not being among his friends, 
or some other cause, the Baron was certainly not in his 
usual spirits this day at dinne^^ Conversation, which 
with him was generally as easy as it was brilliant — 
like a fountain at the same time sparkling and fluent — 
was evidently constrained. For a few minutes he 
talked very fast, and was then uncommunicative, 
absent, and dull. He moreover drank a great deal of 
wine, which was not his custom; but the grape did 
not inspire him, Vivian found amusem^t in his next 
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neighbour, a forward, bustling man, clever in his talk, 
very fine, but rather vulgar. He was the manager of a 
company of Austrian actors, and had come to Ems on 
the chance of forming an engagement for his troop, 
who generally performed at Vienna. He had been 
successful in his adventure, the Arch-duke having 
engaged the whole band at the New House, and in a 
few days the troop were to arrive; at which time, the 
manager was to drop the character of a travelling 
gentleman, and cease to dine at the Table d'H6te of 
Ems. From this man Vivian learnt that Lady Made- 
leine Trevor had been at the baths for some time before 
the season commenced : that at present hers was the 
party which, from its long stay and eminent rank, 
gave the tone to the amusements of the place; the 
influential circle which those who have frequented 
watering-places have often observed, and which may 
be seen at Ems, Spa, or Pyrmont, equally as at 
Harrogate, Tunbridge Wells, or Cheltenham, 
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CHAPTER VI 

When dinner was finished the party broke up, and 
most of them assembled in the gardens. The Baron, 
whose countenance had assumed its wonted cheer- 
fulness, and who excused his previous dullness by the 
usual story of a sudden headache, proposed to Vivian 
to join the promenade. The gardens were very full, 
and the Baron recognised many of his acquaintance. 

‘ My dear Colonel — ^who possibly expected to meet 
you here ? why 1 did you dine in the saloon ? I only 
arrived this morning — this is my friend, Mr Grey — 
Colonel von Trumpetson.* 

'An Englishman, I believe/ said the Colonel, bowing. 
He was a starch militaire, with a blue frock coat 
buttoned up to his chin, a bald head with a few gray 
hairs, and long thin mustachios like a mandarin's. 
‘An Enghshman, I believe; pray, sir, will you inform, 
me whether the household troops in England wear 
the Marboeuf cuirass ? ' 

'Sir !' said Vivian. 

'I esteem myself particularly fortunate in thus 
meeting with an English gentleman. It was only at 
dinner to-day that a controversy arose between Major 
von Musquetoon and the Prince of Buttonstein on 
this point. As I said to the Prince, you may argue 
for ever, for at present we cannot decide the fact. 
How little did I think when I parted from the Major, 
that, in a few minutes I should be able to settle the 
question beyond a doubt. I esteem myself particularly 
fortunate in meeting with an EnglisWan.' 

'I regret to say. Colonel, that the question is one 
that I cannot decide.' 

‘Sir, I wish you good morning,' said the Colonet 
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very dryly; and, staring keenly at Vivian, he walked 
away. 

'He is good enough to fight, I suppose,’ said the 
Baron, with a smile and a shrug of the shoulders, 
which seemed to return thanks to Providence for having 
been educated in the civil service. 

At this moment Lady Madeleine Trevor, leaning on 
the arm of the same gentleman, passed, and tlie Baron 
bowed. The bow was coldly returned. 

‘You know her ladyship, then ! — ^well ! ' 

' I did know her,’ said the Baron, ‘but I see from her 
bow that I am at present in no very high favour. The 
truth is, she is a charming woman, but I never expected 
to see%er in Germany, and there was some little 
commission of hers which I neglected — some little 
order for Eau de Cologne — or a message about -a 
worked pocket-handkerchief, which I utterly forgot; 
and then I never wrote; and you know, Grey, that 
these little sins of omission are never forgiven by 
women.’ 

‘ My dear friend, De Konigstein — one pinch 1 one 
pinch ! ’ chirped out a little old odd-looking man, with 
a very poudre head, and dressed in a costume in which 
the glories of the vieille cour seemed to retire with 
reluctance. A diamond ring twinkled on the snuffy 
hand, which was encircled by a rich ruffle of dirty lace. 
The brown coat was not modem, and yet not quite 
sudi a one as was worn by its master, when he went 
to see the King dine in public at Versailles, before the 
Revolution : large silver buckles still adorned the 
Wdl-polished shoes; and silk stockings, whose hue 
was originally black, were picked out, with clock-work 
of gold. 

!* My dear Marquess — I am most happy to see you; 
will you try the boulangero ? ’ 

/With pleasure — a-a-h I what a box! a Louis^ 
Quatoise, 1 think ? ’ 

no; by no means so old,' 
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'Pardon me, my dear De Konigstein — I think a 
Louis-Quatorze.* 

‘ I bought it in Sicily/ 

‘A-a-hr slowly exclaimed the little man, shaking 
his head. 

'Well, good afternoon,* said the Baron, passing on. 

‘My dear De Konigstein — one pinch; you have 
often said you have a particular regard for me.* 

‘ My dear Marquess ! ' 

' A-a-h ! I thought so — you have often said you 
would serve me, if possible.' 

'My dear Marquess, be brief/ 

‘ A-a-h ! I will — there's a cursed crusty old Prussian 
officer here — one Colonel de Trumpetson.' 

' Well, what can I do ? you are surely not going to 
fight him I ' 

‘A-a-h ! no, no — I wish you to speak to him.' 

‘Well, what?' 

'He takes snuff.' 

‘ What is that to me ? ' 

‘ He has got a box.' 

‘Well!' 

‘It is a Louis-Quatorze — could not you get it for 
me ? ' 

'Good morning to you,' said the Baron, pulling on 
Vivian. 

‘You have had the pleasure. Grey, of meeting thig 
afternoon two men who have each only one id^. 
Colonel von Trumpetson and the Marquess de la 
Tabati^re are equally tiresome. But are they more 
tiresome than any other man who always speaks on 
the same subject ? We are more irritable, but not 
more wearied, with a man who is alwa}^ thinking of 
the pattern of a button-hole, or the shape of a snuff- 
box, than with one who is always talking about 
pictures, or chemistry, or politics. The true l;xwe fa 
man who thinks the world is only interested in 
lubject/ because he himself can only comprehend one/ 
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Here Lady Madeleine f^assed again; and this time 
the Baron's eyes were fixed on the ground. 

A buzz and a bustle at the other end of the gardens, 
to which the Baron and Vivian were advancing, 
announced the entry of the Grand-Duke. His Imperial 
Highness was a tall man, with a quick, piercing eye, 
which was prevented from giving to his countenance 
the expression of intellect which it otherwise would 
have done by the dull and almost brutal effect of his 
flat, Calmuck nose. He was dressed in a plain, green 
uniform, adorned by a single star; but his tightened 
waist, his stiff stock, and the elaborate attention 
which had evidently been bestowed upon his mus- 
tachio, denoted the military fop. The Grand-Duke 
was accompanied by three or four stiff and stately- 
looking personages, in whom the severity of the 
martinet seemed sunk in the servility of the aide-de- 
camp. 

The Baron bowed very low to the Prince, as he 
drew near, and His Highness, taking off his cocked-hat 
with an appearance of cordial condescension, made a 
full stop. The silent gentlemen in the rear, who had 
not anticipated this suspense in their promenade, 
almost foundered on the heels of their royal master; 
and frightened at the imminency of the profanation, 
forgot their stiff pomp in a precipitate retreat of half 
a 3rard. 

* Baron,' said His Highness, 'why have I not seen 
you at the New House ? ' 

*1 have but this moment arrived, may it please 
yotir Imperial Highness.’ 

‘Your companion?' continued the Grand-Duke, 
pointing very graciously to Vivian. 

'My intimate friend, my fellow-traveller, and an 
Eiigfehman. May I have the honour of presenting 
Mr Grey to your Imperial Highness ? ’ 

friends of the Baron von Konigstein I shall 
feel great pleasure in having presented to moi 
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Sir, I feel great pleasure in having you presented to 
me. Sir, you ought to be proud of thejiame of English- 
man — sir, the English are a noble nation — sir, I have 
the highest respect for the English nation ! ' 

Vivian of course bowed very low; and of course 
made a very proper speech on the occasion, which, 
as all speeches of that kind should be, was very 
dutiful and quite inaudible. 

'And what news from Berlin, Baron ? Let us move 
on,' and the Baron turned with the Grand-Duke. The 
silent gentlemen, settling their mustachios, followed 
in the rear. For about half an hour anecdote after 
anecdote, scene after scene, caricature after caricature, 
were poured out with prodigal expenditure for the 
amusement of the Prince, who did nothing during 
the exhibition but smile, stroke his whiskers, and at 
the end of the best stories fence with his forefinger at 
the Baron's side — ^with a gentle laugh, and a mock 
shake of the head — and a 'Eh ! Von Konigstein, you're 
too bad 1 ' Here Lady Madeleine Trevor passed again, 
and the Grand-Duke's hat nearly touched the ground. 
He received a most gracious bow. 

'Finish the story about Salvinski, Baron, and then 
I will present you for a reward to the most lovely 
creature in existence — a countrywoman of your 
friend — Lady Madeleine Trevor.' 

‘I have the honour of a slight acquaintance with 
her,' said the Baron; 'I had the pleasure of knowing 
her in England.' 

' Indeed ! Fortunate mortal ! I see she has stopped 
— talking to some stranger. Let us turn and join her.' 

The Grand-Duke and the two friends accordin|^y 
turned, and of course the silent gentlemen in the t«ar 
followed with due precision. 

' Lady Madeleine I ' said the Grand-Duke, ‘ I flattei^ 
myself for a moment that I might have had the hopof^ 
of presenting to you a gentleman for whom I tj^e a 
esteem; but he has proved to me that he is more 



VIVIAN GREY 


267 

fortunate than myself, since he had the honour before 
me of an acquaintance with Lady Madeleine Trevor/ 

‘I have not forgotten Baron von Konigstein/ said 
her ladyship with a serious air ; ‘may I ask liis High- 
ness how he prospered in his negotiation with the 
Austrian troop ? * 

‘ Perfectly successful ! Inspired by your ladyship's 
approbation, my steward has really done wonders. 
He almost deserves a diplomatic appointment for the 
talent which he has sho^vn; but what should I do with- 
out Cracowsky ? Lady Madeleine, can you conceive 
what I should do without Cracowsky ? ’ 

‘Not in the least/ 

‘Cracowsky is everything to me. It is impossible 
to say what Cracowsky is to me. I owe everything to 
Cracowsky. To Cracowsky I owe being here.' The 
Grand-Duke bowed very low, for this eulogium on 
his steward also conveyed a compliment to her lady- 
ship. The Grand-Duke was certainly right in believing 
that he owed his summer excursion to Ems to his 
steward. That wily Pole regularly every year put his 
Imperial master's summer excursion up to auction, 
and according to the biddings of the proprietors of the 
chief baths, did he take care that his master regulated 
his visit. The restaurateur of Ems, in collusion with 
the official agent of the Duke of Nassau, were fortunate 
this season in having the Grand-Duke knocked down 
to them. 

'May I flatter myself that Miss Fane feels herself 
better ? ' asked the Grand-Duke. 

‘She certainly does feel herself better, but my 
anxiety about her does not decrease. In her illness 
ajmarent convalescence is sometimes as alarming as 
sunadng.' 

/The Grand-Duke continued by the side of Lady 
Madeleine for about twenty minutes, seizing every 
opiportunity of uttering, in the most courtly tone, inane 
compliments; and then trusting that he might soon 
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have her ladyship’s opinion respecting the Austrian 
troop at the New House; and that Von Konigstein 
and his English friend would not delay letting him see 
them there, His Imperial Highness, foUowed by his 
silent suite, left the gardens. 

* I am afraid Lady Madeleine must have almost mis- 
taken me for a taciturn lord chamberlain,' said the 
Baron, occupying immediately the Grand-Duke’s 
vacated side. 

‘Baron von Konigstein must be very changed, if 
silence be imputed to him as a fault,' said Lady 
Madeleine. 

‘Baron von Konigstein is very much changed since 
last he had the pleasure of conversing with Lady 
Madeleine Trevor; more changed than she will perhaps 
believe; more changed than he can sometimes himself 
believe; I hope that he will not be less acceptable to 
Lady Madeleine Trevor because he is no longer rash, 
passionate, and unthinking; because he has learnt to 
live more for others and less for himself.' 

‘Baron von Konigstein does indeed appear changed; 
since, by his own account, he has become, in a very few 
vears, a being in whose existence philosophers scarcely 
believe — a perfect man.' 

‘My self-conceit has been so often reproved by you, 
that I will not apologise for a quality which I almost 
flattered myself I no longer possessed; but you will 
excuse, 1 am sure, one who in zealous haste to prove 
liimself amended, has, I fear, almost shown that he has 
deceived himself,’ 

Some strange thoughts occurred to Vivian, while 
this conversation was taking place. ‘Is this a womajpi,. 
to resent the neglect of an order for Eau de Cologne,? 
My dear von Konigstein, you are a very pleasant fellow^ 
but this is not the way men apologise for the nQn^ 
purchase of a pocket-handkerchief ! ' 

‘ Have you been long at Ems ? ' inquired the Baroi]^. 
with an air of great deference. i 



VIVIAN GREY 


269 

' Nearly a month : we are travelling in consequence 
of the ill-health of a relation. It was our intention to 
have gone on to Pisa, but our physician, in consequence 
of the extreme heat of the summer, is afraid of the 
fatigue of travelling, and has recommended Ems. The 
air between these mountains is very soft and pure, and 
I have no reason to regret at present that we have not 
advanced farther on our journey/ 

*The lady who was with your party at dinner is, I 
fear, your invalid. She certainly does not look like 
one. I think,' said the Baron, with an effort, *T think 
that her face is not unknown to me. It is difficult, 

even after so many years, to mistake Miss ' 

‘Fane — ' said Lady Madeleine firmly; for it seemed 
that the Baron required a little assistance at the end 
of his sentence. 

‘ Ems,' returned his Excellency, with great rapidity 
of utterance— Ems is a charming place — at least to 
me. I have, within these few years, quite recurred to 
the feelings of my boyhood ; nothing to me is more 
disgustingly w^earisome than the gay bustle of a city. 
My present diplomatic appointment at Frankfort 
ensures a constant life among the most charming scenes 
of nature. Naples, which was offered to me, I refused. 
Eight years ago I should have thought an appointment 
at Naples a Paradise on earth.' 

‘You must indeed be changed.' 

‘ How beautiful is the vicinity of the Rhine ! I have 
passed within these three days, for almost the twentieth 
time in my life, through the Rheingau; and yet how 
ft^h, and lovely, and novel, seemed aH its various 
beauties ! My young travelling companion is en- 
thusiastic about this gem of Germany. He is one of 
your ladyship's countrymen. Might I take the liberty 
of presenting to you — ^Mr Grey I ' 
iiady Madeleine, as if it could now no longer be 
postponed, introduced to the two gentlenten her 
mother, Mr St George, This gentleman, who, dwing 
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the whole previous conversation, had kept his head in 
a horizontal position, looking neither to the right nor 
to the left, and apparently unconscious that any one 
was conversing with his sister, because, according to 
the English custom, he was not introduced — now 
suddenly turned round, and welcomed his acquaintance 
with cordiality. 

‘Mr Grey,' asked her ladyship, 'are you of Dorset- 
shire ? ' 

'My mother is a Dorsetshire woman; her family 
name is Vivian, which name I also bear.' 

‘Then I think we are longer acquainted than we 
have been introduced. I met your father at Sir 
Hargrave Vivian's last Christmas. He spoke of you 
in those terms that make me glad that I have met his 
son. You have been long from England, I think ? ' 

‘Nearly a year and a half.' 

The Baron had resigned his place by Lady Made- 
leine, and was already in close conversation with Mr 
St George, from whose arm Lady Madeleine was 
disengaged. No one acted the part of Asmodeus with 
greater spirit than His Excellency; and the secret 
history of every person whose secret history could be 
amusing delighted Mr St George. 

'There,' said the Baron, 'goes the son of an un- 
known father; his mother followed the camp, and her 
offspring was early initiated in the mysteries of military 
petty larceny. As he grew up he became the most 
skilful plunderer that ever rifled the dying of both 
sides. Before he was twenty he followed the army as 
a petty chapman, and amassed an excellent fortune 
by re-acquiring after a battle the very goods and 
trinkets which he had sold at an immense price before 
it- Such a wretch could do nothing but prosper, and 
in due time the sutler's brat became a Commissary- 
general. He made millions in a period of genem 
starvation, and cleared at least a hundred thorns^ 
dollars by embezzling the shoe leather daring 
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a letreat. He is now a Baron, covered with orders, 
and his daughters are married to some of our first 
nobles. There goes a Polish Count, who is one of the 
greatest gamblers in Christendom. In the same 
season he lost to a Russian general, at one game of 
chess, his chief castle and sixteen thousand acres of 
woodland : and recovered himself on another game, 
on which he won off a Turkish Pasha one hundred 
and eighty thousand leopard slcins. The Turk, who 
was a man of strict honour, paid the Count, by em- 
bezzling the tribute in kind of the province he governed; 
and as on quarter-day he could not, of course, make up 
his accounts with the Divan, he joined the Greeks.' 

While the Baron was entertaining Mr St George, 
the conversation between Lady Madeleine and Vivian 
proceeded. 

*Your father expressed great disappointment to 
me at his being prevented paying you a visit. Do you 
not long to see him ? ' 

‘More than I can express. Did you think him in 
good spirits ? ' 

‘Generally so; as cheerful as all fathers can be 
without their only son/ 

‘ Did he complain then of my absence ? ' 

‘He regretted it.' 

‘I linger in Germany with the hope of seeing him; 
otherwise I should have now been much farther 
south* Do you find Sir Hargrave as amusing as 
ever ? ' 

‘When is he otherwise than the most delightful of 
old men ? Sir Hargrave is one of my great favourites, 
I should like to persuade you to return, and see them 
all. Cannot you fancy Chester Grange very beautiful 
UOfW ? Albert ! ' said her ladyship, turning to her 
brother, 'what is the number of our apartments? 
Mr Grey, the sun has now disappeared, and 1 fear the 
night air among these mountains. We have hardly 
ypt Ssummer nights, though we certainly have sumn^r 
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days. We shall be happy to see you at our roonys.' 
So saying, bowing very cordially to Vivian, and coldly 
to the Baron, Lady Madeleine left the gardens. 

* There goes the most delightful woman in the world,' 
said the Baron ; ‘ how fortunate that you know her ! 
for really, as you might have observed, I have no great 
claims on her indulgent notice. I was certainly very 
wild in England; but then, young men, you know. 
Grey j and I did not leave a card, or call, before I 
went; and the luiglish are very stiff and precise about 
those things; and the Trevors had been very kind to 
me. I think we had better take a little coffee now; 
and then, if you like, we will just stroll into the 
Redoute/ 

In a brilliantly illuminated saloon, adorned with 
Corinthian columns and casts from some of the most 
famous antique statues, assembled, between nine and 
ten o'clock in the evening, many of the visitors at 
Ems. On each side of the room was placed a long 
narrow table, one of which was covered with green 
baize, and unattended; while the variously-coloured 
leathern surface of the other was closely surrounded by 
an interested crowd. Behind this table stood two 
individuals of different appearance. The first was a 
short, thick man, whose only business was dealing 
certain portions of playing cards with quick succession, 
one after the other; and as the fate of the table was 
decided by this process, did his companion, a very tall, 
thin man, throw various pieces of money upon certain 
stakes, which were deposited by the b5^tanders on 
different parts of the table; or, which was much oftener 
the case, with a silver rake with a long ebony handle, 
sweep into a large enclosure near him the scattered 
sums. This enclosure was called the Bank, and the 
mysterious ceremony in which these persons were 
assisting was the celebrated game of Rouge-et-^Noir: 
A deep silence was strictly preserved by those who 
imm^ately surrounded the table; no voice was 
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hpard, save that of the little, short, stout dealer; 
when, without an expression of the least interest, he 
seemed mechanically to announce the fate of the 
different colours. No other sound was heard, except 
th^ jingle of the dollars and Napoleons, and the 
ominous rake of the tall, thin banker. The counten- 
ances of those who were hazarding their money were 
grave and gloomy : their eyes were fixed, their brows 
contracted, and their lips projected; and yet there was 
an evident effort visible, to show that they were both 
easy and unconcerned. Each player held in his hand 
a small piece of pasteboard, on which, with a steel 
pricker, he marked the run of the cards; in order, 
from his observations, to regulate liis own play : the 
Rouge-et-Noir player imagines that Chance is not 
capricious. Those who were not interested in the 
game promenaded in two lines within the tables; or, 
seated in recesses between the ])illars, formed small 
parties for conversation. 

* I suppose we must throw away a dollar or two ? ' 
said the 13 aron, as he walked up to the table. 

‘ My dear De Konigstein — one pinch ! ' 

‘ Ah 1 Marquess, what fortune to-night ? ' 

*Bad! I have lost my Napoleon: I never risk 
further. There is that cursed crustly old De Trumpet- 
son, persisting, as usual, in his run of bad luck; because 
he never will give in. Trust me, my dear De Konig- 
stein, it will end in his ruin; and then, if there be a sale 
of his effects, I chall, perhaps, get his snuff-box — 
a-a-hr 

‘Come, shall I throw down a couple of Napoleons 
on joint account ? I do not care much for play my- 
self; but I suppose, at Ems, we must make up our 
minds to lose a few Louis. Here I now, for the red — 
joint account, mind ! ' 

‘Done!* 

‘There's the Grand-Duke I Let us go and make our 
bow; we need not stick at the table as if our whole 
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soul were staked with our crown-pieces/ So sa3dn|;, 
the gentlemen walked up to the top of the room. 

' Why, Grey ! Surely no — ^it cannot be — and yet it 
is. De Boeffleurs, how d'ye do ? * said the Baron, witii 
a face beaming with joy, and a hearty shake of the 
hand. ‘My dear fellow, how did you manage to get 
off so soon ? I thought you were not to be here for a 
fortnight : we only arrived ourselves to-day.' 

‘Yes — but I have made an arrangement which I did 
not anticipate; and so I posted after you at once. 
Whom do you think I have brought with me ? ' 

‘Who?' 

‘Salvinski.^ 

‘ Ah ! And the Count ? ' 

‘Follows immediately. I expect him to-morrow or 
next day. Salvinski is talking to the Grand-Duke; 
and see, he beckons to me. I suppose I am going to be 
presented.' 

The Chevalier moved forward, followed by the 
Baron and Vivian. 

‘ Any friend of Prince Salvinski I shall always have 

5 reat pleasure in having presented to me. Chevalier, 
feel ^reat pleasure in having you presented to me. 
Chevalier, you ought to be proud of the name of 
Frenchman. Chevalier, the French are a great nation. 
Chevalier, I have the highest respect for the French 
nation.' 

‘The most subtile diplomatist,' thought Vivian, as 
he recalled to mind his own introduction, ‘would be 
puzzled to decide to which interest his Imperial 
Hirfmess leans.' 

The Grand-Duke now entered into conversaticm 
with the Prince, and most of the circle who surrounded 
him. As His Imperial Highness was addressing Vivian, 
the Baron let slip our hero's arm, and taking that of 
the Chevalier de Boeffleurs, began walldng up and 
down the room with him, and was soon engaged in 
animated conversation. In a few minutes the Grand- 
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Duke, bowinp; to his circle, made a move, and regained 
the side of > a Saxon lady, from whose interesting 
dompany he had been disturbed by the arrival of 
Prince Salvinski — an individual of whose long stories 
and dull romances the Grand-Duke had, from ex- 
perience, a particular dread : but His Highness was 
always very; courteous to the Poles. 

‘ Grey, I Have dispatched De Boeffleurs to the house 
to instruct his servant and Ernstorff to do the im- 
possible, in order that our rooms may be all together. 
You will be delighted with De Boeffleurs when you 
know him, and I expect you to be great friends. By 
the bye, his unexpected arrival has quite made us 
forget our venture at Rouge-et-Noir. Of course we 
are too late now for anything; even if we had been 
fortunate, our stake, remaining on the table, is, of 
course, lost : we may as well, however, walk up.* So 
saying, the Baron reached the table.* 

‘That is your Excellency*s stake I that is your 
Excellency*s stake ! ' exclaimed many voices as he 
came up. 

‘What li the matter, my friends ? * asked the Baron 
very calm.y. 

‘ There lias been a run on the red I there has been a 
run on t le red ! and your Excellency's stake has 
doubled each lime. It has been 4 — 8 — 16 — 32 — 64 — 
128 — 256 — and now it is 512 ! * quickly rattled a little 
thin man in spectacles, pointing at the same time to 
his unparalleled line of punctures. This was one of 
those officious, noisy little men, who are always ready 
to give you unasked information; and who axe never 
so happy as when they are watching over the interest 
of some stranger, who never thanks them for their 
unnecessary solicitude. 

: Vivian, in spite of his philosophy, felt the excitement 
of the moment. He looked at the Baron, whose 
countenance, however, was perfectly unmoved., 

‘It seems,' said he, very coolly, ‘we are in luck/ 
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'The stake, then, is not all your own ? ! very eagerly 
asked the little man in spectacles. ; 

'No, part of it is yours, sir,' answere^ii the Baron 
very dryly. 

'I am going to deal/ said the short, ^ thick man 
behind. 'Is the board cleared ? * 

'Your Excellency, then, allows the stake-to remain ? ' 
inquired the tall, thin banker, with affected non- 
chalance. 

‘Oh! certainly,' said the Baron, with, real non- 
chalance. 

'Three — eight — fourteen — twenty-four — thirty- 
four. Rouge 34 / 

All crowded nearer; the table was surroanded five 
or six deep, for the wonderful run of lucjc had got 
wind, and nearly the whole room were round the table. 
Indeed, the Grand-Duke and Saxon lady, an(d of course 
the silent suite, were left alone at the upper 'part of the 
room. The tall banker did not conceal his agitation. 
Even the short, stout dealer ceased to be a machine. 
All looked anxious except the Baron. Vivian looked 
at the table ; his Excellency watched, with a keen eye, 
the little dealer. No one even breathed as the cards 
descended — ‘Ten — twenty — (here the countenance of 
the banker brightened) — twenty-two — twqnty-five — 
twenty-bight — thirty-one — Noir 31. The ba, k's broke; 
no more play to-night. The Roulette taole opens 
immediately.' 

In spite of the great interest which had been excited, 
nearly the whole crowd, without waiting to congratulate 
the Baron, rushed to the opposite side of tne room, in 
order to secure places at the Roulette table. 

' Put these five hundred and twelve Napoleons into a 
bag/ said the Baron; ‘Grey, this is your share. With 
regard to the other half, Mr Hermann, what bills have 
you got ? ’ 

‘Two on Gogel of Frankfort; for two hundred and 
fiftjf, each, and these twelve Napoleons will make it 
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right,’ said the tall banker, as he opened a large black 
pocket-book, from which he took out two small bits 
of paper. Tlie Baron examined tliein, and after having 
seen them endorsed, put them into his pocket, not 
forgetting the twelve Napoleons; and then taking 
Vivian’s arm, and regretting extremely that he should 
have the trouble of carrying such a weight, he wished 
Mr Hermann a very good night and success at his 
Roulette, and walked with his companion quietly 
home. Thus passed a day at Ems ! 
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CHAPTER VII 

On the following morning, Vivian met with his friend 
Essper George, behind a small stall in the Bazaar. 

' Wdl, my lord, what do you wish ? Here are Eau de 
Cologne, violet soap, and watch-ribbons; a smelling 
bottle of Ems crystal; a snuff-box of fig-tree wood. 
Name your price : the least trifle that can be given 
by a man who breaks a bank must be more than my 
whole stock in trade is worth/ 

' I have not paid you yet, Essper, for my glass chain. 
There is your share of my winnings : the fame of 
which, it seems, has reached even you 1 ' added Vivian, 
with no pleased air. 

* I thank you, sir, for the Nap; but I hope I have not 
offended by alluding to a certain event, which shall be 
past over in silence,' continued Essper George, with a 
look of mock solemnity. ‘ T really think you have but 
a faint appetite for good fortune. They deserve her 
most who value her least.' 

'Have you any patrons at Ems, Essper, that have 
induced you to fix on this place in particular for your 
speculations ? Here, I should think, you have many 
active rivals,' said Vivian, looking round the various 
stalls. 

‘I have a patron here, who has never deceived, and 
who will never desert me — I want no other — ^and that's 
myself. Now here comes a party : could you just tell 
me the name of that tall lady now ? * 

' If I tell you it is Lady Madeleine Trevor, what will 
it profit you ? ' 

Before Vivian could well finish his sentence, Essper had 
drawn out a long horn from beneath his small couhter, 
and sounded a blast which echoed through the arched 
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passages. The attention of every one was excited, and 
no part of the following speech was lost. 

'The celebrated Essper George, fresh from Fairyland, 
dealer in pomatum and all sorts of perfumery, watches, 
crosses, Ems crystal, coloured prints, Dutch toys, 
Dresden china, Venetian chains, Neapolitan coral, 
French crackers, chamois bracelets, tame poodles, 
and Cherokee corkscrews, mender of mandolins, and 
all other musical instruments, to Lady Madeleine 
Trevor, has just arrived at Ems, where be only intends 
to stay two or three days, and a few more weeks besides. 
Now, gracious lady, what do you wish ? ' 

'And who,' said Lady Madeleine, 'is this ? ' 

'The celebrated Essper George, just ' again 

commenced the conjurer; but Vivian prevented the 
repetition. 

'He is an odd knave, Lady Madeleine, that I have 
met with before, at other places. I believe I may add 
an honest one. What say you, Essper ? ' 

'More honest than moonlight, precious lady, for 
that deceives every one; and less honest than self- 
praise, for that deceives no one.' 

'My friend, you have a ready wit.' 

‘My wit is like a bustling servant, gracious lady; 
^ways ready when not wanted; and never present at 
a pinch.' 

' Come, I must have a pair of your chamois bracelets. 
How sell you them ? ' 

'I sell nothing; all here is gratis to beauty, virtue, 
and nobility : and these are my only customers.' 

'Thank^ will not supply a stock-in-trade though, 
Essper,' said Vivian. 

'very true ! but my customers are apt to leave some 
slight testimonies behind them of the obligations 
which they are under to me; and these, at the same 
are the prop of my estate and the proof of their 
discretion. But who comes here ? ' said Essper, 
drawing oi^t his horn. The sight of this instrument 
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reminded Lady Madeleine how greatly the effect of 
music is heightened by distance, and she made a speedy 
retreat, yielding her place to a family procession of a 
striking character. 

Three daughters abreast, flanked by two elder sons, 
formed the first file. The father, a portly, prosperous- 
looking man, followed, with his lady on his arm. Then 
came two nursery maids, with three children, between 
the tender ages of five and six. The second division of 
the grand army, consisting of three younger sons, im- 
mediately followed. This was commanded by a tutor. 
A governess and two young daughters then advanced-; 
and then came the extreme rear — the sutlers of the 
camp — ^in the persons of two footmen in rich liveries, 
who each bore a basket on his arm, filled with various 
fancy articles, which had been all purchased during 
the promenade of this nation through only part of the 
bazaar. 

The trumpet f)f Essf)er George produced a due effect 
upon the great party. The commander-in-chief 
stopped at his little stall, and, as if this were the signal 
for general attack and plunder, the files were imme- 
diately broken up. Each individual dashed at his 
prey, and the only ones who struggled to maintain a 
semblance of discipline were the nursery maids, the 
tutor, and the governess, who experienced the greatest 
difficulty in Suppressing the early taste which the 
detachment of light infantry indicated for booty. 
But Essper George was in his element : he joked, he 
assisted, he exhibited, he explained; tapped the cheefe 
of the children, and complimented the elder*ones; and 
finally, having parted at a prodigious profit with nearly 
his whole stock, paid himself out of a large and heavy 
purse, which the portly father, in his utter inability 
to comprehend the complicated accounts and tfie 
debased currency, with great frankness deposited in 
the hands of the master of the stall, desiring Mm to 
settle his own claims. 
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‘I hoj^ I may be allowed to ask after Miss Fane/ 
said Vivian. 

‘ She continues better ; we are now about to join 
Jiei in the Lime walk; if you will join our morning 
stroll, it will give us much pleasure.' 

Nothing in the world could give Vivian greater 
pleasure; he felt himself impelled to the side of Lady 
Madeleine; and only regretted his acquaintance with 
the Baron because he felt conscious that there was 
some secret cause which prevented that intimacy 
from existing between his Excellency and the Trevor 
party, which his talents and his position would other- 
wise have easily produced. 

'By the bye/ said Lady Madeleine, 'I do not know 
whether I may be allowed to congratulate you upon 
your brilliant success at the Redoute last night. It 
is fortunate that all have not to regret your arrival at 
Ems so much as poor Mr Hermann.' 

‘The run was extraordinary. I am only sorry that 
the Goddess should have showered her favours On one 
who neither deserves nor desires them; for I have no 
wish to be rich; and as I never lost by her caprices, it 
is hardly fair that I should gain by them/ 

‘ You do not play then, much ? ' 

‘ I never played in my life till last night. Gambling 
has never been one of my follies : although my 
catalogue of errors is fuller, perhaps, than most men's.' 

‘I ^nk Baron von Konigstein was your partner 
in the exploit.' 

‘He was; and apparently as little pleased at the 
issue as myself.' 

‘ Indeed ! Have you known the Baron long ? ' 

* We are only friends of a week. I have been living, 
evier since I was in Germany, a very retired life. A 
dmumstance of a most painful nature drove me from 
England — a circumstance of which 1 can hardly flatter 
myseM, and can hardly wish that you should be 
ignorant.' 
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'I leanit the sad history from one who, while he 
spoke the truth, spoke of the living sufferer in terms 
of the fondest affection/ 

*A father!' said Vivian, agitated, 'a father can* 
hardly be expected to be impartial.' 

‘ Such a father as yours may. I only wish that he 
was with us now, to assist me in bringing about what 
he must greatly desire — your return to England.' 

' It cannot be — I look back to the last year which I 
spent in that country with feelings of such disgust, 

I look forward to a return to that country with feelings 
of such repugnance — that — but I feel I am trespassing 
beyond all bounds in touching on these subjects.' 

‘ I promised your father that in case we met I would 
seek your society. I have suffered too much m 5 ^elf 
not to understand how dangerous and how deceitful 
is the excess of grief. You have allowed yourself to be 
overcome by that which Providence intended as a 
lesson of instruction, not as a sentence of despair. In 
your solitude you have increased the shadow of those 
fantasies of a heated brain, which converse with the 
pure sunshine of the world would have enabled you to 
dispel.' 

‘ The pure sunshine of the world. Lady Madeleine I 
Would that it had ever lighted me 1 My youth 
flourished in the unwholesome sultriness of a blighted 
atmosphere, which I mistook for the resplendent 
brilUancy of a summer day. How deceived I was, you 
may judge, not certainly from finding me here; but I 
am here, because I have ceased to suffer, only in having 
ceased to hope.' 

‘You have ceased to hope because hope and consola- 
tion are not the companions of solitude, which arejof a 
darker nature. Hope and consolation spring from the 
social affections. Converse with the world w5l do mom 
for you than all the arguments of philosophers. I 
hope yet to find you a believer in the existence of that 
good which we all worship and all pursue. Happiness 
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comes when we least expect it, and to those who strive 
least to obtain it; as you were fortunate yesterday at 
the Redoute when you played without an idea of 
winning/ 

They were in the Limewalk : gay sounds greeted 
them, and Miss Fane came forward from a light-hearted 
band to welcome her cousin. She had to propose a walk 
to the New Spring, which she was prepared for Lady 
Madeleine to resist on the ground of her cousin's 
health. But Miss Fane combated all the objections 
with airy merriment, and with a bright resource that 
never flagged. As she bent her head slightly to Vivian, 
ere she hastened back to her companions to announce 
the success of her mission, it seemed to him that he had 
never beheld so animated and beaming a countenance, 
or glanced upon a form of such ineffaWe and sparkling 
grace. 

'You would scarcely imagine, Mr Grey, that we are 
travelling for my cousin’s health, nor do her physicians, 
indeed, give us any cause for serious uneasiness — yet 
I cannot help feeling at times great anxiety. Her 
flushed cheeks and the alarming languor which succeeds 
any excitement, make me fear her complaint may be 
more deeply seated than they are willing to acknow- 
ledge.' 

'They were saying the other day that the extra- 
ordinary heat of this season must end in an earth- 
quake or some great convulsion of nature. That would 
bring languor.’ 

'We are willing to adopt any reasoning that gives 
US hope, but her mother died of consumption.' 



VIVIAN GREY 


^284 


CHAPTER VIII 

When the walking party returned home they found 
a crowd of idle servants assembled opposite the house, 
round a group of equipages, coTisisting of two enormous 
crimson carriages, a britzska, and a large caravan, on 
all which vehicles the same coat of arms was osten- 
tatiously blazoned. 

'Some new guests 1' said Miss Fane. 

' It must be the singular party that we watched this 
morning in the bazaar,' said Lady Madeleine. * Violet ! 
I have such a curious character to introduce you to, a 
particular friend of Mr Grey, who wishes very much to 
have the honour of your acquanitance, Mr Essper 
George.' 

‘These carriages, then, belong to him ?' 

‘Not exactly,' said Vivian. 

In an hour's time the party again met at dinner in 
the saloon. By the joint exerti^ins of Ernstorff and 
Mr St George's servants, the Baron, Vivian, and the 
Chevalier de Boeffleurs were now seated next to the 
party of Lady Madeleine Trevor. 

‘ My horses fortunately arrived from Frankfort this 
mormng,' said the Baron. ‘ Mr St George and myself 
have been taking a ride very far up the valley. Has 
your ladyship yet been to the Castle of Nassau ? * 

‘We have not. The expedition has been one of 
those plans, often arranged and never executed.' 

‘You should go. The ruin is one of the finest in 
Germany. An expedition to Nassau Castle would he 
a capital foundation for a picnic. Conceive a beautiful 
valley, discovered by a knight in the niiddle ages, 
following the track of a stag — ^how romantic I The 
very incident vouches for its sweet seclusion. Cannot 
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you imagine the wooded mountains, the old gray ruin, 
the sound of the unseen river ? What more should we 
want, except agreeable company, fine music, and the 
best provisions, to fancy ourselves in Paradise ? ' 

* I v/ish the plan were practicable,' said Mr St George. 

*I take the whole arrangement upon myself; there 
is not a difficulty. The ladies shall go on donkeys, or 
we might make a water excursion of it part of the way, 
and the donkeys can meet us at the pass near Stein, 
and then the gentlemen may walk; and if you fear 
the water at night, why then the carriages may come 
round : and if your own be too heavy for mountain 
roads, my britzska is always at your command. You 
see there is not a difficulty.' 

‘Not a difficulty,' said Mr St George : ‘Madeleine, 
we only wait your consent.' 

‘ I think we had better put off the execution of our 
plan till June is a little more advanced. We must 
have a fine summer night for Violet.' 

‘Well, then, 1 hold the whole party present engaged 
to follow my standard whenever I have permission 
from authority to unfold it,' said the Baron, bowing to 
Lady Madeleine : ‘ and lest, on cool reflection, I shall 
not possess influence enough to jirocure the appoint- 
ment, I shall, like a skilful orator, take advantage of 
your feelings, which gratitude for this excellent plan 
must have already enlisted in my favour, and propose 
myself as Master of the Ceremonies.' The Baron's 
eye caught Lady Madeleine's as he uttered this, and 
something like a smile, rather of pity than derision, 
, lighted up her face. 

Here Vivian turned round to give some directions 
to an attendant, and to his annoyance found Essper 
George standing behind his chair. 

‘ Is there an 5 d:hing you want, sir ? * 

‘ Who ordered you here ? ' 

‘My duty.' 

, ‘In what capacity do you attend ?' 
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‘As your servant, sir/ 

‘ I insist upon you leaving the room directly/ 

‘Ah I my friend, Essper George,' said Lady Made- 
leine, ‘ are you there ? What is the matter ? ' 

‘This, then, is Essper George!' said Violet Fatie. 
‘What kind of being can he possibly be ? What 
indeed is the matter ? ' 

‘I am merely discharging a servant at a moment's 
warning, Miss Fane; and if you wish to engage his 
constant attendance upon yourself, I have no objection 
to give him a character for the occasion/ 

'What do you want, Essper ? * said Miss Fane. 

‘ Merely to see whether your walk this morning had 
done your appetites any good,' answered Essper, 
looking disconsolate; ‘and so I thought I might make 
myself useful at the same time; and though I do not 
bring on the soup in a cocked hat, and carve the 
venison with a couteau-de-chasse* continued he, 
bowing very low to Ernstorif, who, standing stiff 
behind his master's chair, seemed utterly unaware 
that any other person in the room could experience a 
necessity; ‘ still I can change a plate, or hand the wine, 
without cracking the first or drinking the second.' 

‘And very good qualities, tool' said Miss Fane. 
‘Come, Essper, you shall put your accomplishments 
into practice immediately : change my plate.' 

This Essper did with dexterity and quiet, displaying 
at the same time a small white hand, on the bacK of 
which was marked a comet and three daggers. As he 
had the discretion not to open his mouth, and per- 
formed all his duties with slall, his intrusion in a few 
minutes was not only pardoned but forgotten/ 

‘There has been a great addition to the visitors to- 
day, I see,' said Mr St George. ‘Who are the new- 
comers ? ' 

‘I will tell you all about them,' said tte Baron. 
“This family is one of those whose existence astoundb 
the Continent much more than any of your mighty 
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dukes and earls, whose fortunes, though colossal, 
can be conceived; and whose rank is understood. 
Mr Fitzloom is a very different personage; for, thirty 
years ago he was a journeyman cotton-spinner; some 
miraculous invention in machinery entitled him to a 
patent, which has made him one of the great proprietors 
of England. He has lately been returned a member 
for a manufacturing town; and he intends to get over 
the first two years of his parliamentary career by 
successively monopolising the accommodation of all 
the principal cities of France, Germany, Switzerland, 
and Italy; and by raising the price of provisions and 
post-horses through a track of five thousand miles. 
My information is authentic, for I had a casual ac- 
quaintance with him in England. There was some 
talk of a contract for supplying our army from England, 
and I saw Fitzloom often on the subject; I have spoken 
to him to-day. This is by no means the first of the 
species that we have had in Germany. I can assure you 
that the plain traveller feels seriously the inconvenience 
of following such a caravan. Their money flows with 
such unwise prodigality that real liberality ceases to 
be valued; and many of your nobility have complained 
to me that, in their travels, they are now often expostu- 
lated with on account of their parsimony, and taunted 
with the mistaken extravagance of a stocking-maker 
or a porter-brewer.' 

'What pleasure can such people find in travelling ? * 
wondered Mr St George. 

'As much pleasure, and more profit, than half the 
young men of the present day,' rephed a middle-aged 
£ngl^ gentleman, who was a fcnsman of the St 
G< 5 orges, and called them cousins. 'In my time 
travelling was undertaken on a very different system 
tp what it is now. The English youth then travelled 
to frequent, what Lord Bacon says are “espe- 
ckUy to be seen and observed, the courts of princes." 
3fou all travel now, it appears, to look at mountains, 



288 VIVIAN GREY 

and catch cold in spouting trash on lakes by moon- 
light.' 

'But, my dear sir!' said the Baron, 'although I 
grant you that the principal advantages of travel 
must be the opportunity which it affords us of becoming 
acquainted with human nature, knowledge, of course, 
chiefly gained where human beings most congregate, 
great cities, and as you say, the courts of princes; 
still, one of its great benefits is, that it enlarges a man's 
exp)erience,not only of his fellow creatures in particular, 
but of nature in general. Many men pass through life 
without seeing a sunrise : a traveller cannot. IjE 
human experience be gained by seeing men in their 
undress, not only when they are conscious of the 
presence of others, natural experience is only to be 
acquired by studying nature at all periods, not merely 
when man is busy and the beasts asleep.' 

'But what is the use of this deep experience of 
nature ? Men are born to converse with men, not with 
stocks and stones. He who has studied Le Sage will be 
more happy and more successful in this world than the 
man who muses over Rousseau.' 

' I agree with you. I have no wish to make man an 
anchorite. But as to the benefit of a thorough 
experience of nature, it appears to me to be evident. 
It increases our stock of ideas.’ 

'So does everything.' 

' But it does more than this. It calls into being new 
emotions, it gives rise to new and beautiful associa- 
tions; it creates that salutary state of mental excite- 
ment which renders our ideas more lucid and our 
conclusions more sound. Can we too much esteem a 
study which at the same time stimulates imagination 
and corrects the judgment ? ' 

'Do you not think that a communion with nature 
is calculated to elevate the soul ? ' said Lady Made^ 
leine.'to ' 

. is reading your Bible, A man's soul should 
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always be elevated. If not, he might look at mountains 
for ever, but I should not trust him a jot more.' 

‘But, sir,' continued the Baron, with unusual 
warmth, ‘ I am clear that there are cases in which the 
influence of nature has worked what you profess to 
treat as an impossibility or a miracle. I am myself 
acquainted with an instance of a peculiar character. 
A few years ago, a gentleman of high rank found himself 
e^cposed to the unhappy suspicion of being connected 
with some dishonourable transactions which took 
place in the highest circles of England. Unable to find 
any specific charge which he could meet, he added one 
to the numerous catalogue of those unfortunate beings 
who have sunk in society, the victims of a surmise. 
He quitted England; and disgusted with the world, 
became the profligate which he had been falsely 

believed to be. At the house of Cardinal , at 

Naples, celebrated for its revels, this gentleman became 
a constant guest. He entered with a mad eagerness 
into every species of dissipation, although none gave 
him pleasure; and his fortune, his health, and the 
powers of his mind, were all fast vanishing. One night 
of frantic dissipation, a mock election of Master of the 
Sports was proposed, and the hero of my tale had the 
splendid gratification of being chosen by unanimous 
consent to this new office. About two o'clock of the 
same night, he left the palace of the cardinal, with an 
intention of returning. His way on his return led by 
the Chiaja. It was one of those nights which we 
witness only in the south. The blue and brilliant sea 
was sleeping beneath a cloudless sky; and the moon 
not only shed her light over the orange and lemon 
trees, which, springing from their green banks of 
myrtle, hung over the water, but added fresh lustre 
to the white domes and glittering towers of the dty, 
and flooded Vesuvius and the distant coast with light, 
as far even as Capula, The individual of whom I am 
speaking had passed this spot on many nights when 
V.G K 
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the moon was not less bright, the waves not less silent, 
and the orange trees not less sweet ; but to-night some- 
thing irresistible impelled him to stop. What a contrast 
to the artificial light, and heat and splendour of the 
palace to which he was returning ! He mused in 
silence. Would it not be wiser to forget the world's 
injustice, in gating on a moonlit ocean, than in dis- 
covering in the illumined halls of Naples the baseness 
of the crowd which forms the world*s power ? To 
enjoy the refreshing luxury of a fanning breeze which 
now arose, he turned and gazed on the other side of the 
bay. Upon his right stretched out the promontory of 
Pausilippo; there were the shores of Baiae. But it was 
not only the loveliness of the land which now over- 
came his spirit; he thought of those whose fame had 
made us forget even the beauty of these shores, in 
associations of a higher character and a more exalted 
nature. He remembered the time when it was his 
only wish to be numbered among them. How had his 
early hopes been fulfilled ! What just account had he 
rendered to himself and to his country — that coimtry 
that had expected so much — ^that self that had aspired 
even to more ! 

' Day broke over the city, and found him still pacing 
the Chiaja. He did not return to the cardinal's palace; 
and in two days he had left Naples. I can mjTself, 
from personal experience, aver that this individual is 
now a useful and honourable member of society. 
The world speaks of him in more flattering terms.' 

The Baron spoke with energy and animation. Miss 
Fane, who had been very silent, and who certainly had 
not encouraged by any apparent interest the previous 
conversation of the Baron, listened to this anecdote 
with eager attention; but the effect it produced upon 
Lady Madeleine Trevor was remarkable. 

Soon after thi^ the party broke up. The promenade 
followed — the Grand-Duke — ^his compliments — ^and 
cpyirtiers — ^then came the Redoute. Mr Hermanii 



VIVIAN GREY 


291 

bowed low as the gentlemen walked up to the table. 
The Baron whispered Vivian that it was ‘expected’ 
that they should play, and give the tables a chance of 
winning back their money. Vivian staked with the 
carelessness of one who wishes to lose. As is often 
the case under such circumstances, he again left the 
Redoute a considerable winner. He parted with the 
Baron at His Excellency’s door, and proceeded to 
the next, which was his own. Here he stumbled over 
something at the doorway whicli appeared like a large 
bundle. He bent down udth his hglit to examine it, 
and found Essper George lying on his back, with his 
eyes half open. It was some moments before Vivian 
perceived he was asleep; stepping gently over him, he 
entered his apartments. 
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CHAPTER IX 

When Vivian rose in the morning, a gentle tap at his 
door announced the presence of an early visitor, who, 
being desired to enter, appeared in the person of 
Essper George. 

' Do you want anything, sir ? ' asked Essper, with a 
very submissive air. 

Vivian stared at him for a moment, and then ordered 
him to come in. 

* I had forgotten, Essper, until this moment, that on 
returning to my room last night I found you sleeping 
at my door. This also reminds me of your conduct in the 
saloon yesterday; and as 1 wish to prevent the repetition 
of such improprieties, 1 shall take this opportunity of 
informing you once for all, that if you do not in future 
conduct yourself with more discretion, I must apply to 
the Maitre d’H6tel. Now, sir 1 what do you want ? ' 

Essper was silent, and stood with his hai-jds crossed 
on his breast, and his eyes fixed on the ground. 

‘ If you do not want anything, quit the room 
immediately.' 

Here the singular being began to weep. 

‘ Poor fellow ! ' thought Vivian, ‘ I fear with all thy 
wit and pleasantry thou art, after all, but one of those 
capriccios which Nature sometimes indulges in; 
merely to show how superior is her accustomed order 
to eccentricities, even accompanied with rare powers.' 

‘What is your wish, Essper?' continued Vivian, 
in a kinder tone. * If there be any ser\dce that I can 
do you, you will not find me backward. Are you in 
trouble ? you surely are not in want ? ' 

‘No I' sobbed Essper; ‘I wish to be your servant : 
here he hid his face in his hands. 

* My servant I why surely it is not very wise to seek 
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dependence upon any man. I am afraid that you have 
been keeping company too much with the lackeys 
that are always loitering about these bathing-places. 
Ernstorff*s green livery and sword, have they not 
turned your brain, Essper ? ' 

*No, no, no 1 I am tired of living alone.' 

‘But remember, to be a servant, you must be a 
person of regular habits and certain reputation. I have 
myself a very good opinion of you, but I have myself 
seen very little of you, though more than any one here; 
and I am a person of a peculiar turn of mind. Perhaps 
there is not another individual in this house who 
would even allude to the possibility of engaging a 
servant without a character.’ 

‘Does the ship ask the wind for a character when he 
bears her over the sea without hire, and without 
reward? and shall you requirea character fromme, when 
I request to serve you without wages, and without pay?' 

‘Such an engagement, Essper, it would be impossible 
for me to enter into, even if I had need of your services, 
which at present I have not. But I tell you, frankly, 
that I see no chance of your suiting me. I should 
require an attendant of steady habits and experience; 
not one whose very appearance would attract attention 
when I wished to be unobserved, and acquire a 
notoriety for the master which he detests. I warmly 
advise you to give up all idea of entering into a state 
of life for which you are not in the least suited. Believe 
me, your stall will be a better friend than a master. 
Now leave me.* 

Essper remained one moment with his eyes still fixed 
on the ground; then walking very rapidly up to Vivian, 
he dropped on his knee, kissedhishand, and disappeared. 

Mr St George breakfasted with the Baron, and the 
gentlemen called on Lady Madeleine early in the 
morning to propose a drive to Stein Castle; but 
excused herself, and Vivian following her-exam^e, 
the] Baron and Mr St George ‘patronised* the Fite- 
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looms, because there was nothing else to do. Vivian 
again joined the ladies in their morning walk; but 
Miss Fane was not in her usual high spirits — she 
complained more than once of her cousin’s absence; 
and this, connected with some other circumstances, 
gave Vivian the first impression that her feelings 
towards Mr St George were not merely those of a 
relation. As to the Chevalier de Boeffleurs, Vivian soon 
found that it was utterly impossible to be on intimate 
terms with a being without an idea. The Chevalier 
was certainly not a very fit representative of the gay, 
gallant, mercurial Frencliman : he rose very late, 
and employed the whole of the morning in reading the 
French journals and playing billiards alternately with 
Prince Salvinski and Count von Altenburgh. 

These gentlemen, as well as the Baron, Vivian, and 
Mr St George, were to dine this day at the New House. 

They found assembled at the appointed hour a party 
of about thirty individuals. The dinner was sumptuous 
the wines superb. At the end of the banquet the com- 
pany adjourned to another room, where play was 
proposed, and immediately commenced. His Imperial 
Highness did not join in the game; but, seated in a 
corner of the apartment, was surrounded by his 
aides-de-camp, whose business was to bring their 
master constant accounts of the fortunes of the table, 
and the fate of his bets. His Highness did not stake. 

Vivian soon found that the game was played on a 
very different scale at the New House to what it was 
at the Redoute. He spoke most decidedly to the Baron 
of his detestation of gambling, and expressed his 
unwillingness to play; but the Baron, although he • 
agreed with him in his sentiments, advised him to 
conform for the evening to the universal custom. As 
he could afford to lose, he consented, and staked boldly. 
This night very considerable sums were lost and won; 
but none returned home greater winners than Mr St 
G^rge and Vivian Grey. 
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CHAPTER X 

The first few days of an acquaintance with a new 
scene of life, and with new characters, generally appear 
to pass very slowly; not certainly from the weariness 
which they induce, but rather from the keen attention 
which every little circumstance commands. When 
the novelty has worn off, when we have discovered 
that the new characters differ little from all others 
we have met before, and that the scene they inhabit 
is only another variety of the great order we have so 
often observed, we relapse into our ancient habits of 
inattention; we think more of ourselves, and less of 
those we meet; and musing our moments away in 
reverie, or in a vain attempt to cheat the coming day 
of the monotony of the present one, we begin to find 
that the various-vested hours have bounded and are 
bounding away in a course at once imperceptible, un- 
interesting, and unprofitable. Then it is, that terrified 
at our nearest approach to the great river, whose dark 
windings it seems the business of all to forget, we start 
from our stupor to mourn over the rapidity of that 
collective sum of past-time, every individual hour of 
which we have in turn execrated for its sluggishness. 

Vivian had now been tliree weeks at Ems, and the 
presence of Lady Madeleine Trevor and her cousin alone 
induced him to remain. Whatever the mystery exist- 
ing between Lady Madeleine and the Baron, his efforts 
to attach himself to her party had been successful. 
Tbe great intimacy subsisting between the Baron and 
her brother materially assisted in bringing about this 
result. For the first fortnight, the Baron was Lady 
Madeleine's constant attendant in the evening protne^ 
nade, and sometimes in the morning walk; and though 
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there were few persons whose companionship could be 
preferred to that of Baron von Konigstein, still Vivian 
sometimes regretted that his friend and Mr St George 
had not continued their rides. The presence of the 
Baron seemed always to have an unfavourable influence 
upon the spirits of Miss Fane, and the absurd and 
evident jealousy of Mr St George prevented Vivian 
from finding, in her agreeable conversation, some 
consolation for the loss of the sole enjoyment of Lady 
Madeleine's exhilarating presence. Mr St George 
had never met Vivian's advances with cordiality, and 
he now treated him with studied coldness. 

The visits of the gentlemen to the New House had 
been frequent. The saloon of the Grand-Duke was 
open every evening, and in spite of his great distaste 
for the fatal amusement whicli was there invariably 
pursued, Vivian found it impossible to decline fre- 
quently attending, without subjecting his motives to 
j^inful misconception. His extraordinary fortune 
did not desert liim, and rendered his attendance still 
more a duty. The Baron was not so successful as on 
his first evening's venture at the Redoute; but Mr St 
George's star remained favourable. Of Essper, 
Vivian had seen little. In passing through the Bazaar 
one morning, which he seldom did, he found to his 
surprise that the former conjurer had doffed his quaint 
costume, and was now attired in the usual garb of men 
of his condition of life. As Essper was busily employed 
at the moment, Vivian did not stop to speak to him; 
but he received a respectful bow. Once or twice, also, 
he had met Essper in the Baron's apartments; and he 
seemed to have become a very great favourite with the 
servants of his Excellency and the Chevalier de 
Bc^eurs, particularly with his former butt, Emstorff, 
to whom he now behaved with great deference. 

For the first fortnight, the Baron's attendance 0x1 
Lady Madeleine was constant. After this time he 
bl^n to slacken in his attentions. He first disappeared 
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from the morning walks, and yet he did not ride; he 
then ceased from joining the party at Lady Madeleine’s 
apartments in the evening, and never omitted increas- 
ing the circle at the New House for a single night. 
The whole of the fourth week the Baron dined with 
his Imperial Highness. Although the invitation had 
been extended to all the gentlemen from the first, 
it had been agreed that it was not to be accepted, in 
order that the ladies should not find their party in the 
Saloon less numerous or less agreeable. The Baron 
was the first to break tJirough a nilc which he had him- 
self proposed; and Mr St George and the Chevalier de 
Bceffleurs soon followed his example. 

‘Mr Grey,’ said Lady Madeleine one evening, as she 
was about to leave the gardens, ‘we shall be happy to 
see you to-night if you are not engaged.* 

T fear that I am engaged,’ said Vivian; for the 
receipt of some letters from England made him little 
inclined to enter into society. 

‘Oh, no ! you cannot be,’ said Miss Fane : 'pray 
come ! I know you only want to go to that terrible 
New House; 1 wonder what Albert can find to amuse 
him there; I fear no good : men never congregate 
together for any beneficial purpose. I am sure, with 
all his gastronomical affectations, he would not, if all 
were right, prefer the most exquisite dinner in the 
world to our society. As it is, we scarcely see him a 
moment. I think that you are the only one who has not 
deserted the Saloon. For once, give up the New House. ’ 
ViWan smiled at Miss Fane’s warmth, and could not 
persist in his refusal, although she did dilate most 
provokingly on the absence of her cousin. He there-^ 
fore soon joined them. 

'Lady Madeleine is assisting me in a most important 
work, Mr Grey. I am making drawings of the Valley 
of the Rhine; I know that you are acquainted witn 
the scenery; you can, perhaps, assist me with your 
advice about this view of old Hatto's Castle/ 
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Vivian was so completely master of every spot in 
the Rhineland, that he had no diiiiculty in suggesting 
the necessa^ alterations. The drawings were vivid 
representations of the scenery which they professed 
to depict; and Vivian forgot his melancholy as he 
attracted the attention of the fair artist to points of 
interest, unknown or unnoticed by the guide-books 
and the diaries. 

‘You must look forward to Italy with great interest, 
Miss Fane ?' 

‘The greatest ! I shall not, however, forget the 
Rhine, even among the Apennines.’ 

‘Our intended fellow-travellers, Lord Mounteney 
and his family, are already at Milan,’ said Lady 
Madeleine to Vivian; ‘we were to have joined their 
party — Lady Mounteney is a Trevor.’ 

‘I have had the pleasure of meeting Lord Mounteney 
in England, at Sir Berdmore Scrope’s : do you know 
him ?’ 

‘Slightly. The Mounteneys pass the winter at 
Rome, where I hope we shall join them. Do you know 
the family intimately ?’ 

‘Mr Ernest Clay, a nephew of his lordship’s, I have 
seen a great deal of; I suppose, according to the 
adopted phraseology, I ought to describe him as my 
friend, although I am ignorant where he is at present; 
and although, unless he is himself extremely altered, 
there scarcely can be two persons who now more differ 
in their pursuits and tempers than ourselves.’ 

‘Ernest Clay ! is he a friend of yours ? He is at 
Munich : attached to the Legation. I see you smile 
at the idea of Ernest Clay drawing up a protocol I’ 

‘Madeleine, you have never read me Caroline 
Mounteney’s letter, as you promised,’ said Miss Fane; 
'I suppose full of raptures — “the Alps, and Apennines* 
the Pyrenaean, and the River Po ?“ ’ 

‘By no means : the whole letter is filled with an 
account of the Ballet at La Scala; which, according 
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to Caroline, is a thousand times more interesting than 
Mont Blanc or the Simplon/ 

'One of the immortal works of Vigano, I suppose/ 
said Vivian; he has raised the ballet of action to an 
equality with tragedy. I have lieard my father 
mention the splendid enect of his V estate and his Oiello/ 
'And yet/ said Violet, 'I do not like Othello to be 
profar^ed. It is not for operas and ballets. We 
require the thrilling words/ 

‘It is very true; yet Pasta’s acting in the opera was 
a grand performance; and I have myself seldom 
witnessed a more masterly effect produced by any 
actor in the world than I did a fortnight ago, at the 
Opera at Darmstadt, by Wild in Othello.* 

‘I think the history of Desdemona is the most 
affecting of all tales,’ said Miss P'ane. 

'The violent death of a woman, young, lovely, and 
innocent, is assuredly the most terrible of tragedies,’ 
observed Vivian. 

' T have often asked myself,’ said Miss Fane, ‘vyhich 
is the most terrible destiny for the young to endure — ^to 
meet death after a life of anxiety and suffering; or 
suddenly to be cut off in the enjoyment of all things 
that make life delightful.’ 

'For my part,’ said Vivian, ‘in the last instance, I 
think that death can scarcely be considered an evil. 
How infinitely is such a destiny to be preferred to that 
long apprenticeship of sorrow, at the end of which 
we are generally as unwilling to die as at the com^ 
mencement.’ 

'And yet/ said Miss Fane, 'there is something fejarful 
in the idea of sudden death.’ 

^Very fearful/ muttered Vivian, ‘in some cases’; 
for he thought of one whom he bad sent to his great 
before his time. 

"'^Pviolet, my dear !’ said Lady Madeleine, 'have yOu 
finished your drawing of the Bingenloch ?’• But Miss 
Fihe would not leave the subject. 
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‘Very fearful in all cases, Mr Grey. How few of us 
are prepared to leave this world without warning I 
And if from youth, or sex, or natural disposition, a 
few may chance to be better fitted for the great 
change than their companions, still I always think that 
in those cases in which we view our fellow creatures 
suddenly departing from this world, apparently without 
a bodily or mental pang, there must be a moment of 
suffering, which none of us can understand; a terrible 
consciousness of meeting death in the very flush of 
life, a moment of suffering which, from its intense and 
novel character, may apt)ear an eternity of anguish, 

I have always looked upon such an end as the most 
fearful of dispensations/ 

‘Violet, my dear,’ said her ladyship, ‘let us talk no 
more of death, ^’ou have been silent a fortnight. I 
think to-night you may sing.’ Miss Fane rose and sat 
down to the instrument. 

It was a lively air, calculated to drive away all 
melancholy feelings, and cherishing sunny views of 
human life. But Rossini’s Muse did not smile to-night 
upon her who invoked its gay spirit; and ere Lady 
Madeleine could interfere, Violet Fane had found 
more congenial emotions in one of Weber’s prophetic 
sj-mphonies. 

O Music ! miraculous art, that makes the poet’s skill 
a jest; revealing to the soul inexpressible feelings, by 
the aid of inexplicable sounds I A blast of thy trumpet, 
and millions rush forward to die; a peal of thy organ, 
and uncounted nations sink down to pray. Mighty is 
thy threefold jwwer ! 

First, thou canst call up all elemental sounds, and 
scenes, and subjects, with the definiteness of reality. 
Strike the lyre 1 Lo ! the voice of the winds — ^the 
flash of the lightning — ^Ihe swell of the wave — the 
solitude of the valley I 

Then thou canst sj^ak to the secrets of a man’s 
heart as if by inspiration. Strike the lyre ! Lo 1 our * 
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early love — our treasured hate — our withered joy — 
our flattering hope ! 

And, lastly, by thy mysterious melodies, thou canst 
recall man from all thought of this world and of him- 
self — bringing back to his soul's memory dark but 
delightful recollections of the glorious heritage which 
he has lost, but which he may win again. Strike the 
lyre ! Lo ! Paradise, with its palaces of inconceivable 
splendour, and its gates of unimaginable glory ! 

When Vivian left the ajwtment of Lady Madeleine, 
he felt no inclination to sleep; and instead of retiring 
to rest, he bent his steps towards the gardens. It was a 
rich summer night; the air, recovered from the sun's 
scorching rays, was cool, not chilling. The moon was 
still behind the mountains; but the dark blue heavens 
were studded with innumerable stars, whose tremulous 
light quivered on the face of the river. All human 
sounds had ceased to agitate; and the note of the 
nightingale, and the rush of the waters, banished 
monotony without disturbing reflection. But not for 
reflection had Vivian Grey deserted his chamber : his 
heart was full — but of indefinable sensations; and, 
forgetting the world in the intenseness of his emotions, 
he felt too much to think. 

How long he had been pacing by the side of the river 
he knew not, when he was awakened from his reverie 
by the sound of voices. He looked up, and saw lights 
moving at a distance. The party at the New House 
had just broke up. He stopped beneath a branching 
elm-tree for a moment, that the sound of his steps 
might not attract their attention; and at this very 
instant the garden gate opened, and closed with great 
violence. The fimre of a man approached. As he 
passed Vivian, the moon rose up from above the 
orow of the mountain, and lit up the countenance of 
the Baron. Despair was stamj^d on his distracted 
features. 
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CHAPTER XI 

On the evening of the next day, there was to be a grand 
fete given at the New House by His Imperial High- 
ness. The ladies would treasure their energies for 
the impending ball, and the morning was to pass with- 
out an excursion. Only Lady Madeleine, whom Vivian 
met taking her usual early promenade in the gardens, 
seemed inclined to prolong it, and even invited him to 
be her companion. She talked of the fete, and she 
expressed a hope that Vivian would accompany their 
party ; but her air was not festive — she seemed 
abstracted and disturbed, and her voice, more than 
once, broke off abruptly at the commencement of a 
sentence which it seemed she had not courage to 
finish. 

At length she said suddenly, ‘Mr Grey, I cannot 
conceal any longer that I am thinking of a very 
different subject from the ball. As you form part of 
my thoughts, I shall not hesitate to disburthen my 
mind to you, I wish not to keep you in suspense.- It 
is of the mode of life which 1 see my brother, which I 
see you, pursuing here, that I wish to speak,* she 
added with a tremulous voice. ‘May I speak with 
freedom ? * 

'With the most perfect unreserve and confidence.* 
'You are aware that Ems is not the first place at 
which I have met Baron von Konigstein ?* 

'I am not ignorant that he has been in England.’ 

'It cannot have escaped you that I acknowledged 
his acquaintance with reluctance.* 

'I should judge, with the greatest.' 

^ ‘And yet it was with stiU more reluctance that I 
prevailed upon myself to believe you were his friend. 
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r experienced great relief when you told me how short 
and accidental had been your acquaintance. I have 
experienced great pain in witnessing to what that 
acquaintance has led; and it is with extreme sorrow 
for my own weakness in not having had courage to 
speak to you before, and with a hope of yet benefiting 
you, that I liave been induced to speak to you 
now.’ 

‘I trust there is no cause either for your sorrow or 
your fear; but much, much cause for my gratitude.’ 

‘I have observed the constant attendance of yourself 
and my brother at the New House with the utmost 
anxiety. I have seen too mucli not to be aware of the 
danger which young men, and young men of honour, 
must always experience at such places. Alas ! I have 
seen too much of Baron von Konigstein not to know 
that at such places especially his acquaintance is fatal. 
The evident depression of your spirits yesterday 
determined me on a step which I have for the last few 
days been considering. I can learn nothing from mv 
brother. I fear that I am even now too late; but 1 
trust that whatever may be your situation, you will 
remember, Mr Grey, that you have friends; that you 
will decide on nothing rash.’ 

'Lady Madeleine,’ said Vivian, T will not presume 
to express the gratitude which your generous conduct 
allows me to feel. This moment repays me for a year 
of agony. I affect not to misunderstand your meaning. 
My opinion, my detestation of the gaming-table has 
always, and must always, be the same. I do assure 
you this, and all things, upon my honour. Far from 
being involved, my cheek burns while I confess that I 
am master of a considerable sum acquired by this 
unhallowed practice. You are aware of the singular 
fortune which awaited my first evening at Ems; that 
fortune was continued at the New House the very first 
day I dined there, and when, unexpectedly, I was forced 
to play; - that fatal fortune has rendered my attendance 
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at the New House necessary. I found it impossible 
to kefep away, without subjecting myself to painful 
observations. My depression of yesterday was 
occasioned by the receipt of letters from England. 
I am ashamed of having spoken so much about myself, 
and so little about those for whom you are more 
interested. So far as 1 can judge, you liave no cause, 
at present, for any uneasiness with regard to Mr St 
George. You may, perhaps, have observed that we 
are not very intimate, and therefore 1 cannot speak 
with any precision as to the state of his fortunes; but 
I have reason to believe that they are by no means 
unfavourable. And as for tlie Baron ' 

‘Yes, yes !’ 

‘I hardly know wliat I am to infer from your 
observations respecting liim. I certainly should infer 
something extremely bad, were not I conscious that, 
after the experience of five weeks, I, for one, have 
nothing to complain of him. The Baron, certainly, 
is fond of play — plays high, indeed. He has not had 
equal fortune at the New House as at the Redoute; 
at least I imagine so, for he has given me no cause to 
believe, in any way, that he is a loser.' 

Tf you could only understand the relief I feel at 
this moment, I am sure you would not wonder that I 
prevailed upon myself to speak to you. It may still 
be in my power, however, to prevent evil.' 

‘Yes, certainly ! I think the best course now would 
be to speak to me frankly respecting Von Konigstein; 
and if you are aware of anything which has passed in 
England of a nature ' 

‘Stop I ' said Lady Madeleine, agitated, Vivian was 
silent, and some moments elapsed before his com- 
panion again spoke. When she did, her eyes were 
fixed on the ground, and her tones were low; but her 
voice was calm and steady. 

‘I am going to accept, Mr Grey, the confidence 
which you have proffered me ; but 1 do not afEect to 
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conceal that I speak, even now, with reluctance— an 
effort, and it will soon be over. It is for the best/ 
Lady Madeleine paused one moment, and then re- 
sumed with a firm voice : 

‘Upwards of six years have now passed since Baron 
von Konigstein was appointed Minister to London 

from the Court of . Although apparently young 

for such an important mission, he had already dis- 
tinguished himself as a diplomatist; and with all the 
advantages of brilliant talents, various accomplish- 
ments, lank, reputation, person, and a fascinating 
address, I need not tell you that he immediately 
became of consideration, even in the highest circles. 
Mr Trevor — I was then just married — ^was at this 
period in office, and was constantly in personal com- 
munication with the Baron. They became intimate, 
and he was our constant guest. He had the reputation 
of being a man of pleasure. He was one for whose 
indiscretions there might be some excuse; nor had 
anything ever transpired which could induce us to 
believe that Baron von Konigstein could be guilty of 
anything but an indiscretion. At this period a relation 
and former ward of Mr Trevor's, a young man of con- 
siderable fortune, and one whom we all fondly loved, 
resided in our family. We considered him as our 
brother. With this individual Baron von Konig- 
stein formed a strong friendship; they were seldom 
apart. Our relation was not exempted from the 
failings of young men. He led a dissipated life; but 
he was very young; and as, uplike most relations, 
we never allowed any conduct on his part to banish 
him from our society, we trusted that the contrast 
which his own family afforded to his usual companions 
would in time render his habits less irregular. We had 
now known Baron von Konigstein for upwards of a 
year and a half, intimately. Nothing had transpired 
during this period to induce Mr Trevor to alter the 
opinion which he had entertained of him from 
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first; he believed him to be a man of honour, and, in 
spite of a few imprudences, of principle. V^atever 
might have been my own opinion of him at this period, 
I had no reason to doubt the natural goodness of his 
disposition; and though I could not hope that he was 
one who would assist us in our plans for the reformation 
of Augustus, I still was not sorry to believe that in the 
Baron he would at least find a companion very different 
from the unprincipled and selfish beings by whom he 
was too often surrounded. Something occurred at 
this time which placed Baron von Konigstein, accord- 
ing to his own declaration, under lasting obligations 
to myself. In the warmth of his heart he asked if 
there was any real and important service which he 
could do me. I took advantage of the moment to 
speak to him about our young friend; I detailed to 
him all our anxieties; he anticipated all my wishes, 
and promised to watch over him, to be his guardian, 
his friend — ^his real friend. Mr Grey,' continued her 
ladyship, *I struggle to restrain my feelings; but the 
recollections of tliis period of my life are so painful, 
that for a moment I must stop to recover myself/ 

For a few minutes they walked on in silence; Vivian 
did not speak ; and when his companion resumed her 
tale, he, unconsciously, pressed her arm. 

'I try to be brief. About three months after the 
Baron had given me the pledge which I mentioned, 
Mr Trevor was called up at an early hour ^ne morning 
with the intelligence that his late ward was supposea 
to be at the point of death at a neighbouring hotel. 
He instantly repaired to him, and on the way the fatal 
truth was broken to him — our friend had committed 
suicide ! He had been playing all night with one whom 
I cannot now name.' Here Lady Madeleine's voice 
died away, but with a struggle she again spoke finnly. 

‘I mean with the Baron — some foreigners, also, and 
an Englishman — all intimate friends of Von Konig- 
stein, and scarcely known to the deceased. Om 
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friend had been the only sufferer; he had lost his whole 
fortune — ^and more than his fortune : and, with a 
heart full of despair and remorse, had, with his own 
hand, terminated his life. The whole circumstances 
were so suspicious that they attracted public attention, 
and Mr Trevor spared no exertion to bring the offenders 
to justice. The Baron had the hardihood to call upon 
us the next day; of course, in vain. He wrote violent 
letters, protesting his innocence; that he was asleep 
during most of the night, and accusing the others who 
were present of a conspiracy. The unhappy business 
now attracted very general interest. Its consequence 
on me was an alarming illness of a most unfortunate 
kind; I was therefore prevented from interfering, or, 
indeed, knowing anything that look place; but my 
husband informed me that the Baron was involved in 
a public correspondence; that the accused parties 
recriminated, and that finally he was convinced that 
Von Konigstein, if there were any difference, was, if 
possible, the most guilty. However this might be, 
he soon obtained his recall from his own Government. 
He wrote to us both before he left England; but I was 
too ill to hear of his letters, until Mr Trevor informed 
me that he had returned them unopened. And now 
I must give utterance to that which as yet has always 
died upon my lips, the unhappy victim was the brother 
of Miss Fane ! ' 

'And Mr St George,' said Vivian, ‘knowing all this, 
which surely he must have done; how came he to 
tolerate, for an instant, the advances of such a man ? ' 

‘My brother,' said I-ady Madeleine, 'is a very good 
young man, with a kind heart and warm feelings; but 
my brother has not much knowledge of the world, 
and he is too honourable himself ever to believe that 
what he calls a gentleman can be dishonest,. My 
iHother wa^ not in England when the unhappy event 
took place, and of course the various circumstaxKes 
h^ve not made the same impresrion upon him as upon 
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us. He has heard of the affair only from me; and 
young men too often imagine that women are apt to 
exaggerate in matters of this nature, which, of course, 
few of us can understand. The Baron had not the good 
feeling, or perhaps had not the power, connected as 
he was with the Grand-Duke, to affect ignorance of 
our former acquaintance, or to avoid a second one. 
I was obliged formally to present him to my brother. I 
was quite perplexed how to act. I thought of writing to 
him the next morning, impressing upon him the utter 
impossibility of our acquaintance being renewed : 
but this proceeding involved a thousand difficulties. 
How was a man of his distinction — a man, who not 
only from his rank, but from his disposition, is always 
a remarkable and a remarked character wherever he 
may be — how could he account to the Grand-Duke, 
and to his numerous friends, for his not associating 
with a party with whom he was perpetually in contact. 
Explanations — and worse — must have been the conse- 
quence. I could hardly expect him to leave Ems; it 
was, perhaps, out of his power : and for Miss Fane to 
leave Ems at this moment was most strenuously 
prohibited by her physician. While I was doubtful 
and deliberating, the conduct of Baron von Konigstein 
himself prevented me from taking any step whatever. 
Feeling all the awkwardness of his situation, he seized, 
with eagerness, the opportunity of becoming intimate 
with a member of the family whom he had not before 
known. His amusing conversation and insinuating 
address immediately enlisted the feelings of my brother 
in his favour. You know yourself that the 
morning after their introduction they were riding 
together. As they became more intimate, the Baron 
boldly spoke to Albert in confidence of his acquaintance 
with us in England, and of the unhappy circumstances 
^hich led to its termination. Albert was deceived by 
this seeming courage and candour. He has become the 
Baron's friend, and has adopted his version of the 
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unhappy story; and as the Baron has had too much 
delicacy to allude to the affair in a defence of himself 
to me, he calculated that the representations of Albert, 
who, he was conscious, would not preserve the confi- 
dence which he has always intended him to betray, 
would assist in producing in my mind an impression 
in his favour. The Neapolitan story which he told 
the other day at dinner was of himself. I confess to 
you, that though I have not for a moment doubted his 
guilt, still I was weak enough to consider that his 
desire to become reconciled to me was at least an 
evidence of a repentant heart; and the Neapolitan 
stOty deceived me. Actuated by these feelings, and 
acting as I thought wisest under existing circum- 
stances, I ceased to discourage his advances. Your 
acquaintance, which we all desired to cultivate, was 
perhaps another reason for enduring his presence. 
His subsequent conduct has undeceived me : I am 
convinced now, not only of his former guilt, but also 
th4t he is not changed; and that with his accustomed 
talent, he has been acting a part which for some reason 
or other he has no longer any object in maintaining.’ 

‘And Miss Fane,' said Vivian; ‘she must know aU ?’ 

‘She knows nothing in detail; she was so young at 
the time that we had no difficulty in keeping the 
particular circumstances of her brother’s death, and 
the sensation which it excited, a secret from her. As 
she grew up, I have thought it proper that the mode of 
his death should no longer be concealed from her; and 
she has learnt from some incautious observations of 
Albert, enough to make her look upon the Baron with 
terror. It is for Violet,’ continued Lady Madeleine, 
‘that I have the severest apprehensions. For the last 
fortnight her anxiety for her cousin has produced an 
excitement, which I look upon with more dread than 
anything that can happen to her. She has entreated 
me to speak to Albert, and also to you. The last f^ 
days she has become more easy and serene. She 
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accompanies us to-night; the weather is so beautiful 
that the night air is scarcely to be feared; and a gay 
scene will have a favourable influence upon her spirits. 
Your depression last night did not, however, escape 
her notice. Once more let me say how I rejoice at 
hearing what you have told me. I unhesitatingly 
believe all that you have said. Watch Albert. I have 
no fear for yourself.’ 
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CHAPTER XII 

The company at the Grand-Duke's fete was most 
select; that is to say, it consisted of everybody who 
was then at the Baths : those who had been presented 
to His Highness having the privilege of introducing 
any number of their friends; and those who had no 
friend to introduce them purchasing tickets at an 
enormous price from Cracowsky, the wily Polish 
Intendant- The entertainment was imperial — no 
expense and no exertion were spared to make the 
hired lodging-house look like an hereditary palace — 
and for a week previous to the great evening the whole 
of the neighbouring town of Wisbaden, the little capital 
of the duchy, had been put under contribution. What 
a harvest for Cracowsky ! What a commission from 
the restaurateur for supplying the refreshments ! 
What a percentage on hired mirrors and dingy 
hanmngs ! 

The Grand-Duke, covered with orders, received 
every one with the greatest condescension, and^made 
to each of his guests a most flattering speech! His 
suite, in new uniforms, simultaneously bowed directly 
the flattering speech was finished. 

'Madame von Furstenburg, I feel the greatest 
pleasure in seeing you. My greatest pleasure is to be 
surrounded by my friends. Madame von Furstenburg, 
I trust that your amiable and delightful family are 
quite well. J|The party passed on.] Cravatischeff !' 
continued His Highness, inclining his head round to 
one of his aides-de-camp, 'Cravatischeff ! a very fine 
woman is Madame von Furstenburg. There are few 
women whom I more admire than Madame von 
Furstenburg. 
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'Prince Salvinski, I feel the greatest pleasure in 
seeing you. My greatest pleasure is to be surrounded 
by my friends. Poland honours no one more than 
Prince Salvinski. Cravatischeff ! a remarkable bore 
is Prince Salvinski. There are few men of whom I 
have a greater terrpr than Prince Salvinski. 

‘Baron von Konigstein, I feel the greatest pleasure 
in seeing you. My greatest pleasure is to be surrounded 
by my friends. Baron von Konigstein, I have not yet 
forgotten the story of the fair Venetian. Cravatis- 
cheff I an uncommonly pleasant fellow is Baron von 
Konigstein. There are few men whose company I more 
enjoy than Baron von Konigstein's. 

‘Count von Altenburgh, 1 feel the greatest pleasure 
in seeing you. My greatest pleasure is to be surrounded 
by my friends. You will not forget to give me your 
opinion of my Austrian troop. Cravatischeff ! a very 
good billiard player is Count von Altenburgh. There 
are few men whose play I would sooner bet upon 
than Count von Altenburgh's. 

‘Lady Madeleine Trevor, I feel the greatest pleasure 
in seeing you. My greatest pleasure is to be sur- 
rounded by my friends. Miss Fane, your servant; 
Mr St George, Mr Grey. Cravatischeff ! a most splendid 
womaji is Lady Madeleine Trevor. There is no woman 
whom I more admire than Lady Madeleine Trevor ! 
and Cravatischeff ! Miss Fane, too ! a remarkably fine 
girl is Miss Fane !* 

The great saloon of the New House afforded excellent 
accommodation for the dancers. It opened on the 
gardens, which, though not very large, were tastefiQly 
laid out, and were this evening brilliantly illuminated. 
In the smaller saloon the Austrian troop amused those 
who were not fascinated by waltz or quadrille with 
acting proverbs: the reg^ar dramatic performance 
was thought too heavy a business for the evening. 
There was sufficient amusement for all; and thos6 who 
did not dance, and to whom proverbs were no novelty. 
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walked and talked, stared at others, and were them- 
selves stared at ; and this, perhaps, was the greatest 
amusement of all. Baron von Konigstein did certainly 
to-night look neither like an unsuccessful gamester 
nor a designing villain. Among many who were really 
amusing, he was the most so, and, apparently without 
the least consciousness of it, attracted the admiration 
of all. To the Trevor party he had attached himself 
immediately, and was constantly at her ladyship's 
side, introducing to her, in the course of the evening, 
his own and Mr St George's particular friends — Mr and 
Mrs Fitzloom. Among many smiling faces Vivian 
Grey's was clouded; the presence of the Baron annoyed 
him. When they first met he was conscious that he 
was stiff and cool. One moment's reflection convinced 
him of the folly of his conduct, and he made a 
struggle to be very civil. In five minutes* time 
he had involuntarily insulted the Baron, who stared 
at his friend, and evidently did not comprehend 
him. 

‘Grey,' said his Excellency, very quietly, 'you are 
not in a good humour to-night. What is the matter? 
This is not at all a temper to come to a fete in. What ! 
won't Miss Fane dance with you ?' asked the Baron; 
with an arch smile. 

‘I wonder what can induce your Excellency to talk 
such nonsense !' 

' Yomr Excellency-«by Jove, that's good ! What the 
deuce is the matter with the man ? It is Miss Fane, 
then~eh ?* 

'Baron von Konigstein, I wish you to imder- 
stand ’ 

'My dear fellow, I never could understand an3rthing. 
I think you have insulted me in a most dis^acefm 
nsmnner, and I positively must call you out, unless you 
promise to dine at my rooms with me to-monow, to 
.meet De Boeffleurs.' 

'I cannot.* 
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‘Why not t You have no engagement with Lady 
Madeleine, I know, for St George has agi:eed to come/ 

‘Yes?’ 

‘De BoefHeurs leaves Ems next week. It is sooner 
than he expected, and I wish to have a quiet evening 
together before he goes. I should be very vexed if 
you were not there. We have scarcely been enough 
together lately. What with the New House in the 
evening, and riding parties in the morning, and those 
Fitzloom girls, with whom St George is pla3dng a most 
foolish game — ^lie will be taken in now, if he is not on 
his guard — ^we really never meet, at least not in a quiet 
friendly way; and so now, will you come ?’ 

‘St George is positively coming ? ’ 

‘Oh, yes ! positively; do not be afraid of his gaining 
ground on the little Violet in your absence.' 

‘Well, then, my dear Von Konigstein, I will come/ 

‘Well, that is yourself again. It made me quite 
unhappy to see you look so sour and melancholy; one 
would have thought that I was some bore, SaJvinski 
at least, by the way you spoke to me. Well, mind you 
come — ^it is a promise : good. I must go and say ]ust 
one word to the lovely little Saxon, and, by the bye, 
Grey, one word before I am off. List to a friend, you 
are on the wrong scent about Miss Fane; St George, I 
think, has no chance there, and now no wish to succeed. 
The game is your own, if you like; trust my word, she 
is an angel. The good powers prosper you I' So 
saying, the Baron glided off. 

Mr St George had danced with Miss Fane the only 
quadrille in which Lady Madeleine allowed her to join. 
He was now waltzing with Aurelia Fitzloom, and was 
at the head of a band of adventurous votaries of 
Terpsichore; who, wearied with the commonplace 
convenience of a saloon, had ventured to invoke the 
Muse on the lawn. 

‘A most interesting sight. Lady Madeleine f' said 
Mr Fitzloom, as he offered her his arm, and advised 
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their instant presence as patrons of the F&te du 
Village* for such Baron von Konigstein had most 
happily termed it. 'A delightful man that Baron von 
IConigstein, and says such delightful things ! Fete du 
Village ! how very good V . 

That is Miss Fitzloom, then, whom my brother is 
waltzing with ? * asked Lady Madeleine. 

'Not exactly, my lady,' said Mr Fitzloom, 'not 
exactly Miss Fitzloom, rather Miss Aurelia Fitzloom. 
my third daughter; our third eldest, as Mrs Fitzloom 
sometimes says; for really it is necessary to distin- 
guish, with such a family as ours, you know.' 

'Let us walk,' said Miss Fane to Vivian, for she was 
now leaning upon his arm; 'the evening is deliciously 
soft, but even with the protection of a cashmere I 
scarcely dare venture to stand still. Lady Madeleine 
seems very much engaged at present. What amusing 
people these Fitzlooms are !' 

'Mrs Fitzloom; I have not heard her voice, yet.' 

'No; Mrs Fitzloom does not talk. Albert says she 
makes it a rule never to speak in the presence of a 
stranger. She deals plenteously, however, at home in 
domestic apophthegms. If you could but hear him 
imitating them all ! Whenever she does speak, she 
finishes all her sentences by confessing that she is 
conscious of her own deficiencies, but that she has 
taken care to give her daughters the very best educa- 
tion. They are what Albert calls fine girls, and I am 
glad he has made friends with them ; for, after all, 
he must find it rather dull here. By the bye, Mr Grey, 
I am afraid that you cannot find this evening very 
amusing — the absence of a favourite pursuit dways 
makes a sensible void — and these walls must remind 
you of more piquant pleasures than waltzing with fine 
London ladies, or promenading up a dull terrace witii 
an invalid.^ 

assure you that you are quite misinformed as to 
the mode in which I generally pass my evenings.’ 
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*I hope I am 1' said Miss Fane, in rather a serious 
tone; *f wish I could also be mistaken in my suspicions 
of the mode in which Albert spends his time. He is 
sadly changed. For the first month that we were here, 
he seemed to prefer nothing in the world to our society, 

and now 1 was nearly saying that we had not seen 

him for one single evening these three weeks. I cannot 
understand what you find at this house of such absorb- 
ing interest. Although I know you think I am much 
mistaken in my suspicions, still I feel very anxious. 
I spoke to Albert to-day, but he scarcely answered 
me; or said that which it was a pleasure for me 
to forget.’ 

’Mr St George should feel highly gratified in having 
excited such an interest in the — mind of Miss Fane.* 

'He should not feel more gratified than all who are 
my friends; for all who are such I must ever experience 
the liveliest interest.’ 

'How happy must those be who feel that they have 
a right to count Miss Fane among their friends I’ 

‘I have the pleasure, then, I assure you, of making 
many happy, and among them Mr Grey.’ 

Vivian was surprised that he did not utter some 
complimentary answer; but he knew not why, the 
words would not come; and instead of speaking, he 
was thinking of what had been spoken. 

•How brOliant are these gardens !’ said Vivian, 
looking at the sky. 

'Very brilliant !’ said Miss Fane, looking on the 
ground. Conversation seemed nearly extinct, and yet 
neither offered to turn back. 

'Good Heavens I you are ill,' exclaimed Vivian, 
when, on accidentally turning to his companion, he 
found she was in tears, 'Shall we go back, or will you 
wait here ? Can I fetch anything ? I fear you are 
very iUl' 

•No, not very ill, but very foolish; let us walk on,’ 
and, sighing, she seemed suddenly to recpver. 
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I *I am ashamed of this foolisihness — ^what can you 
think ? but I am so agitated, so nervous — I hope you 
will forget 1 hope ' ■ 

‘Perhaps the air has suddenl}’’ affected you — shall 
we go in ? Nothing has been saic* — ^notliing happened 
— ^no one has dared to say, or dc'?, anything to annoy 

you ? Speak, dear Miss Fane, the — the ' the 

words died on Vivian^s lips, yet a power he could 
not withstand urged him to speak — ‘the— the — the 
Baron ? * 

‘Ah !' almost slirieked Miss Fane — ‘stop one second 
— an effort, and I must be well — ^nothing has happened, 
and no one has done or said anything; but it is of 
something that should be said-:-of something that 
should be done, that I was thinking, and it overcame 
me.* 

‘ Miss Fane,’ said Vivian, ‘if thei^e be anything which 
I can do or devise, any possible v^iy that I can exert 
myself in your service, speak wi^h the most perfect 
confidence; do not fear that yourlmotives will be mis- 
conceived — that your purpose will\be misinterpreted— 
that your confidence will be misuijderstood. You are 
addressing one who would lay do'Vn his life for you, 
who is willing to perform all yohr commands, and 
forget them when performed. I biiseech you to trust 
me; believe me that you shall not repent.' 

She answered not, but holding down her head, 
covered her face with her small white hand; her lovely 
face which was crimsoned with ^er flashing blood. 
They were now at the end of the’^terrace; to return 
was impossible. If they remained stationary, they 
must be perceived and joined. What was to be done ? 
He led her down a retired walk still farther from the 
house. As they proceeded in silence, the bursts of the 
music and the loud laughter of the joyous guests 
became fainter and fainter, till at last the soundfs died 
away into echo, and echo into silence. 

A thousand thoughts dashed through Vivianfs mind 
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in rapid succession ; but a painful one — a most painful 
one to him, to any man — ^always remained the last. 
His companion would- not speak; yet to allow her to 
return home without/ freeing her mind of the fearful 
burthen which evid/mtly overwhelmed it, was im- 
possible. At length 'he broke a silence which seemed 
to have lasted an age. 

‘Do not believe that I am taking advantage of an 
agitating moment, to extract from you a confidence 
which you may repent. I feel assured that I am right 
in supposing that you have contemplated in a calmer 
moment the possibility of my being of service to you; 
that, in short, there 3S something in which you require 
my assistance, my c^o-operation — an assistance, a co- 
operation, which, if it produce any benefit to you, will 
make me at length teel that I have not lived in vain. 
No feeling of false '{delicacy shall prevent me from 
assisting you in giv ng utterance to thoughts, which 
you have owned it U absolutely necessary should be 
expressed. Rememljer that you have allowed me to 
believe that w^e are- friends : do not prove by your 
silence that we are friends only in name.' 

‘ I am overwdieKned — I cannot speak — ^my face 
burns with shame I have miscalculated my strength 
of mind — ^perhaps !5ny physical strength; what, what 
must you think of^ me ? ' She spoke in a low and 
smothered voice. 

‘Think of you ! everything which the most devoted 
respect dare think ^ of an object which it reverences. 
Do not believe than I am one who would presume an 
instant on my position, because I ’have accidentally 
witnessed a young and lovely woman betrayed into a 
display of feeling which the artificial forms of cold 
society cannot contemplate, and dare to ridicule. 
You are speaking to one who also has felt; who, 
tliough a man, has wept; who can comprehend sorrow; 
who can imderstand the most secret sensations of an 
agitated spirit. Dare to trust me. Be convinced that 
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hereafter, neither by word nor look, hint nor sign, on 
my part, shall you feel, save W your own wish, that 
you have appeared to Vivian Grey in any other light 
than in the saloons we have just quitted/ 

'Generous man, I dare trust an3rthing to you that 

I dare trust to human being; but ’ here her voice 

died away. 

'It is a painful thing for me to attempt to guess 
your thoughts; but if it be of Mr St George that you 
are thinking, have no fear respecting him — have no 
fear about his present situation — trust to me that there 
shall be no anxiety for his future one. I will be his 
unknown guardian, his unseen friend; the promoter of 
your wishes, the protector of your * 

'No, no,' said Miss Fane, with firmness, and looking 
quickly up, as if her mind were relieved by discovering 
that ^ this time Vivian had never imagined she was 
thinking of him. 'No, no, you are mistaken; it is not 
of Mr St George, of Mr St George only, that I am think- 
ing. I am much better now; I shall be able in an in- 
stant to speak — be able, I tnist, to forget how foolish — 
how very foolish I have been.' 

, 'Let us walk on,' continued Miss Fane; 'let us walk 
on; we can easily account for our absence if it be 
remarked; and it is better that it should be all over : I 
feel quite well; and shall be able to speak quite firmly 
now.^ 

'Do not hurry; there is no fear of our absence 
being remarked, Lady Madeleine is so surrounded.' 

'After what has passed, it seems ridiculous in me to 
apologise, as I had intended, for speaking to you on a 
graver subject than what has generally formed the 
point of conversation between us. I feared that you 
might misunderstand the motives which have dictated 
my conduct : I have attempted not to appear agitated, 
,a^ I have been overcome. I trust that you will not 
be offended if I recur to the subject of the New House. 
Do not believe that I ever would have allowed my 
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fears, my girlish fears, so to have overcome my dis- 
cretion; so to have overcome, indeed, all propriety of 
conduct on my part; as to have induced me to have 
sought an interview with you, to moralise to you about 
your mode of life. No, no, it is not of this that I wish 
to speak, or rather that I will speak. I» will hope, I will 
pray, that Albert and yourself have never found in 
that which you have followed as an amusement, the 
source, the origin, the cause of a single unhappy or 
even anxious moment; Mr Grey, I will believe all this/ 

'Dearest Miss Fane, believe it with confidence. Of 
St George, I can with sincerity aver, that it is my firm 
opinion, that far from being involved, his fortune is 
not in the slightest degree injured. Believe me, I will 
not attempt to quiet you now, as I would have done at 
any other time, by telling you that you magnify your 
fears, and allow your feelings to exaggerate the danger 
which exists. There has been danger — there is danger 
—play, high play, has been and is pursued at this New 
House, but Mr St George has never been a loser; and 
if the exertions of man can avail, never shall, at least 
unfairly. As to the other individual whom you have 
honoured by the interest which you have professed 
in his welfare, no one can more thoroughly detest 
any practice which exists in this world than he does 
the gaming-table.' 

‘ Oh I you have made me so happy ! 1 feel so per- 
suaded that you have not deceived me; the tones of 
your voice, your manner, your expression, convince 
me that you have been sincere, and that I am happy, 
at least for the present.' 

! For ever, I trust. Miss Fane.' 

'Let me now prevent future misery — ^let me speak 
about that which has long dwelt on my mind like a 
nightmare, about that which I did fear it was almost 
too late to speak. Not of your pursuit, not even of. 
that fatal pursuit, do I now think, but of your com- 
{Mmion in this amusement, in all amusements; it is 



VIVIAN GREY 


321 

he, he whom I dread, whom I look upon with horror, 
even to him, 1 cannot say, with hatred ! ’ 

' The Baron ? ' said Vivian calmly. 

*I cannot name him. Dread him, fear him, avoid 
him ! It is he that I mean, he of whom I thought that 
you were the victim. You must have been surprised, 
you must have wondered at our conduct towards him. 
Oh ! when Lady Madeleine turned from him with 
coolness, when she answered him in tones which to you 
might have appeared harsh, she behaved to him, in 
comparison to what is his due, and what we sometimes 
feel to be our duty, with affection, actually with 
affection and regard. No human being can know wliat 
horror is until he looks upon a lellow creature with 
the eyes that I look upon that man/ She leant upon 
Vivian's arm with her whole weight, and even then he 
thought she must have sunk; neither spoke. How 
solemn is the silence of sorrow ! 

T am overcome,’ continued Miss Fane; ‘the 
remembrance of what he has done overwhelms me — 
I cannot speak it — the recollection is death — yet you 
must know it. That you might know it, I have before 
attempted. I wished to have spared n lysc'il the torture 
which I now endure. You must know it. I will write 
— aye I that will do. I will write; I cannot speak now, 
it is impossible; but beware of him; you are so 
young !’ 

T have no words now to thank you, dear Miss Fane, 
for this. Had I been the victim of Von Konigstein, I 
should have been repaid for all my misery by feeling 
that you regretted its infliction; but I trust that I am 
in no danger : though young, I fear that I am one 
who must not count his time by calendars. ‘ ‘An aged 
interpreter, though young in days.” Would that I 
could be deceived I Fear not for your cousin. Trust 
to one whom you have made think better of this 
world, and of his fellow creatures.’ 

The sound of approaching footsteps, and the light 
V.G. V 
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laugh of pleasure, told of some who were wandering 
like themselves. 

‘We had better return,’ said Miss Fane; ‘I fear that 
Lady Madeleine will observe that I look unwell. Some 
one approaches ! No ! they pass only the top of the 
walk,’ It was Mr St George and Aurelia Fitzloom. 

Quick flew the brilhant hours; and soon the dance 
was over, and the music mute. 

It was late when Vivian retired. As he opened his 
door he was surprised to find lights in his chamber. 
The figure of a man appeared seated at the table. It 
moved— it was Essoer Georee. 
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CHAPTER XIII 

The reader will remember that Vivian had agreed to 
dine, on the day after the fete, with the Baron, in his 
private apartments. This was an arrangement which, 
in fact, the custom of the liouse did not permit; but 
the irregularities of great men who are attended by 
chasseurs are occasionally winked at by a supple 
maitre d’h6tel. Vivian had reasons for not regretting 
his acceptance of the invitation, and he never shook 
hands with the Chevalier de Bceffleurs, apparently, 
with greater cordiality than on the day on which he 
met him at dinner at the Baron von Konigstein's. 
Mr St George had not arrived. 

‘Past five !’ said the Baron; ‘riding out, I suppose, 
with the Fitzlooms. Aurelia is certainly a fine girl; 
but I should think that Lady Madeleine would hardly 
approve the connection. The St Georges have blood 
in their veins; and would, I suppose, as soon think of 
marrying a Fitzloom as we Germans should of manying 
a woman without a von before her name. We are quite 
alone, Grey, only the Chevalier and St George. I had 
an idea of asking Salvinski; but he is such a regular 
steam-engine, and began such a long story last night 
about his interview with the King of Ashantee, that 
the bare possibliity of his taking it into his head to 
finish it to-day frightened me. You were away early 
from the Grand-Duke's last night. The business went 
off well.' 

‘Very well, indeed !' said the Chevalier de Bceffleurs; 
completing by this speech the first dozen of words 
which he had uttered since his stay at Ems. 

‘I think that last night Lady Madeleine Trevor 
looked perfectly magnificent; and a certain lady, too. 
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Grey, eh ? Here is St George. My dear fellow, how 
are yon ? Has the fair Anrelia recovered from the last 
eight's fatigues ? Now, Ernstorff — dinner as soon as 
possible.' 

The Baron made up to-day, certainly, for the silence 
of his friend Die Chevalier. lie outdid himself. Story 
after story, adventure after adventure, followed each 
other with exciting haste. In fact, tlie Baron never 
ceased talking the wliole dinner, except when he 
refreshed himself with wine, which he drank copiously. 
A nice observer would, yierhaps, have considered the, 
Baron's higii spirits artificial, and his conversation an 
effort. Yet liis tenijX'X, though lively, was generally 
equable; and his ideas, which always appeared to 
occxiT easil3g were usually thrown out in fluent 
phraseology. The dinner was long, and a great deal of 
wane w^as drunk; more tlian most of the parties present 
for a long time had been accustomed to. About eight 
o’clock the Chevalier proposed going to the Redoute, 
but the Baron objected. 

'Let us have an evening all together : surely we have 
had enough of the Redoute. In my opinion one of the 
advantages of the lete is, that there is no New House 
to-niglit. Conversation is a novelty. On a moderate 
calculation I must have told you to-day at least fifty 
original anecdotes. I have done m3" dut3". It is the 
Chevalier’s turn now". Come, De Boefileurs — a choice 
one !’ 

remember a story Prince Salvinski once told 

me.' 

‘No, no --that is too bad — none of that Polish bear's 
romatfces; if w-e have his stones, w"e may as well have 
his company.' 

‘But it is a very curious story,' continued the 
Chevalier, with a little animation. 

'Oh ! so is every story, according to the storier.' 

'I think, Von Konigstein,- 3^ou imagine no one can 
tell a story but yoursdf,' said De actually 
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indignant, Vivian had never heard him speak so much 
before, and really began to believe that he was not 
quite an automaton. 

‘Let us have it !' said St George. 

‘It is a story told of a Polish nobleman — a Count 
somebody — I never can remember their crack-jaw 
names. Well ! the point is this,' said the silent little 
Chevalier, who, apparently, already repented of tlie 
boldness of liis offer, and, misdoubting liis powers, 
wished to begin with the end of his tale — ‘the y^oint is 
this — he was playing one day at Ecarte with the 
Governor of Wilna— the stake was trifling — but he had 
a bet, you see, with the Governor of a thousand 
roubles; a bet with the Governor's secretary — never 
mind the amount, say two hundred and fifty, you see; 
then he went on the turn-up witli the Commandant’s 
wife; and took the yfips on the trumps with the Arch- 
bishop of Warsaw. To understand the point of the 
story, you see, you must have a distinct concey^tion 
how the game stood. You see, St George, there was the 
bet with the Go\Trnor, one thousand roubles; the 
Governor’s secretary — ^never mind the amount, say 
two hundred and fifty; tiirn-uy^ with the Commandant’s 
lady, and the piy)s vWtli the Archbishop of Warsaw. 
Proposed three times — one for the king — the Governor 
drew ace — the Governor was already three and the 
ten. When the Governor scored king, the Archbishoj) 
gave the odds — drew knave queen one hand — the 
Count offered to propose fourth time — Governor 
refused. King to six, ace fell to knave — queen cleared 
on — Governor lost, besides bets with the whcjle edat- 
major; the Secretary gave his bill; the Commandant’s 
lady pawned her jewels; and the Archbishop was done 
on the pips ! ' 

:By Jove, what a Salvinski ! ' 

‘How many trumps had the Governor?’ r.sked 
George. 

‘Three/ said the Chevalier, 
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'Then it is impossible : I do not believe the story; 
it could not be/ 

‘1 beg your pardon/ said the Chevalier; 'you see 
the Governor had ' 

'By Jove, don't let us have it all over again !* said 
the Baron. 'Well ! if this be your model for an after- 
dinner anecdote, which ought to be as piquant as an 
anchovy toast, I will never complain of your silence 
in future.' 

'The story is a true story,' said the Chevalier; 'have 
you got a pack of cards, Von Konigstein ? I will show 
it you.' 

'There is not such a thing in the room,' said the 
Baron. 

'Well, I never heard of a room without a pack of 
cards before,' said the Chevalier; 'I will send for one 
to my own apartments.' 

' Perhaps Ernstorff has got a pack. Here, Emstorff , 
have you got a pack of cards ? That's well; bring it 
immediately.' 

The cards were brought, and the Chevalier began to 
fight his battle over again; but could not satisfy Mr St 
George. ‘ Y ou see, there was the bet with the Governor, 
and the pips, as I said before, with the Archbishop of 
Warsaw.' 

'My dear De Bueffleurs, let's no more of this. If 
you like to have a game of Ecartc wdth St George, well 
and good; but as for quarrelling the whole evening 
about some blundering lie of Salvinski's, it really is 
too much. You two can play, and I can talk to Don 
Vivian, who, by the bye, is rather of the rueful 
countenance to-night. Why, my dear fellow, I have 
not heard your voice this evening — frightened by the 
fate of the Archbishop of Warsaw, I suppose ? ' 

‘Ecarte is so devilish dull/ said St George; 'and it 
is such a trouble to deal,' 

'I will deal for both, if you like,' said De Boeffleurs; 
'I am used to dealing/ 
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‘Oh! no — I won't play Ecartd; let us have some- 
thing in which we can all join/ 

‘Rouge-et-Noir/ suggested the Chevalier, in a care- 
less tone, as if he had no taste for the amusement. 

‘There is not enough — is there ? ' asked St George. 

‘Oh I two are enougli, you know — one deals, much 
more four.' 

‘Well, I don't care — Rouge-et-Noir then — let us 
have Rouge-et-Noir : Von Konigstein, what say you 
to Rouge-et-Noir ? De Boeflleurs says we can play it 
here very well. Come, Grey 1 ’ 

‘Oh I Rouge-et-Noir, Rouge-et-Noir/ said the 
Baron ; ‘have not you both liad Rouge-et-Noir enough ? 
Am I not to be allowed one holiday ? Well, anything 
to please you ; so Rouge-et-Noir, if it must he so/ 

‘If all wish it, I have no objection,' said Vivian. 

‘Well, then, let us sit down; Ernstorff has, I dare 
say, another pack of cards, and St George will be 
dealer; I know he likes that ceremony.' 

‘No, no, I appoint the Chevalier.' 

‘Very well,' said De Bceffleurs, ‘the plan will be for 
two to bank against the table; the table to play on 
the same colour by joint agreement. You can join 
me. Von Konigstein, and pay or receive with me, from 
Mr St George and Grey.' 

‘I will bank with you, if you like, Chevalier,' said 
Vivian. 

‘Oh I certainly; that is if you like; but perhaps the 
Baron is more used to banking; you perhaps don't 
understand it.' 

‘Perfectly; it appears to me to be very simple.' 

‘No — don't you bank. Grey,' said St George; ‘I 
want you to play with me against the Chevalier and 
the Baron — I like your luck.' 

‘Luck is very capricious, remember.' 

‘Oh^ no 1 I like your luck; don't bank.' 

‘Be it so/ 

Playing commenced: an hour elapsed, and the 
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situation o[ none of tlie parties was materially different 
from what it had l)een when they began the game. 
Vivian proposed leaving off; but Mr St George avowed 
that he feH very fortunate, and tliat he had a presenti- 
ment that he should win. Another hour elapsed, and 
he had lost considerably. Eleven o’clock — Vivian's 
luck had also deserb^d him. Mr St George was losing 
desperately. Miduiglil — Vivian had lost back half 
his gains on the sc'a'son. St George still more desperate : 
all his coolness had deserted him. He had persisted 
obstinately against a run on the red; then floundered, 
and got eniai]gl(al in a see-saw, which alone cost him 
a thousand. 

Ernstorjt now brought in refreshments; and for a 
moment they ceased playing. The Baron opened a 
bottle of champagne; cmd St George and the Chevalier 
were stre telling liieir legs and composing their minds 
in very different ways — the first in walking rapidly 
up and dou’ii tlie room, and the other by lying very 
quietly at his full length on the sofa, Vivian was 
employed in building houses with the cards. 

‘Grey/ said the Chevalier de Boeffleurs, ‘I cannot 
imagine wliy you do not for a moment try to forget 
the cards : that is the only w’ay to win. Never sit 
musing over the table.' 

But Grey was not to be persuaded to give up building 
his pagoda; which, now many stories high, like a more 
celebrated but scarcely more substantial structure, 
fell with a crash. Vivian collected the scattered cards 
into two divisi(nis. 

‘Now!' said the Baron, seating himself; ‘for 
St George's revenge.' 

The Chevalier and the greatest sufferer took their 
places. 

' Is EmstorS coming in again, Baron ? ' asked Vivian. 

‘No! I think not.' 

‘Let, us be sure; it is disagreeable to be disturbed 
at thi§;^me of night.' 
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‘Lock the door, then,’ vSt George. 

‘A very good plan/ said Vivian; and lie locked it 
accordingly. 

‘Now, gentlemen/ said Vivian, rising from the 
table, and putting both packs of cards into his pocket 
— ‘Now, gentlemen, I have another game to play/ The 
Chevalier started on his chair, the Baron turned pale, 
but both were silent. ']\rr Si George,' continued 
Vivian, ‘ I think tlial you owe 11 le Chevalier de B^e^^leurs 
about four thousand Nap(deons, and to Baron von 
Konigstein something m(^re than halt that sum. 
I have to inform you that it is unnecessary for you to 
satisfy the claims of either ol these genllemen, wliich 
are founded neither in law nor in hoiKnir.' 

‘Mr Grey, what am I to understand?’ asked the 
quiet Chevalier de Ba^tfleurs, with tlie air ol a wolt 
and the voice of a lion. 

‘Understand, sir!' answered Vi\'inn sternly; ‘that 
I am not one who will Ix' buhied by a blackleg/ 

‘Grey 1 good God 1 what do you mean ?’ asked the 
Baron. 

‘That which it is my duty, not my pleasure, to 
explain, Baron von Isonig^-'tem.’ 

‘If you mean to insinuate,’ burst forth the 
Chevalier. 

‘I mean to insinuate nothing; I leave insinuations 
and innuendos to chevaliers d'industrie. I mean to 
prove everything.’ 

Mr St George did not speak, but seemed as utterly 
astounded and overwhelmed as Baron von Konigstein 
himself; who, with his aim leaning on the table, his 
hands clasped, and the forefinger ot his right hand 
plajdng convulsively on his left, was pale as death, 
and did not even breathe. 

'Gentlemen,' said Vivian, ‘1 shall not detain you 
long, though I have much to say that is to the purpose. 
I am perfectly cool, and, believe me, perfectly resolute* 
Let me recommend to you all the same temperament; 
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it may be better for you. Rest assured, that if you 
flatter yourselves that I am one to be pigeoned, and 
then bullied, you are mistaken. In one word, I am 
aware of everything that has been arranged for the 
reception of Mr St George and myself this evening. 
Your marked cards are in my pocket, and can only be 
obtained by you with my life. Here are two of us 
against two; we are equally matched in number, and 
I, gentlemen, am armed. If I were not, you would 
not dare to go to extremities. Is it not, then, the 
wisest course to be temperate, my friends ? ' 

'This is some vile conspiracy of your own, fellow,^ 
said De Boeffleurs : 'marked cards, indeed I a pretty 
tale, forsooth ! The ministers of a first-rate power 
playing wifh marked cards I The story will gain 
creit, and on the faith of whom ? An adventurer 
that no one knows; who, having failed this night in his 
usual tricks, and lost money which he cannot pay, 
takes advantage of the marked cards, which he has 
not succeeded in introducing, and pretends, forsooth, 
that they are those which he has stolen from our table; 
our own cards being, previously to his accusation, 
concealed in a secret pocket.' 

The impudence of the fellow staggered even Vivian. 
As for Mr St George, he stared like a wild man. Before 
Vivian could answer him. the Baron had broke silence. 
It was with the greatest effort that he seemed to dig 
his words out of his breast. 

'No — ^ho — ^this is too much I it is all over I I am 
lost; but I will not add crime to crime. Your courage 
and your fortune have saved you, Mr Grey, and your 
friend, from the designs of villains. And you ! 
wretch,' said he, turning to De Boeffleurs, 'sleep 
now in peace — at length you have undone me.' 
He leant on the table, and buried his face in his 
hands. 

'Chicken-hearted fool V said the Chevalier; 'is 
this the' end of all your promises, and all your pledges ? 
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But remember, sir ! remember. I have no taste for 
scenes. Good night, gentlemen. Baron, I expect to 
hear from you' 

‘Stop, sir!' said Vivian; 'no one leaves this room 
without my permission.' 

‘I am at your service, sir, when you please/ said the 
Chevalier. 

‘It is not my intention to detain you long, sir; far 
from it; I have every inclination to assist you in your 
last exit from this room — ^liad 1 time, it should not be 
by the door; as it is, go ! in the devil’s name.’ So 
sa 5 dng, he hurled the adventurous Frenchman half 
down the corridor. 

'Baron von Konigstein,’ said Vivian, turning to the 
Baron; ‘you have proved yourself, by your conduct 
this evening, to be a better man than I imagined you. 
1 confess that I thought you had been too much 
accustomed to such scenes to be sensible of the horror 
of detection.’ 

^Never !’ said the Baron, with emphasis, with 
energy. The firm voice and manner in which he 
pronounced this single word wonderfully contrasted 
with his delivery when he had last spoke, but his 
voice immediately died away. 

"Tis all over ! T have no wish to excite your pity, 
gentlemen, or to gain your silence, by practising upon 
your feelings. Be silent; I am not the less ruined, not 
the less disgraced, not the less utterly undone. Be 
silent; my honour, all the same, in four-and- twenty 
hours, has gone for ever ! I have no motive, then, to 
deceive you. You must believe what I speak; even 
what I speak, the most degraded of men. I say again, 
never, never, never, never, never was my honour before 
sullied, though guilty of a thousand follies. You see 
before you, gentlemen, the unhappy victim of circum- 
stances — of circumstances which he has in vain 
struggled to control, to which he has at length fallen a 
victim. I am not pretending, for a moment, that my 
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crimes are lu be accounted for by an inexorable fate, 
and not to be oxjuated by my everlasting misery. No, 
no ! I liave been too weak to be virtuous : but 1 
jiave been tried, tried most bitterly. J am the most 
unfortunate t)f men; 1 was not born to be a villain. 
f"our years have passed since 1 was banislied from the 
country in which J was honoured; my prospects in 
life Vdasied; my peace of mind destroyed; and all 
because a crime v'as committed, of any participation 
in wliicli I am as innocent as yourselves. Driven in 
despair to wander, I tried, in the wild dissipation of 
N aples, to forget juy exislence and m}^ misery. I found 
my fate in the jKTson of tliis vile Frenchman, who 
ne\Tr since has quitted me. Even after two years of 
madness in tlial fatal place, my natural disposition 
rallied; I struggled to save myself; I quitted it. I was 
already involved to l)e B<.rflleurs; 1 became still more 
so. in gaining from him the means of satisfying all 
claims against me. Alas ! I found 1 had sold myself 
to a devil, a very devil, witli a lieart like an adder's. 
Incapable of a stray generous sensation, he has looked 
upon mankind during liis whole life with the eyes of a 
bully of a gaming- liouse. 1 still struggled to free 
myself from this man; and 1 indemnified him for his 
advances, by procuring liim a place in tlie mission to 
wliich, with the greatest difficulty and perseverance, 
I had at lengtli obtained my appointment. In public 
life I yet lioped to lorget my private misery. At 
Frankfort 1 felt that, though not happy, I might be 
calm. I determined never again even to run the risk 
of enduring tlie slavery of debt. I forswore, with the 
most solemn oaths, the gaming-table; and had it not 
been for the perpetual sight of De Boeffleurs, I might, 
]")erhaps, have felt at ease; though the remembrance 
of my blighted prospects, the eternal feeling that I 
experienced of being born for nobler ends, was quite 
sufficient perpetually to embitter my existence. The 
second > 3 ^ear of my Frankfort appointment I was 
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teinpted to this unhappy place. The unexpected sight 
oi faces which I had known in England, though the}^ 
called up the most painful associations, strengthened 
me, nevertheless, in my resolution to be virtuous. My 
unexpected fortune at the Redoute, the first iiigJit, 
made me forget all my resolves, and has led to all this 
misery. I make my sad tale brief. I got involved at 
the New House : De Boeffleurs once more assisted me, 
though his terms were most severe. Yet, yet again, 
I was mad enough, vile enough, to risk what I did not 
possess. I lost to Prince Salvinski and a Russian 
gentleman a considerable sum on the night before the 
fete. It is often the custom at the New House, as you 
know, among men who are acquainted, to pay and 
receive all losses which are considerable on the next 
night of meeting. The fete gave me breathing time : 
it was not necessary to redeem my pledge till the fourth 
night. I rushed to Dc Boeffleurs; he refused to assist 
me; alleging his own losses and his previous advance. 
What was to be done ? No possibility of making any 
arrangement witli Salvinski. Had he won of me as 
others have done, an arrangement, though painful, 
would perhaps have been possible; but, by a singular 
fate, whenever I have chanced to be successful, it is of 
this man that I have won. De Boeffleurs then was the 
only chance. He was inexorable. I prayed to him; I 
promised him everything; I offered him any terms; 
in vain ! At length, wlien he had worked me up to 
the last point of despair, he whispered hope. I listened, 
— ^let me be quick ! Why finish ? you know 1 fell !' 
The Baron again covered his face, and appeared 
perfectly overwhelmed. 

‘By God ! it is too horrible,* said St George. ‘Grey, 
let us do something for him ? * 

‘My dear St George,* said Vivian, ‘be calm- -you 
are taken by surprise : i was prepared for all 
this. Believe me, it is better for you to leave us, I re- 
commend you to retire, and meet me in the morning ; 
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breakfast with me at eight; we can then arrange every* 
thing/ 

Vivian's conduct had been so decisive, and evidently 
so well matured, that St George felt that, in the present 
case, it was for him only to obey; and he retired, with 
wonder still expressed on his countenance; for he had 
not yet, in the slightest degree, recovered from the 
first surprise. 

'Baron von Konigstein,' said Vivian to the un- 
happy man, 'we are alone. Mr St George has left the 
room : you are freed from the painful presence of the 
cousin of Captain Fane.' 

'You know all, then I' exclaimed the Baron quickly, 
looking up; ‘or you have read my secret thoughts. 
How wonderful ! at that very moment I was thinking 
of my friend. Would I had died with him ! You know 
all then; and now you must believe me guilty. Yet, 
at this moment of annihilating sorrow, when I can 
gain nothing by deceit, T swear — and if I swear falsely, 
maty I fall down a livid corpse at your feet — I swear 
that I was guiltless of the crime for which I suffered, 
guiltless as yourself. What may be my fate, I know 
not. Probably a few hours, and all will be over. Yet, 
before we part, sir, it would be a relief, you would be 
doing a generous service to a dying man, to bear a 
message from me to one with whom you are acquainted 
— to one whom I cannot now name.' 

‘ Lady Madeleine Trevor ? ' 

‘ Again you have read my thoughts ! Lady Made- 
leine — is it she who told you of my early history ? ' 

‘All that I know is known to many.' 

‘I must speak. If you have time, if you can listen 
for half an hour to a miserable being, it would be a 
consolation to me. I should die with ease if I thought 
that Lady Madeleine could believe me innocent of that 
first great offence.' 

* Your Excellency may address anything to me, if it 
be your wisli, even at this hour of the night. It may be 
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bdter; after what has passed, we neither of us can 
sleep, and this business must be arranged at once/ 

IMy object is, that Lady Madeleine should receive 
from me at this moment, at a time when I can have 
no interest to deceive, an account of the particulars of 
her cousin's, and my friend's, death. I sent it written 
after the horrid event, but she was ill; and Trevor, 
who was very bitter against me, returned the letters 
unopened. For four years I have never travelled 
without these rejected letters; this year I have them 
jiot. But you could convey to Lady Madeleine my 
^tory as now given to you — to you at this terrible 
moment.' 

' Speak on ! ' 

i ‘I must say one word of my connection with the 
family, to enable you fully to understand the horrid 
event, of which, if, as I believe, you only know what 
all know, you can form but a most imperfect concep- 
tion. When I was Minister at the Court of London, I 
became acquainted — became, indeed, intimate — ^with 
Mr Trevor, then in office, the husband of Lady Made- 
]^e. She was just married. Of myself, at that time, 
1 may say that, though depraved, I was not heartless; 
and that there were moments when I panted to be 
excellent. Lady Madeleine and myself became friends; 
she found in me a companion, who not only respected 
her talents and delighted in her conversation, but 
one who in return was capable of instructing, and was 
overjoyed to amuse her. I loved her; but when I loved 
her, I ceased to be a libertine. At first I thought that 
nothing in the world could have tempted me to have 
allowed her for an instant to imagine that I dared to look 
upon her in any other light than as a friend; but the 
negligence, the coldness of Trevor, the overpowering 
mastery of my own passions, drove me one dajr past 
the line, and I wrote that which I dared not utter. 
It never entered into my mind for an instant to insult 
such a woman with the conunonplace sophistry of a 
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ribald. No ! I loved her with all my spirit's strength. 
I wonld have sacrified all my views in life, my ambitpn, 
luy family, my fortune, my country, to have gained 
her; and I told her this in terms of respectful adoration. 
I worshipped the divinity, even while 1 attempted to 
profane the altar. When I had sent this letter, 1 was 
in despair. Conviction of the insanity of my conduct 
hashed across my mind. 1 expected never to see her 
again. Tiien came an answer; I opened it with the 
greatest agitation; to my surprise, an appointment. 
Why trouble you with a detail of my feelings, my mad 
hope, my dark despair I The moment for the inter- 
view arrived. I was received neither with affection 
nor anger. In sorrow she spoke. I listened in despair. 
I was more madly in love with her than ever. That 
very love made me give her such evidences of a contrite 
spirit, that I was pardoned. I rose wdlh a resolution to 
be virtuous, with a determination to be her friend; 
then I made the fatal promise which you know of, to 
be doubly the friend of a man whose friend I already 
was; it was then that I pledged myself to Lady Made- 
leine to be the guardian spirit of her cousin.' Here 
the Baron, overpowered by his emotions, leant back in 
his chair and ceased to speak. In a few minutes he 
resumed. 

'I did my duty; by aU that's sacred, I did my 
duty 1 Night and day I was with young Fane. A 
hundred times he was on the brink of ruin — a hxmdred 
times I saved Iiim. One day — one never-to-be-for- 

f otten day — one most dark and damnable day, 
called on him, and found him on the point of joining 
a coterie of desperate character. I remonstrated with 
him; I entreated; I supplicated him not to go, in 
vain. At last he agreed to forgo his engagement, on 
condition that I dined with him. There were important 
iisasons tliat day for my not staying with him; yet 
every consideration vanished when 1 thought of her 
/or whom I was exerting' myself. He was frantic this 
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day; and, imagining that there was no chance of his 
leaving his home, I did not refuse to drink freely, to 
driiik deeply ! My doing so was the only way to keep 
him at home. As we were passing down Pali Mall, we 
met two foreigners of distinction, and a noble of your 
country; they were men of whom we both knew little. 
I had myself introduced Fane to the foreigners a few 
days before, being aware that tliey were men of high 
rank. After some conversation, they asked us to join 
them at supper, at the house of their English friend. 
I dechned; but nothing could induce Fane to refuse 
them; and I finally accompanied him. Play was 
introduced after supper; I make an ineffectual struggle 
to get Fane home; but I was too full of wine to be 
energetic. After losing a small sum, I got up from the 
table, and staggering to a sofa, fell fast asleep. Even 
as I passed Fane’s chair in this condition my master- 
thought was evident, and 1 pulled him by the shoulder; 
all was useless; I woke to madness ! ’ It was terrible 
to witness the anguish of Von Konigstein. 

* Could you not clear yourself ? ’ asked Vivian, for 
he felt it necessary to speak. 

‘Clear myself! Ever^dhing told against me. The 
villains were my friends, not the .sufferer's; I was not 
injured; my dining with him was part of the conspiracy; 
he was intoxicated previous to his ruin. Conscious of 
my innocence, quite desperate, but confiding in my 
character, I accused the guilty trio; they recriminated, 
and answered; and without clearing themselves, 
convinced the public that I was their dissatisfied and 
disappointed tool. I can speak no more.' 

It is awful to witness sudden death; but, oh 1 how 
much more awful it is to witness in a moment the moral 
fall of a fellow creature ! How tremendous is the 
quick succession of mastering passions ! The firm, 
the terrifically finn, the madly resolute denial of guilt; 
that eagerness of protestation, which is a sure sign 
of crime ; then the agonising suspense *before the 
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threatened proof is produced, the hell of detectton; 
the audible anguish of sorrow, the curses of remorse, 
the silence of despair ! Few of us, unfortunately, have 
passed through life without having beheld some 
instance of this instantaneous degradation of human 
nature. But, oh ! how terrible is it when the confessed 
criminal has been but a moment before our friend ! 
What a contrast to the laugh of joyous companionship 
is the quivering fear of an agonised frame ! how terrible 
to be prayed to by those wJiose wishes a moment before 
we lived only to anticipate ! 

Won Konigstein,* said Vivian, after a long silence; 
‘I feel for you. Had I known tliis 1 would have spared 
both you and myself this night of misery. I would 
have prevented you from looking back to this day with 
remorse. You have suffered for that of which you were 
not guilty; you shall not suffer now for what has 
passed. Much would I give to see you freed from that 
wretched knave, whose vile career 1 was very nearly 
tempted this evening to have terminated for ever. 
I shall make the communication you desire, and I will 
endeavour that it shall be credited. As to the trans* 
actions of this evening, the knowledge of them can 
never transpire to the world. It is the interest of De 
Boeffleurs to be silent : if he speak, no one will credit 
the tale of such a creature, who, if he speak truth, 
must proclaim his own infamy. And now for the 
immediate calls upon your honour : in what sum are 
you indebted to Prince Salvinski and his friend ?' 

Thousands ! Two — tliree thousand !' 

T shall then have an opportunity of ridding myself 
of that, the acquisition of which, to me, has been 
matter of great sorrow. Your honour is saved — I will 
discharge the claims of Salvinski and his friend/ 

‘Impossible I I cannot allow ' 

‘Stop, in this business I must command. Surely 
there can be no feelings of delicacy between us two 
, now*, If 1 gave you the treasures of the Indies you 
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would not be under so great an obligation to me as you 
are already— I say this with pain. I recommend you 
to leave Ems to-morrow. Public business will easily 
account for your sudden departure. And now, your 
character is yet safe; you are yet in the prime of life; 
you have vindicated yourself from that which has 
preyed upon your mind for years. Cease to accuse 
your fate !’ Vivian was about to leave the room, 
when the Baron started from his seat and seized his 
hand; he would have spoken, but the words died upon 
his lips; and before he could recover himself, Vivian 
had retired. 
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CHAPTER XIV 

The sudden departure of Baron von Kongistein from 
the Baths excited great surprise and sorrow. All 
wondered at the cause, and all regretted the effect. 
The Grand-Duke missed his good stories, the Rouge- 
et-Noir table his constant presence; and Monsieur le 
Restaurateur gave up, in consequence, an embryo 
idea of a fete and fireworks for his own benefit; which 
agreeable plan he had trusted that, with His 
Excellency’s generous co-operation as patron, he 
should have had no difficulty in carrying into execu- 
tion. But no one was more surprised, and more 
regretted the absence of His Excellency, than his 
friend Mr Fitzloom. What could be the reason ? 
Public business, of course. Indeed, he had learnt 
as much, confidentially, from Cracowsky. He tried 
Mr Grey, but could elicit nothing satisfactory; he 
pumped ]\Ir St George, but produced only the waters 
of oblivion ; Mr St George was gifted, when it suited 
his purpose, with a most convenient want of memory. 
There must be something in the wind — perhaps a war. 
Was the independence of Greece about to be acknow- 
ledged, or the dependence of Spain about to be 
terminated ? What first-rate power had marched a 
million of soldiers into the land of a weak neighbour, 
on the mere pretence of exercising the military ? 
What patriots had had the proud satisfaction of 
establishing a constitutional government without 
bloodshed — to be set aside in the course of the next 
month in the same manner ? Had a conspiracy for 
establishing a republic in Russia been frustrated by 
the timel}^ information of the intended first Consuls ? 
W^|i the* Janissaries learning mathematics? or had 
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Lord Cochrane taken Constantinople in the James 
Watt St eani- packet ? One of tliese many events must 
have happened, but which ? At length Fit zl 00m 
decided on a general war. England must interfere, 
either to defeat the ambition of France, or to curb the 
rapacity of Russia, or to check the arrogance of 
Austria, or to regenerate Spain, or to redeem Greece, 
or to protect Portugal, or to shield the Brazil, or to 
uphold the Bible Societies, or to consolidate the Greek 
Church, or to monopolise the commerce of Mexico, or 
to disseminate the ])ruiciplcs of free trade, or to keep 
up her high character, or to keep up the price of corn. 
England must interfere. In spite of his conviction, 
however, Fitzloom did not alter the arrangements of 
his tour; he still intended to travel for two years. 
All he did was to send immediate orders to his broker 
in England to sell two millions of consols. The sale 
was of course effected, the exam])le followed, stocks 
fell ten per cent., the exchange turned, money became 
scarce. The public funds of all Euroj)e experienced a 
decline, smash went tlie country banks, consequent 
runs on the London, a dozen baronets failed in one 
morning, Portland Place deserted, the cause of infant 
Liberty at a ternlic discount, the Greek loan dis- 
appeared like a vapour in a storm, all the new American 
States refused to pay their dividends, manufactories 
deserted, the revenue in a decline, the country in 
despair, orders in council, meetings of Parliament, 
change of ministry, and new loan ! Such were the 
terrific consequences of a diplomatist turning blackleg ! 
The secret history of the late distress is a lesson to all 
modern statesmen. Rest assured, that in politics, 
however tremendous the effects, the causes are often 
as trifling. 

Vivian found his reception by the Trevor party, the 
morning after the memorable night, a sufficient reward 
for all lus anxiety and exertion. St George, a generous, 
open-hearted young man, full of gratitude to Vivian, 
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and regretting his previous want of cordially towards 
liim, now delighted in doing full justice to his coolness, 
courage, and ability. Lady Madeleine said a great 
deal in the most graceful and impressive manner; but 
Miss Fane scarcely spoke. Vivian, however, read in 
her eyes her approbation and her gratitude, 

'And now, how came 5/ou to discover the whole plot, 
Mr Grey?’ asked Lady Madeleine, ‘for we have not 
yet heard. Was it at the table ? ’ 

‘They would hardly have had recourse to such 
clumsy instruments, as would have given us the chance 
of detecting the conspiracy by casual observation. 
No, no, we owe our preservation and our gratitude to 
one whom we must hereafter count among our friends. 
I was prepared, as I told you, for everything; and 
though I had seen similar cards to those with wliich 
they played only a few liours before, it was with 
difficulty that I satisfied myself at the table that the 
cards we lost by were prepared; so wonderful is the 
contrivance ! ’ 

‘But who is the unknown friend ?’ said Miss Fane, 
with great eagerness. 

‘I must have the pleasure of keeping you all in 
suspense,’ said Vivian : ‘cannot any of you guess 

‘ N one — none — none ’ 

‘What say you then to Essper George ?' 

‘Is it possible ?' 

‘It is the fact that he, and he alone, is our preserver. 
Soon after my arrival at this place, this singular being 
was seized with the unaccountable fancy of becoming 
my servant. You all remember his unexpected 
appearance one day in the saloon ? In the evening of 
the same day *1 found him sleeping at the door of my 
room; and thinking it high time that he should be 
taught more discretion, I spoke to him very seriously 
the next morning respecting his troublesome and 
eccentric conduct. It was then that I learnt his wish. 
I objected, of course, to engaging a servant of whose 
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previous character I was ignorant, and of which I 
could not be informed; and one whose peculiar habits 
would render both himself and his master notorious. 
While I declined his services, I also advised him most 
Warmly to give up all idea of deserting his present 
mode of life, for which I thought him extremely well 
suited. The consequence of my lecture was, what you 
all perceived with surprise, a great change in Essper's 
character. He became serious, reserved, and retiring; 
and commenced his career as a respectable character 
by throwing off his quaint costume. In a short time, 
by dint of making a few bad bargains, he ingratiated 
himself with Ernstorff, Von Konigstein's pompous 
chasseur. His object in forming this connection was 
to gain an opportunity of becoming acquainted with 
the duties of a gentleman*s servant, and in this he has 
succeeded. About a week since, he purchased from 
Ernstorff a large quantity of cast-off apparel of the 
Baron's, and other perquisites of a great man's valet; 
among these were some playing cards which had been 
borrowed one evening in great haste from the servant 
of that rascal De Boeffleurs, and never returned. On 
accidentally examining these cards, Essper detected 
they were marked. The system on which the marks 
are formed and understood is so simple and novel, 
that it was long before I could bring myself to believe 
that his suspicions were founded even on a probability. 
At length, however, he convinced me. It is at Vienna, 
he tells me, that he has met with these cards before. 
The marks are all on the rim of the cards; and an 
experienced dealer, that is to say, a blackleg, can with 
these marks produce any results and combinations 
which may suit his purpose. Essper tells me that 
De Boeffleurs is even more skilled in sleight-of-hand 
than himself. From Ernstorff, Essper learnt on the 
day of the fete that Mr St George was to dine with the 
Chevalier at the Baron's apartments on the morrow, 
and that there was a chance that I should join them. 
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He suspected that villainy was in the wind, and when 
i retired to my room at a late hour on the night of the 
fete, I there met him, and it was then that he revealed 
to me everything which I have told you. Am I not 
right, then, in calling him our preserver ? ' 

* What can be done for him ? * said Lady Madeleine. 
'His only wish is already granted; he is my servant. 
That he will serve me diligently and faithfully I have 
no doubt. I only wish that he would accept or could 
appreciate a more worthy reward/ 

' Can man be more amply rewarded,* said Miss Fane, 
‘ than by choosing his own remuneration ? I think he 
has shown in his request his accustomed talent. I must 
go and see him this moment.* 

'Say nothing of what has passed; he is prepared 
for silence from all parties.* 

A week — a happy v^eek — passed over, and few 
minutes of the day found Vivian absent from the side 
of Violet Fane; and now he thought again of England, 
of his return to that country under very different 
circumstances to what he had ever contemplated. 
Soon, very soon, he tnisted to write to his father, to 
announce to him the revolution in his wishes, the 
consummation of his hopes. Soon, very soon, he 
trusted that he should hail his native cliffs, a reclaimed 
wanderer, with a matured mind and a contented 
spirit; his sorrows forgotten, his misanthropy laid 
aside. 
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CHAPTER XV 

It was about a week after the departure of the Baron, 
that two young Englishmen, who had been College 
friends of Mr St George, arrived at the Baths. These 
were Mr Anthony St Leger and Mr Adolphus St John. 
In the academic shades of Christchurch these three 
gentlemen had been known as ‘All Saints.' Among 
their youthful companions they bore the more martial 
style of the ‘The Three Champions/ St George, St 
John, and St Anthony. 

St John and St Anthony had just completed the 
grand tour; and alter passing the Easter at Rome, had 
returned through the Tyrol from Italy. Since then 
they had travelled over most parts of Germany; and 
now, in the beginning of July, found themselves at 
the Baths of Ems. Two years' travel had not pro- 
duced any very beneficial effect on either of these 
sainted personages. They had gained, by visiting the 
capitals of all Europe, only a due acquaintance with 
the follies of each; and the only difference that could 
be observed in their conduct on their return was, that 
their affectation was rather more fantastical, and 
therefore more amusing. 

‘ Corpo di Bacco, my champion ! who ever thought 
of meeting thee, thou holy saint I By the eyebrow of 
Venus, my spirit rejoiceth ! ' exclaimed St Anthony, 
whose peculiar affectation was an adoption in English 
of the Italian oaths. 

‘This is the sweetest spot, St Anthony, that we have 
found since we left Paradiso; that is, St George, in the 
vulgar, since we quitted Italia. ‘ ‘ Italia ! O Italia ! ' ' 
— I forget the rest; probably you remember it. 
Certainly a most sweet spot this; quite a Gaspar ! ' 

Art was the peculiar affectation of St John; he was. 



VIVIAN GREY 


346 

indeed, quite a patron of the Belle Arti — ^had scattered 
his orders through the studios of most of the celebrated 
sculptors of Itcdy, and spoke on all subjects and all 
things, only with a view to their capability of forming 
matenal for the painter. According to the school of 
which Mr St John was a disciple, the only use of the 
human passions is tliat tliey produce situations for the 
historical painter; and nature, according to these 
votaries of the ri is only to be valued as 

affording hints for the more perfect conceptions of 
a Claude or a Salvator. 

‘By the girdle of Venus, a devilish fine woman!' 
exclaimed St Anthony. 

‘A splendid bit !' ejaculated St John; ‘touched in 
with freedom — a grand tournure — great gout in the 
swell of the neck. What a study for Retsch I ' 

‘ In the name of the Graces, who is it, mio Santo ? ' 

‘Aye I name la bellissima Signora.' 

‘The “fine bit," St John, is my sister.' 

‘ The devil ! ' 

* Diavolo ! ' 

‘ Will you introduce us, most holy man ? ' 

This request from both, simultaneously arranging 
their mustachios. 

The two Saints were, accordingly, in due time, 
introduced; but finding the attention of Miss Fane 
always engrossed, and receiving some not very en- 
couraging responses from Lady Madeleine, they voted 
her ladyship cursedly satirical; and passing a general 
censure on the annoying coldness of English women, 
they were in four-and-twenty hours attached to the 
suite of the Miss Fitzlooms, to whom they were intro- 
duced by St George, as his particular friends, and were 
received with the most flattering consideration. 

‘By the aspect of Diana I fine girls,' swore St 
Anthony. 

'Truly most gorgeous colouring! quite Venetian! 
Aurdia is a perfect Giorgione ! ' said St John. 
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'Madeleine/ said St George, one morning, to his 
sister, ‘have you any objection to make up a party 
with the Fitzlooms to pass a day at Nassau ? You 
know we have often talked of it; and as Violet is so 
well now, and the weather so delightful, there surely 
can be no objection. The Fitzlooms are very agreeable 
people; and though you do not admire the Santi, 
still, upon my word, when you know them a little more, 
you will find them very pleasant fellows, and they are 
extremely good-natured; and just the fellows for such 
a party. Do not refuse me. I have set my mind upon 
your joining the party. Pray nod assent — thank you. 
Now I must go and arrange everything. Let us see — 
there are seven Fitzlooms; for we cannot count on less 
than two boys; yourself. Grey, Violet, and myself, 
four; the Santi — quite enough — a most delightful 
party. Half a dozen servants, and as many donkeys, 
will manage the provisions. Then three light carriages 
will take us all. “By the wand of Mercury !“ as St 
Anthony would vow, admirably planned !' 

'By the breath of Zephyr I a most lovely day. Miss 
Fane,’ said St Anthony, on the morning of the intended 
excursion. 

'Quite a Claude !' said St John. 

'Almost as beautiful as an Italian winter day, 
Mr St Leger ?’ asked Miss Fane. 

'Hardly I’ said St Anthony, with a serious air; for 
he imagined the question to be quite genuine. 

The carriages are at the door; into the first ascended 
Mrs Fitzloom, two daughters, and the travelling 
Saints. The second bore Lady Madeleine, Mr Fitz- 
lopm, and his two sons; the third division was formed 
of Mr St George and Aurelia Fitzloom, Miss Fane, and 
Vivian. 

Away, away, rolled the carriages; the day was 
beautiful, the sky was without a cloud, and a tnild 
freeze prevented the heat of the sun from being over- 
|K>wering. All were in high .spirits; for St George bad 
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made a capital master of the ceremonies, and had 
arranged the company in the carriages to their mutual 
satisfaction. St Anthony swore, by the soul of 
Psyche ! that Augusta Fitzloom was an angel; and 
St John was in equal raptures with Araminta, who had 
an expression about the eyes which reminded him of 
Titian's Flora. Mrs Fitzloom's natural silence did not 
disturb the uninterrupted jargon of the Santi, whose 
foppery elicited loud and continued approbation from 
the fair sisters. Tlie mother sat admiring these sprigs 
of noble trees. The young Fitzlooms, in crimson 
cravats, conversed with Lady Madeleine with a delight- 
ful military air; and their happy parent, as he gazed 
upon them with satisfied affection, internally promised 
them both a commission m a crack regiment. 

The road from Ems to Nassau winds along the banks 
of the Lahn, through two leagues of delightful scenery; 
at the end of wLicIi, springing up from the peak of a 
bold and richly- wooded mountain, the lofty tower of the 
ancient castle of Nassau meets your view. Winding 
walks round the sides of the mountain lead through all 
the varieties of sylvan scenery, and command in all 
points magnificent views of the surrounding country. 
These finally bring you to the old castle, whose 
spacious chambers, though now choked up with masses 
of gray ruin, or covered wath underwood, still bear 
witness to the might of their former lord — the powerful 
Baron whose sword gained for his posterity a throne. 

All seemed happy; none happier than Violet Fane. 
Never did she look so beautiful as to-day — ^never was 
she so animated — never had she boasted that her pulse 
beat more melodious music, or her lively blood danced 
a more healthful measure. After examining all the 
antique chambers of the castle, and discovering, as 
they flattered themselves, secret passages and dark 
dungeons, and hidden doors, they left this interesting 
relic of the middle ages; and soon, by a gradual descent 
through delightful shrubberies, they again found tlxem- 
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selves at the bottom of the valley. Here they visited 
the modern Chateau of Baron von Stein, one of the 
most enlightened and able politicians that Germany 
has ever produced. As Minister of Prussia, he com- 
menced those reforms which the illustrious Harden- 
berg perfected. For upwards of five centuries the 
family of Stein have retained their territorial pos- 
sessions in the valley of the Lahn. Their family 
castle, at present a ruin, and formerly a fief of the 
house of Nassau, is now only a picturesque object in 
the pleasure-grounds of the present lord. 

The noon had passed some hours before the delighted 
wanderers complained of fatigue, and by that time 
they found themselves in a pleasant green glade, on 
the skirts of the forest of Nassau. It was nearly 
environed by mountains, covered with hanging woods, 
which shaded the beautiful valley, and gave it the 
appearance of a sylvan amphitheatre. From a rocky 
cleft in these green mountains a torrent, dashing down 
with impetuous force, and whose fall was almost 
concealed by the cloud of spray which it excited, gave 
birth to a small and gentle river, whose banks were 
fringed with beautiful trees, which i)revented the sun's 
darts from piercing its coldness, by bowing their 
fair heads over its waters. From their extending 
branches. Nature's choristers sent forth many a lovely 
lay. 

Of God's high praise and of their loves' sweet teen. 

Near the banks of this river, the servants, under the 
active direction of Essper George, had prepared a 
banquet for the party. The cloth had been laid on a 
raised work of wood and turf; and rustic seats, of the 
same material, surrounded the picturesque table. 
It glowed with materials, and with colours to which 
Veronese alone could have done justice : pasties, and 
birds, and venison, and groups of fish, gleamy with 
prismatic hues, while, amid pyramids of fruit, rose 
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goblets of fantastic glass, worthy of the famous wines 
they were to receive. 

' Well r said Miss Fane, 'I never will be a member of 
an adventurous party like the present, of which Albert 
is not manager/ 

'I must not take the whole credit upon myself, 
Violet; St John is butler, and St Leger my vice- 
chamberlain. ' 

‘Well, I cannot praise Mr St John till I have tasted 
the malvoisie which he lias promised; but as for the 
other part of the entertainment, Mr St Leger, 1 am sure 
this is a temptation which it would be a sin, even ift 
St Anthony, to withstand.* 

the body of Bacchus, very good !* swore Mr St 

Leger. 

‘These mountains,’ said Mr St John, ‘remind me of 
one of Caspar’s cool valleys. Tlie party, indeed, give 
it a different character — quite a Watteau !’ 

‘Now, Mrs Fitzloom,’ said St George, wlio was in his 
element, ‘let me recommend a little of this pike I Lady 
Madeleine, I have sent you some lamb. Miss Fitz- 
loom, I hope St Anthony is taking care of you. Wright- 
son, plates to Mr St Leger. Holy man, and much 
beloved ! send Araminta some chicken. Grey has 
helped you, Violet ? Aurelia, this is for you. William 
Pitt Fitzloom, I leave you to j^ourself. George Canning 
Fitzloom, take care of the ladies near you. Essper 
George — ^where is Essper ? St John, who is your 
deputy in the wine department ? Wrightson ! bring 
those long green bottles out of the river, and put the 
champagne underneath the willow. Will your ladyship 
take some light claret ? Mrs Fitzloom, you must use 
your tumbler — ^nothing but tumblers allowed, by Miss * 
Fane’s particular request !' 

^St George, thou holy man !* said Miss Fane, 'me- 
thinks you are very impertinent. You shall not be my 
patron saint if you say such words/ 

For the next hour there was nothing heard save the 
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calling of servants, the rattling of knives and forks, the 
drawing of corks, and continued bursts of laughter, 
which were not occasioned by any brilliant observa- 
tions, either of the Saints, or any other persons, but 
merely the result of an exuberance of spirits on the part 
of every one present. 

'Well, Aurelia,' said Lady Madeleine, 'do you prefer 
our present mode of life to feasting in an old hall, 
covered with banners and battered shields, and sur- 
rounded by mysterious corridors and dark dungeons ? ' 
Aurelia was so flattered by the notice of Lady Madeleine 
that she made her no answer; probably because she 
was intent on a plover’s egg. 

'I think we might all retire to this valley,' said Miss 
Fane, 'and revive the feudal times with great success. 
Albert might take us to Nassau Castle, and you, Mr 
Fitzloom, might refortify the old tower of Stein. With 
two sons, however, who are about to enter the Guards, 
I am afraid we must be your vassals. Then what 
should we do ? We could not have wood parties every 
day; I suppose we should get tired of each other. No ! 
that does seem impossible; do not you all think so ?' 

Onmes, 'Impossible !' 

'We must, however, have some regular pursuit, 
some cause of constant excitement, some perpetual 
source of new emotions. New ideas, of course, we 
must give up; there would be no going to London for 
the season, for new opinions to astound country cousins 
on our return. Some pursuit must be invented; we 
all must have something to do. I have it ! Albert 
shall be a tyrant.' 

'I am very much obliged to you, Violet.' 

'Yes ! a cruel, unprincipled, vindictive, remorseless 
tyrant, with a long black beard, I cannot tell how 
l<mg, about twenty thousand times longer than Mr St 
l4^r*s mustachios.' 

^y the beard of Jove !' swore Sir Anthony, as he 
almost started from his seat, and arranged with his 
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thumb and forefinger the delicate Albanian tuft of his 
upper lip — ‘by the beard of Jove, Miss Fane, I am 
obliged to you.’ 

‘Well then,’ continued Violet, ‘Albert, being a 
tyrant. Lady Madeleine must be an unhappy, ill-used, 
persecuted woman, living on black bread and men 
water, in an unknown dungeon. My part shall be to 
discover her imprisonment. Sounds of strange music 
attract my attention to a part of the castle which I 
have not before frequented. There I shall distinctly 
hear a female voice chanting the “Bridesmaids’ 
Chorus,” with Erard’s double ]')edal accompaniment. 
By the aid of the Confessors of the two families — two 
drinking, rattling, impertinent, most cormpt, and most 
amusing friars, to wit — our sainted friends ’ 

Here both Mr St Leger and Mr St John bowed low 
to Miss Fane. 

‘A most lively personage is Miss Fane,’ whispered 
St Anthony to his neighbour. Miss Fitzloom, ‘great 
style I’ 

‘Most amusing, delightful girl — great style — ^rather 
a display to-day, I think.’ 

‘Oh, decidedly ! and devilish personal too; some 
people wouldn’t like it. 1 have no doubt she will say 
something about you next.’ 

‘Oh, I shall be very surprised, indeed, if she does! 
It may be very well to you, but Miss Fane must be 
aware ’ 

Before this pompous sentence could be finished an 
incident occurred which prevented Miss Fane from 
proceeding with her allotment of characters, and 
rendered unnecessary the threatened indignation of 
Miss Fitzloom. 

Miss Fane, as we mentioned, suddenly ceased speak- 
ing; the eyes of all were turned in the direction in 
which she was gazing — ^gazing as if she had seen a 
ghost. 

‘What are you looking up at, Violet ? ’ asked St George. 
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'Did not you see anything ? did not any of you see 
anything ?' 

'None — none !’ 

'Mr Grey, surely you must have seen it !’ 

'I saw nothing.* 

'It could not be a fancy — impossible ! I saw it 
distinctly. I cannot be in a dream. See there I 
again, on that topmost branch. It moves !* 

Some odd shrill sounds, uttered in the voice of a 
Pulcinello, attracted the notice of them all, and lo ! 
high in the air, behind a lofty chestnut- tree, the figure 
of a Pulcinello did appear, hopping and vaulting in the 
unsubstantial air. Now it sent forth another shrill, 
piercing sound, and now, with both its hands, it patted 
and complacently stroked its ample paunch; dancing 
all the time with unremitting activity, and wagging 
its queer head at the astounded guests. 

'Who, what can it be?* cried all. The Misses 
Fitzloom shrieked, and the Santi seemed quite puzzled. 

'Who, what can it be ?* 

Ere time could be given for any one to hazard a 
conjecture, the figure had advanced from behind the 
trees, and had spanned in an instant the festal board, 
with two enormous stilts, on which they now perceived 
it was mounted. The Misses Fitzloom shrieked again. 
The figure imitated their cries in his queer voice, and 
gradu^y raising one enormous stilt up into the air, 
stood only on one support, which was planted behind 
the lovdy Araminta. 

'O inimitable Essper George !* exclaimed Violet 
Fane. 

Here Signor Punch commenced a song, which he 
executed in the tone peculiar to his character, and in a 
style which drew applauses from all; and then, with a 
hop, step, and a jump, he was again behind the chest- 
nut-tree. In a moment he advanced without his stilts 
towards the table. Here, on the turf, he again com- 
menced his antics; kicking his nose with his right foot, 
V.G. 1C 
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and his hump with his left one; executing splendid 
somersets, and cutting every species of caper, and 
never ceasing for a moment from performing all his 
movements to the inspiring music of his own melodious 
voice. At last, jumping up very high in the air, he 
fell as if all his joints were loosened, and the Misses 
Fitzloom, imagining that his bones weie really broken, 
shrieked again. But now Essper began the wonderful 
performance of a dead body possessed by a devil, 
and in a minute his shattered corpse, apparently with- 
out the assistance of any of its members, began to 
jump and move about the ground with miraculous 
rapidity. At length it disappeared behind the chest- 
nut-tree. 

'I really think/ said Mr St George, 'it is the most 
agreeable day I ever passed in all my life.' 

'Decidedly!' said St Anthony. ‘St John, you 
remember our party to Paestum with Lady Calabria 
M'Crater and. the Marquess of Agrigentum. It was 
nothing to this I Nothing I Do you know, I thought 
that rather dull.' 

‘Yes, too elaborate; too highly finished; nothing 
of the pittore iviprovisatore. A party of this kind 
should be more sketchy in its style; the outline more 
free, and less detail.' 

‘Essper is coming out to-day,' said Vivian to Miss 
Fane, ‘after a long, and, I venture to say, painful for- 
bearance. However, I hope you will excuse him. It 
seems to amuse us.' 

‘I think it is delightful. See I here he comes again.' 

He now appeared in his original costume; the one 
in which Vivian first met him at the fair. Bowing, he 
threw his hand carelessly over his mandolin, and having 
tried the melody of its strings, sang with great taste, 
and a sweet voice— sweeter from its contrast with its 
previous shrill tones — a very pretty romance. Afl 
applauded him very warmly, and no one more so than 
Miss Fane. 
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‘Ah ! inimitable Essper George, how can we suffi- 
ciently thank you ! How well he plays ! and his voice 
is quite beautiful. Oh ! could not we dance ? Would 
not it be delightful ? And he could play on his guitar. 
Think of the delicious turf !’ 

Omnes — ‘Delightful ! delightful !' They rose from 
the table. 

‘Violet, my dear,’ asked Lady Madeleine, ‘what are 
you going to do ? ’ 

‘By the toe of Terpsicliore ! as Mr St Leger would 
say, I am going to dance.’ 

‘But remembei , to-day you have done so much ! 
let us be moderate; though you feel so much better, 
still think what a cliange to-day has been from your 
usual habits ! ’ 

‘But, dearest Lady Madeleine, think of dancing on the 
turf, and I feel so well I’ 

‘By the Graces 1 1 am for the waltz,’ said St Anthony. 

‘It has certainly a very free touch to recommend it/ 
said St John. 

‘No, no,’ said Violet; ‘let us all join in a country 
dance.’ But the Misses Fitzloom preferred a quadrille. 

The quadrille was soon formed : Violet made up for 
not dancing \^dth Vivian at the Grand-Duke’s. She 
was most animated, and kept up a successful rivalry 
with Mr St Leger, who evidently prided liimself, as 
Mr Fitzloom observed, ‘on his light fantastic toe.’ 
Now be pirouetted like Paul, and now he attitudinised 
like Albert ; and now Miss Fane eclipsed all his exer- 
tions by her inimitable imitations of Ronz Vestris’s 
rushing and arrowy manner. St Anthony, in despair, 
but quite delighted, revealed a secret wliich had been 
taught him by a Spanish dancer at Milan; but then 
Miss Fane vanquished him for ever vith the pas de 
Zephyr of the exquisite Fanny Bias. 

The day was fast declining when the carriages 
arrived; the young people were in no humour to 
return; and as, when they had once entered the car- 
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riage, the day seemed finished for'evet, they proposed 
walking part of the way home. Lady Madelane made 
little objection to Violet joining the party, as after 
the exertion that Miss Fane had bfeen making, a drive 
in an open carriage might be dangerous, and yet the 
walk was too long, but all agreed that it would be 
impossible to shorten it ; and, as Violet declared that 
she was not in the least fatigued, the lesser evil was 
therefore chosen. The carriages rolled off; at about 
half way from Ems, the two empty ones were to wait 
for the walking party. Lady Madeleine smiled with 
fond affection, as she waved her hand to Violet the 
moment before she was out of sight. 

* And now,' said St George, 'good people all, instead 
of returning by the same road, it strikes me, that there 
must be a way through this little wood; you see there 
is an excellent path. Before the sun is set, we shall 
have got through it, and it will bring us out, I have 
no doubt, by the old cottage which you observed. Grey, 
when we came along. I saw a gate and path there; 
just where we first got sight of Nassau Castle; there 
can be no doubt about it. You see it is a regular 
right angle, and besides varying the walk, we shall 
at least gain a quarter of an hour, which, after all, 
as we have to walk nearly three miles, is an object. It 
is quite clear; if I have a head for anything, it is for 
finding my way.’ 

'I think you have a head for everything,' sjud 
Aurelia Fitzloom, in a soft sentimental whisper; ‘I 
am sure w^e owe all our happiness to-day to you I' 

' If I have a head for everything, I have a heart 
only for one person I ' 

As every one wished to be convinced, no one offered 
any argument in opposition to Mr St George's view of 
the case; and some were already in the wood. 

'Albert,* said Miss Fane, T do not like walking in 
the wood so late; pray come back.' 

Oh* nonsense, Violet I come. If you do not like to 
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come, you can walk by the road; you will meet us 
round by the gate, it is only five minutes' walk.* Ere 
he had finished speaking, the rest were in the wood, and 
some had advanced. Vivian strongly recommended 
Violet not to join them; he was sure that Lady Made- 
leine would not approve of it; he was sure that it was 
very dangerous — extremely; and, by the bye, while he 
was talking, which way had they gone ? he did not see 
them. He halloed; all answered, and a thousand 
echoes besides. ‘We certainly had better go by the 
road, we shall lose our way if we try to follow them; 
nothing is so puzzling as walking in woods, we had 
much better keep to the road.* So by the road 
th^ went. 

The sun had already sunk behind the mountains, 
whose undulating forms were thrown into dark shadow 
against the crimson sky. The thin crescent of the 
the new moon floated over the eastern hills, whose 
deep woods glowed with the rosy glories of twilight. 
Over the peak of a purple mountain glittered the soli- 
tary star of evening. As the sun dropped, universal 
silence seemed to pervade the whole face of nature. 
The voice of the birds was stilled : the breeze, which 
had refreshed them during the day, died away, as if 
its office were now completed, and none of the dark 
sounds and sights of hideous Night yet dared to 
triumph over the death of Day. Unseen were the 
circling wings of the fell bat; unheard the screech of 
the waking owl; silent the drowsy hum of the shade- 
bom beetle! What heart has not acknowledged 
the influence of this hour — ^the sweet and soothing 
hour of twilight I the hour of love, the hour of adora- 
tion, the hour of rest ! when we think of those we love, 
only to regret that we have not loved more dearly; 
when we remember our enemies only to forgive them ! 

And Vivian and his beautiful companion owned the 
magic of this hour, as all must do, by silence. No word 
Was spoken, yet is silence sometimes a language. They 
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gazed, and gazed again, and their full spirits held due 
communion with the starlit sky, and the mountains 
and the woods and the soft shadows of the increas- 
ing moon. Oh ! who can describe what the over- 
charged spirit feels at this sacred hour, when we 
almost lose the consciousness of existence, and our 
souls seem to struggle to pierce futurity ! In the forest 
of the mysterious Odenwald, in the sohtudes of the 
Bergstrasse, had Vivian at this hour often found 
consolation for a bruised spirit — often in adoring nature 
had forgotten man. But now, when he had never felt 
nature's influence more powerful, when he had never 
forgotten man and man's world more thoroughly ; 
when he was experiencing eniotions which, though 
undefinable, he felt to be new; he started when he 
remembered that all this was in the presence of a 
human being 1 Was it Hesperus he gazed upon, or 
something else that glanced brighter than an Evening 
star ? Even as he thought that his gaze was fixed 
on the countenance of nature, he found that his eyes 
rested on the face of nature's loveliest daughter ! 

‘ Violet ! dearest Violet ! ' 

As in some delicious dream the sleeper is awakened 
from his bliss by the sound of his own rapturous voice, 
so was Vivian roused by these words from his reverie, 
and called back to the world which he had forgotten. 
But ere a moment had passed, he was pouring forth 
in a rapid voice, and incoherent manner, such words 
as men speak only once. He spoke of his early follies, 
his misfortunes, his misery; of his matured views, his 
settled principles, his plans, his prospects, his hopes, 
his happiness, his bliss : and when he had ceased, he 
listened, in his turn, to some small still words, which 
made him the happiest of hmnan beings. He bent 
down; he kissed the soft silken cheek which now he 
could call his own. Her hand was in his; her head 
sank upon his breast. Suddenly she clung to him 
with-a strong grasp. * Violet ! my own, my dearest; 
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jrou are overcome. I have been rash, I have been 
imprudent. Speak, speak, my beloved ! say you are 
not ill!' 

She spoke not, but clung to him with a fearful 
strength — ^her head still upon his breast — her full 
eyes closed. Alarmed, he raised her off the ground, 
and bore her to the river side. Water might revive 
her. But when he tried to lay her for a moment on 
the bank, she clung to him gasping, as a sinking person 
clings to a stout swimmer. He leant over her; he 
did not attempt to disengage his arms; and, by degrees, 
by very slow degrees, her grasp loosened. At last 
her arms gave way and fell by her side, and her eyes 
partly opened. 

'Thank God! Violet, my own, my beloved, say 
you are better ! ' 

She answered not — evidently she did not know him — 
evidently she did not see him. A film was on her sight, 
and her eye was glassy. He rushed to the water side, 
and in a moment he had sprinkled her temples, now 
covered with a cold dew. Her pulse beat not — ^her 
circulation seemed suspended. He rubbed the palms 
of her hands — he covered her delicate feet with his 
coat; and then rushing up the bank into the road, 
he shouted with frantic cries on all sides. No one 
came, no one was near. Again, with a cry of fearful 
anguish, he shouted as if a hyena were feeding on 
his vitals. No sound : no answer. The nearest 
cottage was above a mile off. He dared not leave 
her. Again he rushed down to the water side. Her 
eyes were still open — still fixed. Her mouth also 
was no longer closed. Her hand was stiff — ^her heart 
had ceased to beat. He tried with the warmth of his 
own body to revive her. He shouted — ^he wept — 
he prayeS. All, all in vain. Again he was in the 
roaa — again shouting like an insane being. There 
was a sound. Hark I — It was but the screech of an 
owl! 
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Once more at the river side— once more bending 
over her with starting eyes— once more the attentive 
ear listening for the soundless breath. No sound I 
not even a sigh ! Oh ! what would he have given for 
her shriek of anguish ! No change had occurred in 
her position, but the lower part of her face had fallen; 
and there was a general appearance which struck him 
with awe. Her body was quite cold — her limbs 
stiffened. He gazed, and gazed, and gazed. He bent 
over her with stupor rather than grief stamped on 
his features. It was very slowly that the dark thought 
came over his mind — very slowly that the horrible 
truth seized upon his soul. He gave a loud shriek, 
and fell on the lifeless body of Violet Fane. 
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CHAPTER I 

The green and bowery summer had passed away. It 
was midnight when two horsemen pulled up their 
steeds beneath a wade oak; which, with other lofty 
trees, skirted the side of a winding road in an extensive 
forest in the south of Germany. 

‘By Heavens !’ said one, who apparently was the 
master — ‘we must even lay our cloaks, I think, under 
this oak ; for the road winds again, and assuredly 
cannot lead now to our village.’ 

‘A starlit sky in autumn can scarcely be the fittest 
curtain for one so weak as you, sir; I should recom- 
mend travelling on, if we keep on our horses’ backs 
till dawn.’ 

‘But if we are travelling in a directly contrary way 
to our voiiurier, honest as we may suppose him to be, 
if he find in the morning no pa5miaster for his job, he 
may with justice make free with our baggage. And I 
shall be unusually mistaken if the road we are now 
pursuing does not lead back to the city.* 

'City, town, or village, you must sleep under no 
forest tree, sir. Let us ride on. It will be hard if 
we do not find some huntsman’s or ranger’s cottage; 
and for aught we know a neat snug village, or some 
comfortable old manor house, which has been in the 
fanuly for two centuries; and where, with God’s bles- 
sing, they may chance to have wine as old as the bricks. 
I know not how you may feel, sir, but a ten hours’ 
ride when I was only prepared for half the time, and 
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that, too, in an autumn night, makes me somewhat 
desirous of renewing my acquaintance with the Idtchen 
fire/ 

‘I could join you in a glass of hock and a slice of 
venison, I confess, my good fellow; but in a nocturnal 
ride I am no longer your match. However, if you 
tliink it best, we will prick on our steeds for another 
hour. If it be only for them, I am sure we must soon 
stop.’ 

‘Aye ! do, sir, and put your cloak well round you — 
all is for the best. You are not, I guess, a Sabbath- 
bom child ? ' 

‘That am I not — but how would that make our 
plight worse than it is ? Should we be farther off 
supper ? ' 

‘Nearer, perhaps, than you imagine; for we should 
then have a chance of sharing the spoils of the Spirit 
Hunter.* 

‘Ah ! Essper, is it so ?* 

‘Truly, yes, sir; and were either of us a Sabbath- 
born child, by holy cross ! I would not give much 
for our chance of a down bed this night.* 

Here a great homed owl flew across the road, 

‘Were I in the north,* said Essper, ‘I would sing 
an Ave Mary against the Stut Ozel.* 

‘What call you that ?* asked Vivian. 

‘*Tis the great bird, sir; the great homed owl, that 
always flies before the Wild Hunter. And tmly, sir, 
I have passed through many forests in my time, but 
never yet saw I one where I should sooner expect to 
hear a midnight bugle. If you will allow me, sir, I 
will ride by your side. Thank God, at least, it is not 
the Walpurgis night !’ 

‘I wish to Heaven it were!* said Vivian, ‘and that 
we were on the Brocken. It must be highly amusing 

‘Hush ! hush ! it is lucky we are not in the Hait«7^ 
but we know not where we are, nor who at this moment 
may be behind us.* 
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And here Essper began pouring forih a liturgy of 
his own, half Catholic, and half Calvinistic, quite in 
character with the creed of the country through which 
they were travelling. 

*My horse has stumbled,' continued Essper, 'and 
yours, sir, is he not shying ? There is a confounded 
cloud over the moon — but I have no sight in the dark 
if that mass before you be not a devil 's-s tone. The 
Lord have mercy upon our sinful souls!’ 

'Peace I Essper/ said Vivian, who was surprised 
to find him really alarmed; 'I see nothing but a 
block of granite, no uncommon sight in a German 
forest.’ 

Tt is a devil-stone, I tell you, sir — there has been 
some church here, which he has knocked down in the 
night. Look ! is it the moss-people that I see I As 
sure as I am a hungry sinner, the Wild One is out 
hunting to-night.' 

'More luck for us, if we meet him. His dogs, as 
you say, may gain us a supper. I think our wisest 
course will be to join the cry.' 

‘Hush 1 hush 1 you would not talk so if you knew 
what your share of the spoils might be. Aye 1 if you 
did sir, your cheek would be paler, and your very 
teeth womd chatter. I knew one man who was travel- 
ling in the forest, just as we are now, it was about 
this time, and he believed in the Wild Huntsman about 
as much as you — that is, he liked to talk of the Spirit, 
merely to have the opportunity of denying that he 
believed in him; wliich showed, as I used to say, that 
his mind was often thinking of it. He was a merry 
knave, and as firm a hand for a boar-spear as ever I 
met with, and I have met many. We used to call 
him, before the accident. Left-handed Hans, but they 
call him now, sir, the Child-Hunter, Oh, it is a very 
awful tale, and I would sooner tell it in blazing hall than 
in free forest. You did not hear any sound to the left, 
did you?’ 
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‘Nothing but the wind, Essper; on with your tale, 
my man.* 

‘It is a very awful tale, sir, but I will make short 
work of it. You see, sir, it was a night just like this; 
the moon was gener^ly hid, but the stars prevented 
it from ever being pitch dark. And so, sir, he was 
travelling alone; he had been up to the castle of the 
baron, his master — you see, sir, he was head-ranger 
to his lordship — and he always returned home through 
the forest. What he was thinking of, I cannot say, 
but most likely of no good; when all on a sudden he 
heard the baying of hounds in the distance. Now 
directly he heard it — 1 have heard liim tell the story 
a thousand times — directly he heard it, it struck him 
that it must be the Spirit Huntsman; and though 
there were many ways to account for the hounds, 
still he never for a moment doubted that they were 
the hell-dogs. The sounds came nearer and nearer. 
Now 1 tell you this, because if ever — which the 
Holy Virgin forbid ! — if ever you meet the Wild 
Huntsman, you will know how to act : conduct your- 
self always with propriety, make no noise, but behave 
like a gentleman, and don't put the dogs off the scent; 
stand aside, and let him pass. Don*t talk, he has no 
time to lose, for if he hunt after daybreak, a night's 
sport is forfeited for every star left in the morning 
sky. So, sir, you see nothing puts him in a greater 
passion than to lose his time in answering impertinent 
questions. Well, sir. Left-handed Hans stood by 
the road-side. The baying of the dogs was so distinct, 
that he felt that in a moment the Wild One woidd be 
up : his horse shivered like a sallow in a storm. He 
heard the tramp of the Spirit-steed : they came in 
sight. As the tall figure of the Huntsman passed?^ 
I cannot tell you what it was — it might have been> 
Lord foripve me for thinking what it might have been ! 
but a voice, behind Hans, a voice so like his oMm, that 
for a moment he fancied that he had himself 
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although he was conscious that his lips had been firmly 
dosed the whole time, a voice from the road-side, 

S st behind poor Hans, mind, said, Good sport. Sir 
untsman, 'tis an odd light to track a stag ! ” The 
poor man, sir, was all of an ague; but how much greater 
was his horror when the tall huntsman stopped ! He 
thought that he was going to be eaten up on the spot, 
at least : not at all — ‘‘ My friend ! ” said the Wild 
One. in the kindest voice imaginable; “ my friend, 
would you like to give your horse a breathing with 
us ? ** Poor Hans was so alarmed that it never 
entered into his head for a single moment to refuse 
the invitation, and instantly he was galloping by the 
side of the Wild Himtsman. Away they flew ! away ! 
away ! away ! over bog, and over mere; over ditch, 
and over hedge; away ! away ! away ! and the 
Ranger’s horse never failed, but kept by the side of 
the wild Spirit without the least distress ; and yet 
it is very singular that Hans was about to sell this 
very beast only a day before, for a matter of five crowns 
— ^you see, he only kept it just to pick his way at night 
from the castle to his own cottage. Well ! it is very 
odd, but Hans soon lost all fear, for the sport was 
so fine, and he had such a keen relish for the work, 
that, far from being alaurmed, he thought himself one 
of the luckiest knaves alive. But the oddest thing all 
this time was, that Hans never caught sight for one 
moment of either buck or boar, although he saw by 
the dogs' noses that there was something keen in the 
wind, and although he felt that if the hunted beast 
were like any that he had himself ever followed before, 
k must have been run down with such dogs, quicker 
a priest could say a pater-noster. At last, for 
Ife had grown quite bold, says Hans to the Wild 
HoBtsman, The beasts run quick o’ nights, sir, I 
tfahik; it has been a long time, I ween, ere I scampered 
far, and saw so little 1” Do you know that the old 
gentleman was not the least aSronted, but said, in 
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the pleasantest voice imaginable, A true huntsman 
should be patient, Hans; you will see the game quick 
enough; look forward, man ! what see you ? and 
sure enough, your Highness, he did look forward. It 
was near the skirts of the forest, there was a green 
glade before them, and very few trees, and therefore 
he could see far ahead. The moon was shining very 
bright, and sure enough, what did he see ? Running 
as fleet over the turf as a rabbit, was a child. The 
little figure was quite black in the moonlight, and Hans 
could not catch its face : in a moment the hell-dogs 
were on it. Hans quivered like a windy reed, and the 
Wild One laughed till the very woods echoed. “ How 
like you hunting mossmen ? ” asked the Spirit. Now 
when Hans found it was only a mossman, he took 
heart again, and said in a shaking voice, that It is 
rare good sport in good company”; and then the 
Spirit jumped off his horse, and said, “ Now Hans, you 
must watch me well, for I am little used to bag game.*^ 
He said this with a proudish air, as much as to hint, 
that had not he expected Hans, he would not have 
rode out this evening without his groom. So the Wild 
One jumped on his horse again, and put the bag before 
him. It was nearly morning when Hans found him- 
self at the door of his own cottage; and bowing very 
respectfully to the Spirit Hunter, he thanked him for 
the sport, and begged his share of the night's spoil. 
This was all in joke, but Hans had heard that " talk 
to the devil, and fear the last word ”; and so he deter- 
mined now that they were about to part, not to ^pear 
to tremble, but to carry it off with a jest. “ T^y, 
Hans/' said the Huntsman, thou art a bold lad, 
and to encourage thee to speak to wild huntsmen again, 
I have a mind to give thee for thy pains the whole 
spoil. Take the bag, knave, a mossman is good eating; 
had I time I would give thee a receipt for sauce/^ 
and so saying,the Spirit rode off, laughing veryheartily. 
Well, sir, Hans wais so anxious to examine the contents 
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of the bag, and see what kind of thing a mossman 
really was, for he had only caught a glimpse of him 
in the chase, that instead of going to bed immediately, 
and saying his prayers, as he should have done, he 
lighted a lamp and undid the string; and what tWk 
you he took out of the bag ? As sure as I am a born 
sinner — his own child ?’ 

*Tis a wonderful tale,* said Vivian; *and did the 
unfortunate man tell you this himself ? * 

‘Often and often. I knew Left-handed Hans well. 
He was ranger, as I said, to a great lord; and was 
quite a favourite, you see. For some reason or other 
he got out of favour. Some said that the Baron had 
found him out a- poaching; and that he used to ride 
his master’s horses a-night. Whether this be* true 
or not who can say ? But, howsoever, Hans went 
to ruin ; and instead of being a flourishing active lad, 
he was turned out, and went a-begging all through 
Saxony; and he always told this story as the real 
liistory of his misfortunes. Some say he is not as 
strong in his head as he used to be. However, why 
should we say it is not a true tale ? What is that ?’ 
almost shrieked Essper. 

Vivian listened, and heard distinctly the distant 
baying of hounds, 

‘Tis he 1’ said Essper; ‘now don’t speak, sir, don't 
speak ! and if the devil make me join him, as may be 
the case, for I am but a cock-brained thing, particularly 
at midnight, don’t be running after me from any 
foolish feeling, but take care of yourself, and don’t b!e 
chattering. To think you should come to this, my 
precious young master!’ 

‘Cease your blubbering I Do you think that I 
am to be frightened by the idiot tales of a parcel of 
old women, and the lies of a gang of detected poachers ? 
Cbme, sir, ride on. We are, most probably, near some 
huuitsman's cottage. That distant baying is the 
sweetest music I have beard a long while.' 
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‘Don't be rash, sir — don't be rash. If you were to 
give me fifty crowns now, I could not remember a 
single line of a single prayer. Ave Maria 1 it always 
is so when I most want it. Pater-noster ! and whenever 
I have need to remember a song, sure enough I am 
always thinking of a prayer. Unser vater, der du 
bist im himmel — sanctificado se el tu nombra; il tuo 
regno venga.' Here Essper George was proceeding 
with a scrap of modern Greek, when the horsemen 
suddenly came upon one of those broad green vistas 
which we often see in forests, and which are gener- 
ally cut, either for the convenience of hunting, or 
carting wood. It opened on the left side of the road; 
and at the bottom of it, though apparently at a great 
distance, a light was visible. 

‘So much for your Wild Huntsman, friend Essper ! 
I shall be much disappointed if here are not quarters 
for the night. And see ! the moon comes out — good 
omen ! ' 

After ten minutes' canter over the noiseless turf, the 
travellers found themselves before a large and many- 
windowed mansion. The building formed the farthest 
side of a quadrangle, which you entered through an 
ancient and massy gate; on each side of which was 
a small building ; of course the lodges. Essper soon 
found that the gate was closely fastened; sind though 
he knocked often and loudly, it was with no effect. 
That the inhabitants of the mansion had not yet 
retired was certain, for lights were moving in the great 
house; and one of the lodges was not only very bril- 
Uantly illuminated, but full, as Vivian was soon con- 
vinced, of clamorous, if not jovial guests. 

‘Now, by the soul of my unknown father!' said 
the enraged Essper, I wiU make these saucy porters 
learn their duty, ^^at ho ! there — ^what ho ! witlun 4 
within ! ' But the only answer he received was the 
loud reiteration of a rude and roaring chorus; whic^, 
as it was now more distinctly and audibly enunciated^ 
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evidently for the purpose of enraging the travellers— 
they detected to be something to the following effect 

Then a prayer to St Peter, a prayer to St Paul 1 
A prayer to St Jerome, a prayer to them all ! 

A prayer to each one of the saintly stock, 

But devotion alone, devotion to Hock ! 

‘A right good burden!' said Essper. The very 
words had made him recover his temper, and ten 
thousand times more desirous of gaining admittance. 
He was off his hoarse in a moment, and scrambling up 
the wall with the aid of the iron stanchions, he chim- 
bered up to the window. The sudden appearance 
of his figure startled the inmates of the lodge ; and 
one of them soon staggered to the gate. 

' What want you, ye noisy and disturbing varlets ? 
what want you, ye most unhallowed rogues, at such 
a place, and at such an hour ? If you be thieves — 
look at our bars — (here a hiccup). If you be poachers 
—our master is engaged, and ye may slay all the game 
in the forest — (another hiccup) — but if ye be good men 
and true ' 

'We are I' halloed Essper eagerly. 

' You are I ' said the porter in a tone of great surprise; 
‘then you ought to be ashamed of yourselves for dis- 
turbing holy men at their devotions I ' 

' Is this the way,' said Essper, 'to behave, ye shame- 
less rascals, to a noble and mighty Prince, who happens 
to have lost his way in your abominable forest; but 
who, though he has part^ with his suite, has still in 
his pocket a purse full of ducats ? Would ye have 
him robbed by any others but yourselves? Is this 
the way you behave to a prince of the Holy Roman 
Empire — ^a Knight of the Golden Fleece, and a most 
particular friend of your own master ? Is this the 
way to behave to his secretary, who is one of tte 
merriest fellows living; can sing a jolly song with any 
^ yoa, and so be^ei^ a bottle of (^iserdreim wiiw 
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lemon'; and brandy, that for the soul of ye, you 
wouldn't know it from the greenest Tokay? Out, 
out on ye ! you know not what you have lost ! ' 

Ere Essper had finished, more than one stout bolt 
had been drawn, and the great key had already entered 
the stouter lock. 

‘Most honourable Sirs!' hiccuped the porter; ‘in 
our Lady's name enter. I had forgot myself; for in 
these autumn nights it is necessary to anticipate the 
cold with a glass of cheering liquor; and God forgive 
me 1 if I did not mistake your most mighty Highnesses 
for a couple of forest rovers, or small poachers at least. 

Thin entertainment here, kind sir (here the last 

bolt was withdrawn) — a glass of indifferent liquor, 
and a prayer-book. I pass the time chiefly these cold 
nights with a few holy-minded friends, at our devo- 
tions. You heard us at our prayers, honourable lords I 

A prayer to St Peter, a prayer to St Paul ! 

A prayer to St Jerome, a prayer to them all!' 

Here the devout porter most reverently crossed 
himself. 

‘A prayer to each one of the saintly stock, 

But devotion alone, devotion to Hock ! ' 

added Essper George — ‘You forget the best part of 
the burden, my honest friend.' 

‘ Oh 1 ' said the porter, with an arch smile, as he 
opened the lodge door; ‘I am glad to find that yoiu: 
honourable Excellencies have a taste for hymns T 

The porter led them into a room, at a round table 
in which about half a dozen individuals were busily 
engaged in discussing the merits of various agreeable 
liquors. There was an attempt to get up a show of 
polite hospitality to Vivian as he entered; hut the 
man who offered him his chair fell to the ground m 
an unsuccessful struggle to be courteous; and another 
erne, who had filled a large glass for the guest on 1^ 
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entrance,' offered him, after a preliminary speech of 
incoherent compliments, the empty bottle by mistake. 
The porter and his friends, although they were all 
drunk, had sense enough to feel that the presence of 
a Prince of the Holy Roman Empire, a Chevalier of 
the Golden Fleece, and the particular friend of their 
master, was not exactly a fit companion for themselves, 
and was rather a check on the gay freedom of equal 
companionship; and so, although the exertion was 
not a little troublesome, the guardian of the gate 
reeled out of the room to inform his honoured lord 
of the sudden arrival of a stranger of distinction. 
Essper George immediately took his place, and ere 
the master of the lodge had returned, the noble secre- 
tary had not only given a choice toast, sung a choice 
song, and been hailed by the grateful plaudits of all 
present, but had proceeded in his attempt to fulfil 
the pledge which he had given at the gate to the very 
letter, by calling out lustily for a bottle of Geisenheim. 
lemons, brandy, and a bowl. 

'Fairly, and softly, my little son of Bacchus,' said 
the porter as he re-entered — 'fairly and softly, and 
then thou shalt want nothing; but remember I have 
to perform my duties unto the noble lord my master, 
and also to the noble Prince your master. If thou 
wilt follow me,' continued the porter, reeling as he 
bowed with the greatest consideration to Vivian; 'if 
thou wilt follow me, most high and mighty sir, my 
master will be right glad to have the honour of drinkmg 
your health, if^md as for you, my friends, fairly and 
softly say I again. We will talk of the Geisenheim 
anon. Am I to be absent from the first brewing ? 
No, no ! fairly and softly; you can drink my health 
wten I am absent in cold liquor, and say those things 
which you could not well say before my face. But 
mind, my most righteous and well-beloved, I will 
have no flattery. Flattery is the destruction of all 
good fellowship; it is like a qualmish liqueur in the 
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midst of a bottle of wine. Speak your minds, say 
any little thing that comes first, as thus : “ Well,; 
for Hunsdrich the porter, I must declare that I nevet 
heard evil word against him*’; or thus, ‘A very good 
leg has Hunsdrich the porter, and a tight-made lad 
altogether; no enemy with the girls, I warrant me”; 
or thus, ” Well, for a good-hearted, good-looking, 
stout-drinking, virtuous, honourable, handsome, 
generous, sharp-witted knave, commend me to Huns- 
drich the porter”; but not a word more, my friends, 
not a word more, no flattery. Now, sir, I beg your 
pardon.* 

The porter led the way through a cloistered walk, 
until they arrived at the door of the great mansion, 
to which they ascended by a lofty flight of steps; 
it opened into a very large octagonal hall, the sides 
of which were covered with fowling-pieces, stags* 
heads, couteaux de chasse, boar-spears, and huge 
fishing-nets. Passing through this hall, they ascended 
a noble staircase, on the first landing-place of which 
was a door, which Vivian’s conductor opened, and 
ushering him into a large and well-lighted chamber, 
withdrew. From the centre of this room descended 
a magnificently cut chandelier, which threw a graceful 
light upon a sumptuous banquet- table, at which were 
seated eight very singular-looking personages. All 
of them wore hunting dresses of various shades of 
straw-coloured cloth, with the exception of one, who 
sat on the left hand of the master of the feast, and 
the colour of whose costume was a rich crimson puiple. 
From the top to the bottom of the table extendea a 
double file of wine glasses and goblets, of all sizes and 
all colours. There you might see brilliant relics of 
that ancient ruby-glass, the vivid tints of which seem 
lost to us for ever. Next to these were marshalled 
goblets of Venetian manufacture, of a douded» creamy 
white; then came the huge hock-glass of some ancient 
Primate of Mentr, nearly a yard high; towering above 
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its companions, as the Church, its former master, 
predominated over the simple laymen of the middle 
ages. Why should we forget a set of most curious 
and antique drinking-cups of painted glass, on whose 
rare surfaces were emblazoned the Kaiser and ten 
electors of the old Empire ? 

Vivian bowed to the party, and stood in silence 
while they stared a scrutinising examination. At 
length the master of the feast spoke. He was a very 
stout man, with a prodigious paunch, which his 
tightened dress set off to great advantage. His face, 
and particularly his forehead, were of great breadth. 
His eyes were set far apart. His long ears hung down 
almost to his shoulders; yet singular as he was, not 
only in these, but in many other respects, everything 
was forgotten when your eyes lighted on his nose. 
It was the most prodigious nose that Vivian ever 
remembered not only seeing, but hearing, or even 
reading of. In fact, it was too monstrous for a dream. 
This mighty nose seemed to hang almost to its owner^s 
chest. 

‘Be seated,' said tliis personage, in no unpleasing 
voice, and he pointed to the chair opposite to him. 
Vivian took the vacated seat of the Vice-President, 
who moved himself to the right. ‘Be seated, and 
whoever you may be — welcome ! If our words be 
few, think not that our welcome is scant. We are 
not much given to speech, holding it for a principle 
that if a man’s mouth be open, it should be for the 
purpose of receiving that which cheers a man’s spirit; 
not of giving vent to idle words, which, so far as we 
have observed, produce no other effect save filling 
the world with crude and unprofitable fantasies, and 
distracting our attention when we are on the point of 
catching those flavours which alone make the world 
endurable. Therefore, briefly, but heartily, welcome I 
W^come, Sir Stranger, from us and from all-^and 
first from us, the Grand-Duke of Johannisberger/ 
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Here His Highness rose, and pulled out a large ruby 
tumbler from the file. Each of those present did the 
same, without, however, rising, and the late Vice- 
President, who sat next to Vivian, invited him to 
follow their example. 

The Grand-Duke of Johannisberger brought forward, 
from beneath the table, an ancient and exquisite 
bottle of that choice liqueur from which he took his 
exhilarating title. The cork was drawn, and the 
bottle circulated with rapidity; and in three minutes 
the ruby glasses were filled and emptied, and the 
Grand-Duke’s health quaffed by all present. 

'Again, Sir Stranger,’ continued the Grand-Duke, 
‘briefly, but heartil}^ welcome ! — welcome from us, 
and welcome from all — and first from us, and now from 
the Archduke of Hockheimer!’ 

The Archduke of Hockheimer was a thin, sinewy 
man, with long, carroty hair — eye-lashes of the same 
colour, but of a remarkable length — and mustachios, 
which, though very thin, were so long, that they met 
under his chin. Vivian could not refrain from notic- 
ing the extreme length, whiteness, and apparent 
sharpness of his teeth. The Archduke did not speak, 
iDut, leaning under the table, soon produced a bottle of 
Hockheimer. He then took from the file one of the 
Venetian glasses of clouded white. All followed his 
example — the bottle was sent round, his health was 
pledged — and the Grand-Duke of Johannisberger 
again spoke : 

‘Again, Sir Stranger, briefly, but heartily, welcome 1 
welcome from us, and welcome from all — and first 
from us, and now from the Elector of Steinberg !’ 

The Elector of Steinberg was a short, but very 
broad-backed, strong-built man. Though his head 
was large, his features were small, and appeared 
smaller from the immense quantity of coarse, 
brown hair, which grew over almost every part 
his face, and fell down upon his shoulc&rs. The 
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Elector was as silent as his predecessor, and quickly 
produced a bottle of Steinberg. The curious drinking 
cups of painted glass were immediately withdrawn 
from the file — the bottle was sent round, the Elector's 
health was pledged — and the Grand-Duke of Johannis- 
berger again spoke : 

'Again, Sir Stranger, briefly, but heartily, welcome ! 
welcome from us, and welcome from all — and first 
from us, and now from the Margrave of Rudesheimer !' 

The Margrave of Rudesheimer was a slender man 
of elegant appearence. As Vivian watched the 
glance of his speaking eye, and the half-satirical and 
half “jovial smile which played upon his features, he 
hardly expected that he would be as silent as his pre- 
decessors. But the Margrave spoke no word. He 
gave a kind of shout of savage exultation as he 
smacked his lips after dashing off his glass of Rude- 
sheimer; and scarcely noticing the salutations of 
those who drank his health, he threw himself back in 
his chair, and listened seemingly with a smile of 
derision, while the Grand-Duke of Johannisberger 
again spoke : 

'Again, Sir Stranger, briefly, but heartily, welcome ! 
welcome from us, and welcome from all — and first 
from us, and now from the Landgrave af Grafenberg.* 

The. Landgrave of Grafenberg was a rude, awkward- 
looking person, who, when he rose from his seat, stared 
like an idiot, and seemed utterly ignorant of what he 
ought to do. But his quick companion, the Margrave 
of Rudesheimer, soon thrust a bottle of Grafenberg 
into the Landgrave's hand, and with some trouble 
and bustle the Landgrave extracted the cork; and 
then helping himself, sat down, forgetting either to 
^ute, or to return the salutations of those present. 

, * Again, Sir Stranger, briefly, but heartily, welcome 1 
welcome from us, and welcome from aU — and first 
fypm us, and now from the Palsgrave of Geisenheim!* 
The Palsgrave of Geisenheim was a dwarf in 
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tacles. He drew the cork from his bottle like lightning, 
and mouthed at his companions, even while he tewed 
to them. 

‘Again, Sir Stranger, briefly, but heartily, welcome I 
welcome from us, and welcome from all — and first 
from us, and now from the Count of Markbrunnen ! ' 

The Count of Markbrunnen was a .sullen -looking 
personage, with lips protruding nearly three inches 
beyond his nose. From each side of his upper jaw 
projected a large tooth. 

‘Thanks to Heaven!’ said Vivian, as the Grand- 
Duke again spoke — ‘thanks to Heaven, here is our 
last man I ’ 

‘Again, Sir Stranger, briefly, but heartily, welcome ! 
welcome from us, and welcome from all — and first 
from us, and now from the Baron of Asmanshausen 1 ’ 

The Baron of Asmanshausen sat on the left hand 
of the Grand-Duke of Johannisberger, and was dressed, 
as we have before said, in a unique costume of crimson 
purple. The Baron stood, without his boots, about 
six feet eight. He was a sleek man, with a head not 
bigger than a child’s, and a pair of small, black, beady 
eyes, of singular brilliancy. The Baron introduced 
a bottle of the only red wine that the Rhine boasts; 
but which, for its fragrant and fruity flavour, and its 
brilliant tint, is perhaps not inferior to the sunset glow 
of Burrandy. 

‘And now,' continued the Grand-Duke, 'having 
introduced you to all present, sir, we will begin 
drinking.' 

Vivian had submitted to the introductory cere* 
monies with the good grace which becomes a man of 
the world; but the coolness of this last observation 
recalled our hero's wandering senses, and, at the same 
time, alarmed at discovering that eight bottles of 
wine had been discussed by the party, merely bs a 
preliminaiy, and emboldened by tne contents of one 
Dottle which had fallen to his own share, he had the 
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courage to confront the Grand-Duke of Johannis- 
berger in his own castle. 

‘Your wine, most noble lord, stands in no need of 
my commendation, but as I must mention it, let it not 
be said that I ever mentioned it without praise. After 
a ten hours' ride, its flavour is as grateful to the palate 
as its strength is refreshing to the heart; but though 
old Hock, in homely phrase, is styled meat and drink, 
I confess to you that, at this moment, I stand in need 
of even more solid sustenance than the juice of the 
sunny hill.' 

‘A traitor 1' shrieked all present, each with his 
right arm stretched out, glass in hand; ‘A traitor I ' 

‘No traitor,’ answered Vivian, ‘noble and right 
thirsty lords, but one of the most hungry mortals that 
ever yet famished.' 

The only answer that he received for some time was 
a loud and ill-boding murmur. The long whisker of the 
Archduke of Hockheimer curled with renewed rage; 
audible, though suppressed, was the growl of the 
hairy Elector of Steinberg; fearful the corporeal 
involutions of the tall Baron of Asmansliausen; and 
savagely sounded the wild laugh of the bright-eyed 
Margrave of Rudesheimer. 

‘Silence, my lords!' said the Grand-Duke. ‘Forget 
we that ignorance is the stranger's portion, and that 
no treason can exist among those who are not our 
sworn subjects ? Pity we rather the degeneracy of 
this bold-spoken youth; and in the plenitude of our 
mercy, let us pardon his demand ! Know ye, unknown 
knight, that you are in the presence of an august 
society, who are here met at one of their accustomed 
convocations; whereof the purport is the frequent 
quaffing of those most glorious liquors, of which the 
saoed Rhine is the great father. We profess to find 
a perfect comment^ on the Pindaric laud of the 
strongest element, in the circumstance of the banks 
of a xiver being the locality where the juice of the 
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grape is most delicious — and holding, therefore, that 
water is strongest, because, in a manner, it giveth 
birth to wine; we also hold it as a sacred element, and 
consequently most religiously refrain from refreshing 
our bodies with that sanctified and most undrinkable 
fluid. Know ye, that we are the children of the Rhine 
— ^the conservators of his flavours — prof oundin the learn- 
ing of his exquisite aroma, and deep students in the 
mj^teries of his inexplicable nare. Professing not to 
be immortal, we find in the exercise of the chase a noble 
means to preserve that health which is necessary for 
the perfoimance of the ceremonies to which we are 
pledged. At to-morrow's dawn our bugle sounds, and 
thou, stranger, may engage the wild boar at our side; 
at to-morrow's noon the castle bell will toll, and thou, 
stranger, may eat of the beast which thou hast con- 
quered : but to feed after midnight, to destroy the 
power of catching the dehcate flavour, to annihilate 
the faculty of detecting the undefinable nare, is heresy 
— most rank and damnable heresy ! — Therefore, at this 
hour soundeth no plate or platter — ^jingleth no knife 
or culinary instrument in the Palace of the Wines. 
Yet, in consideration of thy youth, and that on the 
whole thou has tasted thy liquor like a proper man, 
from wliich we augur the best expectations of the 
manner in which thou wilt drink it — ^we feel confident 
that our brothers of the goblet will permit us to grant 
thee the substantial solace of a single shoeing-hom.' 

'Let it be a Dutch herring, then' said Vivian; 'and 
as you have souls to be saved, grant me one slice of 
bread.' 

'It cannot be,' said the Grand-Duke; 'but as we 
are willing to be indulgent to bold hearts, veiilj^ we 
will wink at the profanation of a single toast ; but 
you must order an anchovy one, and give searet 
instructions to the waiting-man to forget the fish. 
It must be counted as second shoeing-hom ; and 
you will forfeit for the last a bottle of Markbmnnen.* 
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* And now, illustrious brothers,' continued the Grand- 
Duke, ‘ let us drink 1726 ! ' 

All present gave a single cheer, in which Vivian was 
obliged to join, and they honoured with a glass of the 
very year, the memory of a celebrated vintage. 

* 1748 1 ' said the Grand-Duke. 

Two cheers, and the same ceremony. 

1766, and 1779, were honoured in the same manner, 
but when the next toast was drunk, Vivian almost 
observed in the countenances of the Grand-Duke 
and his friends, the signs of incipient insanity. 

‘ 1783 ! * halloed the Grand-Duke, in a tone of the 
most triumphant exultation ; and his mighty proboscis, 
as it snuffed the air, almost caused a whirlwind round 
the room. Hockeimer gave a roar, Steinberg a growl, 
Rudesheimer a wild laugh, Markbrunnen a loud grunt, 
Grafenberg a bray, Asmanshausen's long body moved 
to and fro with wonderful agitation, and little Geisen- 
heim’s bright eyes glistened through their glasses, as 
it they were on fire. How ludicrous is the incipient 
inebriety of a man who wears spectacles ! 

Thanks to an excellent constitution, which recent 
misery, however, had somewhat shattered, Vivian bore 
up against all these attacks; and when they had got 
down to 1802, from the excellency of his digestion, 
and the inimitable skill with which he emptied many 
of the latter glasses under the table, he was, perhaps, 
m better con&ion than any one in the room. 

And now rose the idiot Grafenberg; Rudesheimer 
all the time, with a malicious smile, faintly pulling him 
down by the skirt of his coat, as if he were desirous 
of preventing an exposure which his own advice had 
brought about. He had been persuading Grafenberg 
the whole evening to make a speech. 

'My lord duke,' brayed the jackass; and then he 
stopp^ dead, and looked round the room with an 
unmeaning stare. 

'Hear, hear, hear!' was the general cry; bu** 
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Grafenberg seemed astounded at any one being desi- 
rous of hearing his voice, or for a moment seriously 
entertaining the idea that he could have anything 
to say; and so he stared again, and again, and again; 
till at last, Rudesheimer, by dint of kicking his shins 
under the table, the Margrave the whole time seeming 
perfectly motionless, at length extracted a sentence 
from the asinine Landgrave. 

‘My lord duke!” again commenced Grafenberg; 
and again he stopped. 

‘Go on I ' shouted all. 

‘My lord duke I Rudesheimer is treading on my 
toes I ' 

Here little Geisenheim gave a loud laugh of derision; 
in which all joined, except surly Markbrunnen, whose 
lips protruded an extra inch beyond their usual length, 
when he found that all were laughing at his friend. 
The Grand-Duke at last procured silence. 

‘Shame I shame 1 mighty Princes I Shame ! 
shame ! noble lords 1 Is it with this irreverent glee, 
these scurvy flouts, and indecorous mockery, that you 
would have this stranger believe that we celebrate 
the ceremony of our father Rhine ? Shame, I say — 
and silence. It is time that we should prove to him, 
that we are not merely a boisterous and unruly p9.rty 
of swilling varlets, who leave their brains in their cups. 
It is time that we should do something to prove that 
we are capable of better and worthier things. What 
ho ! my Lord of Geisenheim ! shall I speak twice to 
the guardian of the horn of the Fairy King ?* 

The little dwarf instantly jumped from his seat, 
and proceeded to the end of the room; where, after 
having bowed three times with great reverence before a 
small black cabinet made of vine wood, he opened it 
with a golden key, and then with great pomp and 
ceremony bore its contents to the Grand-Didce. That 
chieftain took from the little dwarf the horn of a 
^gantic and antediluvian elk. The cunning hand of 
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an ancient German artificer had formed this curious 
relic into a drinking-cup. It was exquisitely polished 
and cased in the interior with silver. On the outside 
the only ornaments were three richly chased silver 
rings, which were placed nearly at equal distances. 
When the Grand-Duke had carefully examined this 
most precious horn, he held it up with great reverence 
to all present, and a party of devout Catholics could 
not have paid greater homage to the elevated Host than 
did the various guests to the horn of the Fairy King. 
Even the satanic smile on Rudesheimer’s countenance 
was for a moment subdued; and all bowed. The 
Grand-Duke then delivered the miglity cup to his 
neighbour, the Archduke of Hockheimer, who held 
it with both hands until His Royal Highness had 
emptied into it, with great care, three bottles of 
Johannisberger. All rose: the Grand-Duke took the 
goblet in one hand, and with the other he dexterously 
put aside his most inconvenient and enormous nose. 
Dead silence prevailed, save the roar of the liquor as 
it rushed down the Grand-Duke's throat, and resounded 
through the chamber hke the distant dash of a water- 
fall. In three minutes the Chairman had completed 
his task, the horn had quitted his mouth, his nose had 
again resumed its usual situation, and as he handed 
the cup to the Archduke, Vivian thought that a 
materid change had taken place in his countenance 
since he had quaffed his last draft. His eyes seemed 
more apart : his ears seemed broader and longer; 
and his nose visibly lengthened. The Archduke, 
before he commenced his draught, ascertained with 
great scrupulosity that his predecessor had taken his 
fair share by draining the horn as far as the first ring; 
and then he poured off with great rapidity his own 
portion. But though, in performing the same task, 
ne WAS quicker than the master of the party, the 
draught not only apparently, but audibly, produced 
upon him a much more decided effect than it had on 
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the Grand-Duke; for when the second ring was drained, 
the Archduke gave a loud roar of exultation, and 
stood up for some time from his seat, with his hands 
resting on the table, over which he leant, as if he were 
about to spring upon his opposite neighbour. The 
cup was now handed across the table to the Baron of 
Asmanshausen. His lordship performed his task 
with ease; but as he withdrew the horn from his 
mouth, all present except Vivian, gave a loud cry 
of ‘Supernaculum !' The Baron smiled with great 
contempt, as he tossed, with a careless hand, the great 
iiorn upside downw^ards, and was unable to shed upon 
his nail even the one excusable pearl. He handed 
the refilled horn to the Elector of Steinberg, who drank 
his portion with a growl; but afterwards seemed so 
])leased with the facility of his execution tJiat, instead of 
delivering it to the next bibber, the Palsgrave of Mark- 
brunnen, he commenced some clumsy attempts at 
a dance of triumph, in which he certainly would have 
proceeded, had not the loud grunts of the surly and 
thick-lipped Markbrunnen occasioned the interference 
of the President. Supernaculum now fell to the 
Margrave of Rudesheimer, who gave a loud and long- 
continued laugh as the dwarf of Geisenheim filled 
the horn for the third time. 

While this ceremony w^as going on, a thousand plans 
had occurred to Vivian for his escape; but all, on 
second thoughts, proved impracticable. With agony 
he had observed that supernaculum was liis miserable 
lot. Could he but have foisted it on the idiot Grafen- 
berg, he might, by his owm impudence and the other^s 
stupidity, have escaped. But he could not flatter 
himself that he should be successful in bringing about 
; his end, for he observed with dismay that the malicious 
Rudesheimer had not for a moment ceased watching 
liim with a keen and exulting glance, Geisenheim 
performed his task; and ere Vivian could ask for the 
goblet, Rudesheimer, with a fell laugh, had handed 
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it to Grafenberg, The greedy ass drank his portion 
with ease, and indeed drank far beyond his limit. The 
cup was in Vivian's hand, Rudesheimer was roaring 
supernaculum louder than all — Vivian saw that the 
covetous Grafenberg had providentially rendered his 
task comparatively light; but even as it was, he trem- 
bled at the idea of drinking at a single draught, more 
than a pint of the most vigorous and powerful wine. 

‘My Lord Duke,' said Vivian, ‘you and your com- 
panions forget that I am little used to these ceremonies; 
that I am yet unitiated in the mysteries of the nare. 
I have endeavoured to prove myself no chicken- 
hearted water-drinking craven, and I have more wine 
within me at this moment than any man yet bore 
without dinner. I think, therefore, that I have some 
grounds for requesting indulgence; and I have no 
doubt that the good sense of yourself and your 
friends ' 

Ere Vivian could finish, he almost fancied that a 
well stocked menagerie had been suddenly emptied 
in t:he room. Such roaring, and such growling, and 
such hissing, could only have been exceeded on some 
grand feast day in the recesses of a Brazilian forest. 
Asmanshausen looked as fierce as a boa constrictor 
before dinner. The proboscis of the Grand-Duke 
heaved to and fro like the trunk of an enraged elephant. 
Hockheimer glared like a Bengal tiger, about to spring 
upon its prey. Steinberg growled like a Baltic bear. 
In Markbrunnen Vivian recognised the wild boar 
he had himself often hunted. Grafenberg brayed like 
a jackass; and Geisenheim chattered like an ape. 
But all was forgotten and unnoticed when Vivian 
heard the fell and frantic shouts of the laughing hygena, 
the* Margrave of Rudesheimer ! Vivian, in despair, 
dashed the horn of Oberon to his mouth. One pull, 
a gasp, another desperate draught; it was done! 
and followed by a supernaculum almost superior to 
the exulting Asmanshausen's. 
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A loud shout hailed the exploit, and when the shout 
had subsided into silence, the voice of the Grand-Duke 
of Johannisberger was again heard : 

* Noble Lords and Princes ! I congratulate you on 
the acquisition of a congenial co-mate, and the acces- 
sion to our society of one who, I now venture to say, 
will never disgrace the glorious foundation; but who, 
on the contrary, with Heaven's blessing, and the aid 
of his own good palate, will, it is hoped, add to our 
present knowledge of flavours by the detection of 
new ones, and by illustrations drawn from frequent 
study and constant observation of the mysterious 
nare. In consideration of his long journey and his 
noble achievement, I do propose that we drink but 
very lightly to-night, and meet by two hours after 
to-morrow’s dawn, under the mossman's oak. Never- 
theless, before we part, for the refreshment of our own 
good bodies, and by way of reward and act of courtesy 
unto this noble and accomplished stranger, let us 
pledge him in some foreign grape of fame, to which he 
may perhaps be more accustomed than unto the cyer- 
preferable juices of our father Rhine.' Here the Grand- 
Duke nodded to little Geisenheim, who in a moment 
was at his elbow. 

It was in vain that Vivian remonstrated, excused 
himself from joining, or assured them that their conduct 
had already been so peculiarly courteous, that any 
further attention was at present unnecessary. A 
curiously cut glass, which on a moderate calculation 
Vivian reckoned would hold at least three pints, was 
placed before each guest; and a basket, containing 
nine bottles of sparkling champagne, premiere qualitS, 
was set before His Highness. 

'We are no bigots, noble stranger,' said the Grand- 
Duke, as he took one of the bottles, and scrutinised 
the cork with a very keen eye — we are no bigots, and 
there are moments when we drink Champagne, nor 
is Burgundy forgotten, nor the soft Bordeaux, nor the 
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glowing grape of the sunny Rhone ! ’ His Highness 
held the bottle at an oblique angle with the chandelier. 
The wire is loosened — ^whirr! — ^The exploded cork 
whizzed through the air, extinguished one of the 
burners of the chandelier, and brought the cut drop 
which was suspended under it rattling down among 
the glasses on the table. The President poured the 
foaming fluid into his great goblet, and bowing to all 
around, fastened on its contents with as much eager- 
ness as Arabs hasten to a fountain. 

The same operation was performed as regularly 
and as skilfully by all, except Vivian. Eight burners 
were extinguished; eight diamond drops had fallen 
clattering on the table; eight human beings had 
finished a miraculous carouse, by each drinking off 
a bottle of sparkling champagne. It was Vivian's 
turn. All eyes were fixed on him with the most perfect 
attention. He was now, indeed, quite desperate; 
for had he been able to execute a trick which long 
practice alone could have enabled any man to perform, 
he felt conscious that it was quite out of his power to 
taste a single drop of the contents of his bottle. How- 
ever, he loosened his wire and held the bottle at an 
angle with the chandelier; but the cork flew quite 
wild, and struck with great force the mighty nose of 
Johannisberger. 

‘A forfeit !' cried all. 

‘Treason, and a forfeit!’ cried the Margrave of 
Rudesheimer. 

‘A forfeit is sufficient punishment,’ said the Presi- 
dent; who, however, still felt the smarting effect of 
the assault on his proboscis. ‘ Y ou must drink Oberon ’s 
horn full of champagne,’ he continued. 

‘Never!* said Vivian. ‘Enough of this; I have 
already conformed in a degree which may injuriously 
affect my health, with your barbarous humours; 
but there is moderation even in excess; and so, 
if you please, my lord, your servant may show 
V.G. N 
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me to my apartment, or I shall again mount my 
horse/ 

‘You shall not leave this room/ said the President, 
with great firmness. 

‘ Who shall prevent me ? ’ asked Vivian. 

‘ I will — all will r 

‘ Now, by heavens ! a more insolent and inhospi- 
table old ruffian did I never meet. By the wane you 
worship, if one of you dare touch me, you shall rue 
it all your born days; and as for you, sir, if you advance 
one step towards me, I will take that sausage of a 
nose of yours, and hurl you half round your own 
castle ! ' 

‘Treason ! ’ shouted all, and looked to the chair. 

‘Treason !’ said enraged majesty. The allusion to 
the nose had done away with all constitutional doubts 
which had been sported so moderately at the com- 
mencement of the evening. 

‘Treason !' howled the President : ‘instant punish- 
ment ! * 

‘What punishment ? ' asked Asmanshausen. 

‘Drown him in the new butt of Moselle,* recom- 
mended Rudesheimer. The suggestion was imme- 
diately adopted. Every one rose ; the little Geisen- 
heim already had hold of Vivian’s shoulder ; and 
Grafenberg, instigated by the cow^ardly but malicious 
Rudesheimer, was about to seize him by the neck. 
Vivian took the dwarf and hurled him at the chan- 
delier, in whose brazen chains the little being got 
entangled, and there remained. An unexpected 
cross-buttocker floored the incautious and unscientific 
Grafenberg; and following up these advantages, 
Vivian laid open the skull of his prime enemy, the 
retreating Margrave of Rudesheimer, with the assis- 
tance of the iiorn of Oberon; which flew from his hand 
to the other end of the room, from the force with 
which it rebounded from the cranium of the enemy. 
All the rest were now on the advance; but giving a 
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vigorous and unexpected push tothe table, t he Johannis- 
berger and Asmanshausen were thrown over, and the 
nose of tlie former got entangled with the awkward 
windings of the Fairy King’s horn. Taking advantage 
of this move, Vivian rushed to the door. He escaped, 
but had not time to secure tlie lock against the enemy, 
for the stout Elector of vSteinberg was too quick for 
him. He dashed down the stairs with extraordinary 
agility; but just as he had gained tlip large octagonal 
hall, the whole of his late boon companions, \\dth the 
exception of the dwarf of Geiscnheim, who was left 
in the chandelier, were visible in full chase. Escape 
was impossible, and so Vivian, followed by the seven 
nobles, headed by their President, described with all 
possible rapidity a circle round the hall. He gave 
himself up for lost; but luckily for him, it never 
occurred to one of his jiursuers to do anything but 
follow their leader; and as, therefore, they never 
dodged Vivian, and as also he was a much fleeter 
runner than the fat President, whose pace, of course, 
regulated the progress of his followers, the party might 
have gone on at this rate, until all of them had dropped 
from fatigue, had not the occurrence of a ludicrous 
incident p>revented tliis consummation. 

The hall door was suddenly dashed open, and Essper 
George rushed in, followed in full chase by Hunsdrich 
and the guests of the lodge, who were the servants of 
Vivian’s pursuers. Essper darted in between Rudes- 
heimer and Markbrunnen, and Hunsdrich and liis 
friends following the same tactics as their lords and 
masters, without making any attempt to surround 
and hem in the object of their pursuit, merely followed 
him in order, describing, but in a contrary direction, 
a lesser circle within the eternal round of the first 
party. It was only proper for the servants to give 
their masters the w^l. In spite of their very disagree- 
able and dangerous situation, it was with difficulty 
that Vivian refrained from laughter, as he met 
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Essper regularly every half minute at the foot of the 
great staircase,. Suddenly, as Essper passed, he took 
Vivian by the waist, and with a single jerk placed liim 
on the stairs; and then, with a dexterous dodge, he 
brought Huiisdrich the }X)rter and the Grand Duke in 
full contact. 

'I have got you at last,' said Hunsdrich, seizing 
liold of liis Grace of Johannisberger by the ears, and 
mistaking him for Ess])er. 

'I have got you at last,’ said his master, grap])Ung, 
as he supjjosed, with Vivian, Both struggled : their 
followers puslied on wUli impetuous force — the battle 
was general — tlie overthrow universal. In a moment 
all were on the ground; and if any less inebriated or 
more active individual attempted to rise, Essper 
immediately brought him dowm ^vith a boar spear. 

'Give me that large fishing-net,’ said Essper to 
Vivian, 'quick, quick.' 

Vi\’ian pulled do\\'n a large coarse net, which 
covered nearly live sides of the room. It was immedi- 
ately unfolded, and spread over tlie fallen crew. To 
fasten it down with half a dozen boar-spears, which 
they drove into the floor, was the work of a moment. 
Essper liad one ])ull at the proboscis of the Grand- 
Duke of Johannisberger before he hurried Vivian 
away; and in ten minutes they were again on their 
horses backs, and galloping througli the star-lit wood. 
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CHAPTER II 

It is the hour before the labouring bee has left his 
golden hive; not yet the blooming day buds in the 
blushing East; not yet has the victorious Lucifer 
chased from the early sky the fainting splendour of 
the stars of night. All is silent, save the light breath 
of morn waking the slumbering leaves. Even now a 
golden streak breaks over the gray mountains. Hark 
to shrill chanticleer ! As the cock crows, the owl ceases. 
Hark to shrill chanticleer’s feathered rival ! the mount- 
ing lark springs from the sullen earth, and welcomes 
with his hymn the coming day. The golden streak 
has expanded into a crimson crescent, and the rays 
of living fire flame over the rose-enamelled East. 
Man rises sooner than the sun; and already sound the 
whistle of the ploughman, the song of the mower, and 
the forge of the smith — and hark to the bugle of the 
hunter, and the baying of his deep-mouthed hound. 
The sun is up — the generating sun — and temple, and 
tower, and tree; the massy wood, and the broad field, 
and the distant hill, burst into sudden light — quickly 
upcurled is the dusky mist from the shining river — 
quickly is the cold dew drunk from the raised heads 
of the drooping flowers ! 

A canter by a somewhat clearer light than the one 
which had so unfortunately guided himself and his 
companion to the Palace of the Wines, soon carried 
them again to the skirts of the forest, and at this 
minute they are emerging on the plain from yonder 
dark wood. 

‘By heavens ! Essper, I cannot reach the town this 
morning, Was ever anything more unfortunate. A. 
curse on those drunken fools. What with no rest, and 
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no solid refreshment, and the rivers ot hock that are 
flowing within me, and the infernal exertion of running 
round that vile hall, I feel fairly exhausted, and could 
at this moment fall from my saddle. See you no 
habitation, my good fellow, where there might be 
a chance of a breakfast and a few hours' rest ? We 
are now well out of the forest — Oh ! surely there is 
smoke from behind those pines — some good wife, 
I trust, is by her chimney corner.' 

If my sense be not destroyed by the fumes of that 
mulled Geisenheim, whicli still haunts me, I could 
swear that the smoke is tlie soul of a burning weed.' 

* A truce to your jokes, good Essper, I really am very 
ill. A year ago I could have laughed at our misfor- 
tunes, but now it is very different; and, by heavens, I 
must have breakfast ! so stir — exert yourself, and, 
although I die for it, let us canter up to the smoke.' 

'No, dear master, I will ride on before. Do you 
follow gently, and if there be a pigeon in the pot in 
all Germany, 1 swear by the patron saint of every 
village for fifty miles round, provided they be not 
heretics, that you shall taste of its breast bone this 
morning.' 

The smoke did issue from a chimney, but the door of 
the cottage was shut. 

'Hallo, within!’ shouted Essper, 'who shuts the 
sun out on a September morning ? ’ 

The door was at length slowly opened, and a most 
ill-favoured and inhospitable-looking dame demanded, 
in a sullen voice, ‘What's your will ? ' 

'You pretty creature!' said Essper, who was still 
a little tipsy. 

The door would have been shut in his face had not 
he darted into the house before the woman was aware. 

'Truly a neat and pleasant dwelling I and you w’ould 
have no objection, I guess, to give a handsome 3 ^ung 
gentleman some little sop of something just to remind 
him, you know, that it isn't dinner-time.' 
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‘We give no sops here; what do you take us for ? 
and so, my handsome young gentleman, be off, or I 
shall call the good man/ 

‘Why, I am not the handsome young gentleman, 
that is my master ! who, if he were not half-starved to 
death, would fall in love with you at first sight/ 

‘ Your master — is he in the carriage ? ' 

‘Carriage! no — on horseback/ 

‘Travellers?* 

‘To be sure, dear dame; travellers true/ 
‘Travellers true, without luggage, and at this time 
of morn ! Metliinks, by your looks, queer fellow, 
that you are travellers whom it may be wise for an 
honest woman not to meet/ 

‘What 1 some people have an objection, then, to a 
forty kreiizer piece on a sunny morning ? ’ 

So saying, Essper, in a careless manner, tossed a 
broad piece in the air, and made it ring on a fellow 
coin, as he caught it in the palm of his hand when it 
descended. 

‘Is that your master?* asked the woman. 

‘ Aye, is it 1 and the prettiest piece of flesh I have 
seen this month, except yourself.* 

‘Well! if the gentleman likes bread he can sit 
down here,* said the woman, pointing to a bench, and 
throwing a sour black loaf upon the table. 

‘Now, sir!* said Essper, wiping the bench with 

S eat care, ‘lie you here and rest yourself. I have 
lown a marshal sleep upon a harder sofa. Breakfast 
will be ready immediately.' 

‘If you cannot eat what you have, you may ride 
where you can find better cheer.' 

‘ What is bread for a traveller’s breakfast ? But I dare 
say my lord will be contented — young men are so 
easily pleased when there is a pretty girl in the case — 
you know that, you wench 1 you do, 3^ou little hussy; 
you are taking advantage of it/ 

Something like a smile lit up the face of the sullen 
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woman when she said, ‘There may be an egg in the 
house, but I don’t know/ 

‘But you will soon, you dear creature! What a 
pretty foot ! ' bawled Essper after her, as she left the 
room. 'Now confound this old hag, if there be not 
meat about this house, may I keep my mouth shut 
at our next dinner. What’s that in the corner ? a 
boar’s tusk I Aye, aye 1 a huntsman’s cottage; and 
when lived a huntsman on black bread before 1 Oh I 
bless your bright eyes for these eggs, and this basin 
of new milk.’ 

So sa^dng, Essper took them out of her hand, and 
placed them before Vivian. 

‘I was saying to myself, my pretty girl, when you 
were out of the room, “Essper George, good cheer, 
say thy prayers, and never despair; come what may, 
you will fall among friends at last, and how do you 
know that your dream mayn’t come true after all ? 
Didn’t you dream that you breakfasted in the month 
of September with a genteel young woman with gold 
earrings ? and is not she standing before you now ? 
and did not she do everything in the world to make you 
comfortable ? Did not she give you milk and eggs, 
and when you complained that you and meat had been 
but slack friends of late, did not she open her own 
closet, and give you as fine a piece of hunting beef as 
was ever set before a Jagd Junker ?’” 

‘I think you will turn me into an inn-keeper’s wife 
at last,' said the dame, her stern features relaxing into 
a smile; and while she spoke she advanced to the great 
closet, Essper George following her, walking on his 
toes, lolling out his enormous tongue, and stroking 
his mock paunch. As she opened it he jumped upon 
a chair, and had examined every shelf in less time than 
a pistol could flash. ‘White bread 1 fit for a countessi 
Salt 1 worthy of Poland. Boar’s head I ! no better 
at Troyes : and hunting beef 1 1 I my dream is true I * 
and he bore in triumph to Vivian, who was nearly 
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asleep, the ample round of salt and pickled beef, 
well stuffed with all kinds of savory herbs. 

It was nearly an hour before noon ere the travellers 
had remounted. Their road again entered the 
enormous forest which they had been skirting for the 
last two days. The huntsmen were abroad; and the 
fine weather, his good meal, and seasonable rest, and 
the inspiriting sounds of the bugle, made Vivian 
feel recovered from his late fatigues. 

‘That must be a true-hearted huntsman, Essper, 
by the sound of his bugle. I never heard one played 
with more spirit. Hark ! how fine it dies away in 
the wood — fainter and fainter, yet how clear I It must 
be now half a mile distant.' 

‘I hear nothing so wonderful,' said Essper, putting 
the two middle fingers of his right hand before his 
mouth, and sounding a note so clear and beautiful, 
so exactly imitative of the call which Vivian had 
noticed and admired, that for a moment he imagined 
that the huntsman was at his elbow. 

‘Thou art a cunning knave — do it again.' This 
time Essper made the very wood echo. In a few 
minutes a horseman galloped up. He was as spruce 
a cavalier as ever pricked gay steed on the pliant grass. 
He was dressed in a green military uniform, and a 
small gilt bugle hung down his side. His spear told 
them that he was hunting the wild boar. When he 
saw Vivian and Essper he suddenly pulled up his 
horse and seemed very much astonished. 

‘I thought that His Highness had been here,' said 
the huntsman. 

‘No one has passed us, sir,' said Vivian. 

‘I could have sworn that his bugle sounded from 
this very spot,' said the huntsman. ‘My ear seldom 
deceives me.' 

‘We heard a bugle to the right, sir,' said Essper. 

‘Thanks, my friend,' and the huntsman was aljout 
to gallop off. 
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'May I ask the name of His Highness,' said Vivian. 
*We are strangers in this country/ 

'That may certainly account for your ignorance/ 
said the huntsman; 'but no one who lives in this 
land can be unacquainted with His Serene Highness 
the Prince of Little Lilliput, my illustrious master. 
I have the honour/ continued the huntsman, ‘of 
being Jagd Junker, or Gcnlilhomme de la Chasse 
to his Serene Highness.' 

"Tis an office of great dignity/ said Vivian, 'and 
one that I have no doubt you most admirably perform; 
I will not stop you, sir, to admire your horse.' 

The huntsman bowed very courteously, and galloped 
off. 

'You see, sir, said Essper George, 'that my bugle 
has deceived even the Jagd Junker, or Gentilhomme 
de la Chasse of his Serene Highness the Prince of 
Little Lilliput himself ;' so saying, Essper again 
sounded his instrument. 

'A joke may be carried too far, my good fellow,' 
said Vivian. 'A true huntsman like myself, must 
not spoil a brother’s sport. So silence your bugle.' 

Now again galloped up the Jagd Junker, or Gentil- 
homme de la Chasse of His Serene Highness the Prince 
of Little Lilliput. He pulled up his horse again, 
apparently as much astounded as ever. 

'I thought that His Highness had been here,' said 
the huntsman. 

‘No one has passed us,' said Vivian. 

‘We heard a bugle to the right/ said Essper George. 

' I am afraid His Serene Highness must be in distress. 
The whole suite are off the scent. It must have been 
his bugle, for the regulations of this forest are so 
strict, that no one dare sound a blast but His Serene 
Highness.' Away galloped the huntsman. 

'Next time I must give you up, Essper,' said 
Vivian. 

‘One more blast, good master!' begged Essper, 
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in a supplicating voice. 'This time to the left — the 
confusion will be then complete/ 

‘ I command you not/ and so they rode on in silence. 
But it was one of those days when Essper could neither 
be silent nor subdued. Greatly annoyed at not 
being permitted to play his bugle, he amused himself, 
imitating the peculiar sound ol every animal that he 
met. A young fawn and various birds already followed 
him; and even a squirrel had perched on his horse's neck. 
And now they came to a small farm-house which was 
situated in the forest. The yard here offered great 
amusement to Essper. He neighed, and half a dozen 
horses’ heads immediately appeared over the hedge; 
another neigh, and thc}^ were following him in the 
road. A dog rushed out to seize the dangerous 
stranger, and recover his charge; but Essper gave an 
amicable bark, and in a second the dog was jumping 
by his side, and engaged in earnest and friendly con- 
versation. A loud and continued grunt soon brought 
out the pigs; and meeting three or four cows returning 
home, a few lowing sounds soon seduced them from 
keeping their appointment with the dairymaid. A 
stupid jackass, who stared with astonishment at 
the procession, was saluted with a lusty bray, which 
immediately induced him to swell the ranks; and as 
Essper passed the poultry-yard, he so deceitfully 
informed its inhabitants that they were about to be 
fed, that broods of ducks and chickens were imme- 
diately after him. The careful hens were terribly 
alarmed at the danger which their offspring incurred 
from the heels and hoofs of the quadrupeds; but while 
they were in doubt and despair, a whole flock of 
stately geese issued in solemn pomp from another 
gate of the farm-yard, and commenced a cackling 
conversation with the delighted Essper. So conta- 
gious is the force of example, and so great was the 
confidence which the hens placed in these pompous 
geese, who were not the first fools whose solemn air 
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has deceived a few old females, that as soon as they 
perceived them in the train of the horseman, they also 
trotted up to pay their respects at his levee. 

But it was not a moment for mirth; for rushing 
down the road with awful strides, appeared two 
sturdy and enraged husbandmen, one armed with a 
pike, and the other with a pitchfork, and accompanied 
by a frantic female, who never for a moment ceased 
hallooing 'Murder, rape, and fire!' everything but 
‘theft.' 

‘ Now, Essper, here's a pretty scrape ! ' 

‘ Stop, you rascals ! ’ hallooed Adolph, the herdsman. 

‘Stop, you gang of thieves!' hallooed Wilhelm, 
the ploughman. 

‘ Stop, you bloody murderers 1 ' shrieked Phillipa, 
the indignant mistress of the dairy and the poultry- 
yard, 

‘ Stop, you villains 1 ' hallooed all three. The 
villains certainly made no attempt to escape, and in 
half a second the enraged household of the forest 
farmer would have seized on Essper George; but 
just at this crisis he uttered loud sounds in the respec- 
tive language of ever bird and beast about him; and 
suddenly they all turned round and counter-marched. 
Away rushed the terrified Adolph, the herdsman, 
while one of his own cows was on his back. Still 
quicker scampered off the scared Wilhelm, the plough- 
man, while one of his own steeds kicked him in his 
rear. Quicker than all these, shouting, screaming, 
shrieking, dashed back the unhappy mistress of the 
hen-roost, with all her subjects crowding about her; 
some on her elbow, some on her head, her lace cap 
destroyed, her whole dress disordered. The move- 
meaats of the crowd were so quick that they were soon 
out of sight. 

‘A trophy r called out Essper, as he jumped ofl 
his horse, and picked up the pike of Adolph, the 
herdsman. 
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'A boar-spear, or I am no huntsman,’ said Vivian — 
'give it me a moment ! ’ He threw it up into the air, 
caught it with ease, poised it with the practised skill 
of one well used to handle the weapon, and with the 
same delight imprinted on his countenance as greets 
the sight of an old friend. 

‘This forest, Essper, and this spear, make me 
remember days when I was vain enough to think 
that I had been sufficiently visited with sorrow. Ah ! 
little did I then know of human misery, although I 
imagined I had suffered so much ! ’ 

As he spoke, the sounds of a man in distress were 
heard from the right side of the road. 

‘Who calls?’ cried Essper; a shout was the only 
answer. There was no path, but the underwood was 
low, and Vivian took his horse, an old forester, across 
it with ease. Essper’s jibbed. Vivian found himself 
in a small green glade of about thirty feet square. 
It was thickly surrounded with lofty trees, save at 
the point where he had entered; and at the farthest 
comer of it, near some gray rocks, a huntsman 

was engaged in a desperate contest with a wild 

boar. 

The huntsman was on his right knee, and held his 
spear with both hands at the furious beast. It was 
an animal of extraordinary size and power. Its eyes 
glittered like fire. On the turf to its right a small 

gray mastiff, of powerful make, lay on its back, 

bleeding profusely, with its body ripped open. An- 
other dog, a fawn-coloured bitch, had seized on the 
left ear of the beast; but the under-tusk of the boar, 
which was nearly a foot long, had penetrated the 
courageous dog, and the poor creature writhed in 
agony, even while it attempted to wreak its revenge 
upon its enemy. The huntsman was nearly exhausted. 
Had it not been for the courage of the fawn-coloured 
dog, which, clinging to the boar, prevented it making 
a full dash at the man, he must have been instantly 
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gored. Vivian was off his horse in a minute, which, 
frightened at the sight of the wild boar, dashed again 
over the hedge. 

'Keep firm, sir !' said he, 'do not move. I will 
amuse him beliind, and make him turn.’ 

A graze of Vivian’s spear on its back, though it 
did not materially injure the beast, for there the boar 
is nearly invulnerable, annoyed it; and dashing off 
the fawn-coloured dog with great force, it turned on 
its new assailant. Now there are onl}/ two places in 
which the wild boar can be assailed witli any effect; 
and these are just between the eyes and between the 
shoulders. Great caution, however, is necessary in 
aiming these blows, for the boar is very adroit in trans- 
fixing the weapon on his snout or his tusks; and if 
once you miss, particularly if you are not assisted 
by dogs, which Vivian was not, ’tis all over with you; 
for the enraged animal rushes in like lightning, and 
gored you must be. 

But Vivian was frcsli and cool. The animal sud- 
denly stood still and eyed its new enemy. Vivian 
was quiet, for he had no objection to give the beast an 
opportunity of retreating to its den. But retreat was 
not its object — it suddenly darted at the huntsman, 
who, however, was not off his guard, though unable 
from a slight wound in his knee to rise. Vivian again 
annoyed the boar at the rear, and the animal soon 
returned to him. He made a feint, as if he were about 
to strike his pike between its e^^es. The boar not 
feeling a wound, which had not been inflicted, and 
very irritated, iiished at him, and he buried his spear 
a foot deep between its shoulders. The beast made one 
fearful struggle, and then fell down quite dead. The 
fawn-coloured bitch, though terribly wounded, gave 
a loud bark; and even the other dog, which Vivian 
thought had been long dead, testified its triumphant 
joy by an almost inarticulate groan. As soon as he 
was convinced that the boar was really dead, Vivian 
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hastened to the huntsman, and expressed his hope that 
he was not seriously hurt. 

‘A trifle, which our surgeon, who is used to these 
affairs, will quickly cure. Sir I we owe you our life 
said the huntsman, with great dignity, as Vivian 
assisted him in rising from the ground. He was a tall 
man, of distinguished appearance ; but his dress, 
which was the usual hunting costume of a German 
nobleman, did not indicate his quality. 

‘Sir, we owe you our life,’ repeated the stranger; 
‘five minutes more, and our son must have reigned in 
Little Lilliput.’ 

‘I have the honour, then, of addressing your Serene 
Highness. Far from being indebted to me, I feel that 
I ought to apologise for having so unceremoniously 
joined your sport.’ 

‘Nonsense, man ! We have killed in our time too 
many of these gentry to be ashamed of owning that, 
had it not been for you, one of them would at last 
have revenged the species. But many as are the boars 
that we have killed or eaten, we never saw a more 
furious or powerful animal than the present. Why, 
sir, you must be one of the best hands at the spear in 
all Christendom.’ 

‘Indifferently good, your Highness : your Highness 
forgets that the animal was already exhausted by 
your assault.’ 

‘Why, there is something in that; but it was neatly 
done, man — it was neatly done. You are fond of the 
sport, we think ? ’ 

‘I have had some practice, but illness has so 
weakened me that I have given up the forest. 

‘Pity 1 and, on a second examination, we observe 
that you are no hunter. This coat is not for the free 
forest; but how came you by the pike ?’ 

‘I am travelling to the next post town, to which I 
have sent on my luggage. I am getting fast to the 
south; and as for this pike, my servant got it this 
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morning from some peasant in a brawl, and was show- 
ing it to me wlien I heard your Highness call. I 
really think now that Providence must have sent it. I 
certainly could not have done you much service with 
my riding whip. Hallo! Essper, wheie are you ?' 

'Here, noble sir ! here, here — why what have you 
got there ? The horses have jibbed, and will not stir — 
1 can stay no longer — they may go to the devil !’ so 
saying, Vivian’s valet dashed over the underwood, 
and leaped at the foot of the Prince. 

Tn God’s name, is this thy servant ?’ asked His 
Highness. 

Tn good faith, am I,’ said Essper; 'his valet, his 
cook, and his secretary, all in one; and also his Jagd 
Junker, or Gentilhomme de la Chasse — as a puppy 
with a bugle horn told me this morning,’ 

‘A very merry knave !’ said the Prince; 'and talk- 
ing of a puppy with a bugle horn reminds us how 
unaccountably we have been deserted to-day by a 
suite that never yet were wanting. We are indeed 
astonished. Our bugle, we fear, has turned traitor.' 
So sa 5 hng, the Prince executed a blast vith great skill, 
which Vivian immediately recognised as the one which 
Essper George had imitated. 

'And now, my good friend, ‘said the Prince, 'we 
cannot hear of your passing through our land, without 
visiting our good castle. We w^ould that we could 
better testify the obligation that we feel under to you 
in any other way than by the offer of a hospitality 
which all gentlemen, by right, can command. But 
your presence would, indeed, give us sincere pleasure. 
You must not refuse us. Your looks, as well as your 
prowess, prove your blood; and we are quite sure no 
doth-merchant’s order will suffer by your not hurrying 
to your proposed point of destination. We are not 
wrong, we think — though your accent is good, in 
supposing that we are conversing with an English 
gentleman. But here they come.’ 
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As he spoke, three or four horsemen, at the head of 
wliom was the young huntsman whom the travellers 
had met in the morning, sprang into the glade. 

'Why, Arnelm ! ’ said the Prince, 'when before was the 
Jagd Junker’s ear so bad tliat he could not discover his 
master’s bugle, even though the wind were againsthim?’ 

'In truth, your Highness, we have heard bugles 
enough this morning. Who is violating the forest 
laws, we know not; but that another bugle is sounding 
and played — St Hubert forgive me for saying so — 
with as great skill as your Highness's, is certain. Myself, 
Von Neuwied, and Lintz, have been galloping over the 
whole forest. The rest, 1 doubt not, will be up directly.’ 
The Jagd Junker blew his own bugle. 

In the course of five minutes, about twenty other 
horsemen, all dressed in the same uniform, had arrived; 
all complaining of their wild chases after the Prince in 
‘every other part of the forest. 

'It must be the Wild Huntsman himself,’ swore an 
old hand. This solution of tlie mystery satisfied all. 

'Well, well r said the Prince; ‘whoever it may be, 
had it not been for the timely presence of this gentle- 
man, you must have rlianged your green jackets for 
mourning coats, and our bugle would have sounded no 
more in the forest of our fatliers. Here, Arnelm ! cut 
up the beast, and remember that the left shoulder is 
the quarter of lionoui, and belongs to this stranger, 
not less honoured because unknown.' 

All present took off their caps and bowed to Vivian, 
who took this opportunity of informing the Prince 
who he was. 

'And now,’ continued His Highness, ‘Mr Grey will 
accompany us to our castle; nay, sir, we can take no 
refusal. We will send on to the town for your luggage. 
Arnelm, do you look to this! And honest friend!’ 
said the Prince, turning to Essper George — 'we con- 
mend you to the special care of our friend Von Neuwied, 
and so, gentlemen, with stout hearts and spurs to 
your steeds — to the castle I’ 
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CHAPTER III 

The cavalcade proceeded for some time at a brisk but 
irregular pace, until they arrived at a less wild and 
wooded part of tlie forest. The Prince of Little Lilliput 
reined in his steed as he entered a broad avenue of 
purple beeches, at the end of which, though at a con- 
siderable distance, Vivian perceived the towers and 
turrets of a Gothic edifice glittering in the sunshine. 

'Welcome to Turriparva !' said His Highness. ' 

'I assure your Highness, said Vivian, ‘that I view 
with no unpleasant feeling the prospect of a reception 
in any civilised mansion; for to say the truth, for the 
last eight-and-forty liours, Fortune has not favoured 
me either in my researches after a bed, or that which 
some think still more important than repose.’ 

Ts it so?’ said the Prince; why, we should have 
thought by your home thrust this morning, that you 
were as fresh as the early lark. In good faith, it was 
a pretty stroke ! And whence come you, then good 
sir ?’ 

‘Know you a most insane and drunken idiot, who 
styles himself the Grand-Duke of Johannisberger ?’ 

‘No, no !’ said tlie Prince, staring in Vivian’s face 
very earnestly, and then laughing. ‘And you have 
actually fallen among that mad crew. A most excel- 
lent adventure ! Arnelm ! why, man, where art 
thou ? ride up ! Behold in the person of this gentle- 
man a new victim to the overwhelming hospitality 
of our uncle of the Wines. And did they confer a 
title on you on the spot ? Say, art thou Elector, or 
Palsgrave, or Baron; or failing in thy devoirs, as 
once did our good cousin Arnelm, confess that thou 
wert ordained with becoming reverence, the Arch- 
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primate of Puddledrink. Eh ! Arnelm, is not that 
the style thou bearest at the Palace of the Wines ? 

*So it would seem, your Highness. I think the 
title was conferred on me the same night that your 
Highness mistook the Grand-Duke’s proboscis for 
Oberon’s Horn, and committed treason not yet par- 
doned.’ 

‘Good ! good ! thou hast us there. Truly a good 
memory is often as ready a friend as a sharp wit. Wit 
is not thy strong point, friend Arnelm; and yet it is 
strange, that in the sharp encounter of ready tongues, 
and idle logomachies, thou hast sometimes the advan- 
tage. But, nevertheless, rest assured, good Cousin 
Arnelm, that wit is not thy strong point.’ 

‘It is well for me that all are not of the same opinion 
as your Serene Highness,’ said the young Jagd Junker, 
somewhat nettled; for he prided himself on his 
repartees. 

The Prince was much diverted with Vivian’s account 
of his last night’s adventure; and our hero learnt 
from His Highness that his late host was no less a 
personage than the cousin of the Prince of Little Lilli- 
put, an old German Baron, who passed his time with 
some neighbours of congenial temperament, in hunting 
the wild boar in the morning, and speculating on the 
flavour of the fine Rhenish wines during the rest of 
the day. ‘He and his companions,’ continued the 
Prince,’ will enable you to form some idea of the 
German nobility halt a century ago. The debauch of 
last night was the usual carouse which crowned the 
exploits of each day when we were a boy. The 
revolution has rendered all these customs obsolete. 
Would that it had not sent some other things equally 
out of fashion.’ 

At this moment the Prince sounded his bugle, and 
the gates of the castle, which were not more than twenty 
yards distant, were immediately thrown open. The 
whole cavalcade set spurs to their steeds, and dashed at 



VIVIAN GREY 


404 

full gallop over the hollow-sounding drawbridge, into 
the courtyard of the castle. A crowd of serving-men, 
in green liveries, instantly appeared; and Arnelm and 
Von Neuwied, jumping from their saddles, respec- 
tively held the stirrup and the bridle of the Prince as 
he dismounted. 

'Where is Master Rodolpli?' asked His Highness, 
with a loud voice. 

'So please your Serene Highhness, I am here ! 
answered a very thin treble; and, bustling through the 
surrounding crowd, came forward the owner of the 
voice. Master Rodoljih was not much above five feet 
high, but he was nearly as broad as he was long. 
Though more than middle-aged, an almost infantile 
smile played upon his broad fair face; to which his 
small, turn-up nose, large green goggle-eyes, and 
unmeaning mouth, gave no expression. His long hair 
hung over his shoulders, the flaxen locks in some 
places maturing into gray. In compliance with the 
taste of his master, this most unsportsmanlike-looking 
steward was clad in a green jerkin, on tlie right arm 
of which was embroidered a giant’s head — the crest of 
the Little Lilliputs. 

'Truly, Rodolph, we have received some scratch in 
the chase to-day, and need your assistance. The 
best of surgeons we assure you, Mr (h*ey, if you require 
one : and look you that the blue chamber be prepared 
for this gentleman; and we shall have need of our 
Cabinet this evening. See that all this be done, and 
inform Prince Maximilian that we would speak with 
him. And look you, Master Rodolph, there is one in 
this company — what call you your servant’s name, sir ? 
Essper George I Tis well : look you, Rodolph, see 
that our friend Essper George be well provided for. 
We know that we can trust him to your good care. 
And now, gentlemen, at sunset we meet in the Giant’s 
Hall.’ So sa5dng. His Highness bowed to the party; 
and taking Vivian by the arm, and followed by Arnelm 
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and Von Nenwied, lie ascended a staircase which 
(4;ened into the court, and then mounted into a 
covered galler}^ which ran round the whole building. 
The interior wall of the gallery was alternately orna- 
mented with stags' heads or otlicr trophies of the chase, 
and coats of arms blazoned in stucco. The Prince 
did the lionours of the castle to Vivian with great 
courtesy. Tlic armoury, and the hall, the knights' 
chamber, and even the donjon-keep, were all examined; 
and when Vivian had suificientJy admired tlie anti- 
quity of the structure and the beauty of the situation, 
the Prince having jiroceeded down a long corridor, 
opened the door into a small chamber, which he intro- 
duced to Vivian as his Cabinet. The furniture of 
Ihis room was rather quaint, and not unpleasing. 
The wainscot and ceiling were painted alike, of a very 
light green colour, and were richly carved and gilt. 
The walls were liung with dark green velvet, of which 
material were also the chairs, and a sofa, which was 
placed under a large and curiously-cut looking-glass. 
The lower panes ot the windows of this room were 
of stained glass, of vivid tints; but the upper panes 
were untinged, in order that the light should not be 
disturbed which fell through them upon two magnifi- 
cent pictures ; one a hunting-piece, by Schneiders, 
and the other a portrait of an armed chieftain on 
horseback, by Lucas Cranach. 

And now the door opened, and Master Rodolph 
entered, carrying in his hand a white wand, and bow- 
ing very ret erently as he ushered in servants bearing 
a cold collation. As he entered, it was with difficulty 
that he could settle his countenance into the due and 
requisite degree of gravity ; and so oilen was the fat 
steward on the point of bursting into laughter, as he 
arranged the setting out of the refreshments on the 
table, that the Prince, with whom he was at the same 
time both a favourite and a butt, at last noticed his 
unusual and unmanageable risibility. 
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‘Why, Rodolph, what ails thee ? hast thou just dis- 
covered the point of some good saying of yesterday ? ' 

The steward could now contain his laughter no 
longer, and he gave vent to his emotion in a most 
treble ‘ He ! he ! he ! ' 

‘Speak, man, in the name of St Hubert, and on the 
word of as stout a huntsman as ever yet crossed horse. 
Speak, we say, what ails thee ? ' 

‘ He ! he ! he ! in truth, a most comical knave I 
I beg your Serene Highness ten thousand most humble 
pardons, but in truth a more comical knave did I never 
see. How call you him ? Essper George, I think, 
he ! he ! he ! In truth, your Highness w^as right 
when you styled him a merry knave — in truth a most 
comical knave — he ! he ! a very funny knave ! He 
says, your Highness, that 1 am like a snake in a con- 
sumption ! — he ! he ! he ! — ^in truth a most comical 
knave ! ' 

‘Well, Rodolph, so long as you do not quarrel with 
his jokes, they shall pass as true wit. But why comes 
not our son ? Have you bidden the Prince Maxi- 
milian to our presence ? ‘ 

‘In truth, have I, your Highness; but he was 
engaged at the moment with Mr Sievers, and therefore 
he could not immediately attend my bidding; never- 
the less, he bade me deliver to your Serene Highness 
his dutiful affection; saying that he w^ould soon have 
the honour of bending his knee unto your Serene 
Highness.' 

‘He never said any such nonsense. At least, if 
he did, he must be changed since last we hunted.' 

‘ In truth, your Highness, 1 cannot aver upon my 
conscience as a faithful steward, that such were the 
precise words and exact phraseology of His Highness, 
the Prince Maximilian. But in the time of the good 
Prince, your father, whose memory be ever blessed, 
such were the words and style of message, which I 
was schooled and instructed by Mr Von Lexicon, 
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your Serene Highnesses most honoured tutor, to bear 
unto the good Prince, your father, whose memory be 
ever blessed, when I had the great fortune of being 
your Serene Highness's most particular page, and it 
fell to my lot to have the pleasant duty of informing 
the good Prince, your father, whose memory be ever 
blessed ' 

‘Enough! but Sievers is not Von Lexicon, and 
Maximilian we trust, is ’ 

‘ Papa 1 papa ! dearest papa 1 ' shouted a young 
lad, as he dashed open the door; and rushing into the 
room, threw his arms round the Prince's neck. 

‘My darling!’ said the father, forgetting at this 
moment of genuine feeling, the pompous plural in 
which he had hitherto spoken of himself. The Prince 
fondly kissed his child. The boy was about ten years 
of age, exquisitely handsome. Courage, not audacity, 
was imprinted on his noble features. 

' Papa ! may I hunt with you to-morrow ? ' 

‘ What says Mr Sievers ? ' 

‘Oh ! Mr Sievers says I am excellent; I assure you 
upon my honour he does. I heard you come home; 
but though I was d3dng to see you, I would not run 
out till I had finished my Roman History. I say, 
papa ! what a grand fellow Brutus was — what a 
grand thing it is to be a patriot ! I intend to be a 
patriot myself, and to kill the Grand-Duke of Reisen- 
burg. Who is that > ' 

‘My friend, Max, Mr Grey. Speak to him.' 

‘I am very happy to see you at Turriparva, sir,' 
said the boy, bowing to Vivian with dignity. ‘Have 
you been hunting with His Highness this morning ? ' 

‘ I can hardly say I have.' 

‘Max, I have received a slight wound to-day. Do 
not look alarmed — it is very slight. I only mention 
it because, had it not been for this gentleman, it is 
very probable you would never have seen your father 
again. He has saved my life ! ' 
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‘ Saved your life ! saved my papa's life ! * said the 
young Prince, seizing Vivian's hand — ' Oh ! sir, what 
can I do for you ? Mr Sievers ! ' said the boy, with 
eagerness, to a gentleman who entered the room — 
' Mr Sievers I here is a young lord who has saved papa's 
life ! 

Mr Sievers was a tall, thin man, about forty, with 
a clear sallow complexion, a high forehead, on which a 
few wrinkles were visible, bright keen eyes, and a 
quantity of gray curling hair, which was combed back 
off his forehead, and fell dowm over his shoulders. He 
was introduced to Vivian as the Prince's particular 
friend: and then he listened, apparently with great 
interest, to His Highness's narrative of the morning's 
adventure, his danger and his rescue. Young Maxi- 
milian never took his large, dark-blue eyes off his 
father while he was speaking; and when he had 
finished, the boy rushed to Vivian, and threw his arms 
round his neck. Vivian was delighted with the affec- 
tion of the child, who whispered to him in a low voice : 
' I know what you are ! ' 

'What, my young friend ? ' 

' Ah ! I know.' 

' But tell me ! ' 

'You thought I should not find out : you are a — 
patriot ! ' 

'I hope I am,' said Vivian; 'but travelling in a 
foreign country is hardly a proof of it. Perhaps you 
do not know that I am an Englishman.' 

' An Englishman I ’ said the child with an air of great 
disappointment ; 'I thought you were a patriot ! I am 
one. Do you know I will tell you a secret. You must 
promise not to tell, though. Promise, upon your 
word ! Well then,' said the urchin, whispering with 
great energy in Vivian's ear, through his hollow fist : 
' I hate the Grand-Duke of Reisenburg, and I mean to 
stab him to the heart;' so saying, the little Prince 
grated his teeth with an expression of bitter detestation. 
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‘ What the deuce the matter with the child ! ' 
thought Vivian; but at this moment his conversation 
with him was interrupted. 

‘Am I to believe this young gentleman, my dear 
Sievers,’ asked the Prince, ‘ when he tells me that his 
conduct has met your approbation ? ' 

‘Your son, Prince,' answered Mr Sievers, ‘can only 
speak truth. His excellence is proved by my praising 
him to his face.’ 

The young Maximilian, when Mr Sievers had ceased 
speaking, stood blushing, with his eyes fixed on the 
ground; and the delighted parent catching his child 
up in his arms, embraced him with unaffected fondness. 

‘And now, all this time Master Rodolph is waiting 
for his patient. By St Hubert, you can none of you 
think me very ill ! Your pardon, Mr Grey, for leav- 
ing you. My friend Sievers will, I am sure, be delighted 
to make you feel at ease at Turriparva. Max, come 
with me/ 

Vivian found in Mr Sievers an interesting companion; 
nothing of the pedant, and much of the philosopher. 
Their conversation was of course chiehy on topics of 
local interest, anecdotes of the castle and the country, 
of Vivian's friends, the drunken Johannisberger and 
his crew, and such matters; but there was a keenness of 
satire in some of Mr Siever's observations which was 
highly amusing, and enough passed to make Vivian 
desire opportunities of conversing with him at greater 
length, and on subjects of greater interest. They were 
at present disturbed by Essper George entering the 
room to inform Vivian that his luggage had arrived 
from the village; and that the blue-chamber was now 
prepared for his presence. 

‘We shall meet, I suppose, in the hall, Mr Sievers ? ' 

‘No, I shall not dine there. If you remain at 
Turriparva, which I trust you will, I shall be happy 
to see you in my room. If it have no other induce- 
ment to gain it the honour of your visit, it has here. 
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at least, the recommendation of singularity; there is, 
at any rate, no other chamber like it in this good 
castle/ 

The business of the toilet is sooner performed for 
a hunting party in a German forest, than for a state 
dinner at Chateau Desir; and Vivian was ready long 
before he was summoned. 

* His Serene Highness has commenced his progress 
towards the hall,' announced Essper (George to Vivian, 
in a very treble voice, and bowing with great ceremony 
as he offered to lead the wa}^ witli a long white wand 
waving in his right hand. 

‘I shall attend His Highness,' said his master; 
' but before I do, if that white wand be not immediately 
laid aside, it will be broken about your back.' 

‘Broken about my back I what, the wand of office, 
sir, of your steward ! Master Rodolph says that, in 
truth, a steward is but half himself who hath not his 
wand. Methinks, when his rod of office is wanting, 
His Highness of Lilliput's steward is but unequally 
divided. In truth he is stout enough to be Aaron's 
wand, that swallowed up all the rest. But has your 
nobleness really any serious objection to my carrying 
a wand ? It gives such an air ! ' 

The Giants' Hall was a Gothic chamber of imposing 
appearance. The oaken rafters of the curiously- 
carved roof rested on the grim heads of gigantic figures 
of the same material. These statues extended the 
length of the hall on each side; they were elaborately 
sculptured and highly polished, and each one held 
in its outstretched arm a blazing and aromatic torch. 
Above them, small windows of painted glass admitted 
a light which was no longer necessary at the banquet 
to which we are now about to introduce the reader. 
Over the great entrance door was a gallery, from which 
a band of trumpeters, arrayed in ample robes of 
flowng acarlet, sent forth many a festive and martial 
%OTe than fifty individuals, all wearing hunt- 
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ing dresses of green cloth, on which the giant's head 
was carefully emblazoned, were already seated in the 
hall when Vivian entered. He was conducted to the 
upper part of the chamber, and a seat was allotted him 
on the left hand of the Prince. His Highness had not 
arrived, but a chair of state, placed under a crimson 
canopy, denoted the style of its absent owner; and 
a stool, covered with velvet of the same regal colour, 
and glistening with gold lace, announced that the 
presence of Prince Maximilian was expected. While 
Vivian was musing in astonishment at the evident affec- 
tation of royal pomp which pervaded the whole establish- 
ment of the Prince of Little Lilliput, the trumpeters 
in the gallery suddenly commenced a triumphant 
flourish. All rose as the princely procession entered 
the hall. First came Master Rodolph, twirling his 
white wand with the practised pride of a drum-major, 
and looking as pompous as a turkey-cock in a storm. 
Six footmen in splendid liveries, two by two, immedi- 
ately followed him. A page heralded the Prince Maxi- 
milian, and then came the Serene father; the Jagd 
Junker, and four or five other gentlemen of the court, 
formed the suite. 

His Highness ascended the throne. Prince Maximilian 
was on his right, and Vivian had the high honour of 
the left hand; the Jagd Junker seated himself next 
to our hero. The table was profusely covered, chiefly 
with the sports of the forest, and the celebrated wild 
boar was not forgotten. Few minutes had elapsed ere 
Vivian perceived that His Highness was always served 
on bended knee. Surprised at this custom, which even 
the mightiest and most despotic monarchs seldom 
exact, and still more surprised at the contrast which 
all this state afforded to the natural ease and affable 
aniiability of the Prince, Vivian ventured to ask his 
neighbour Arnelm whether the banquet of to-day was 
in celebration of any particular event of general or 
individual interest. 
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‘By no means/ said the Jagd Junker; ‘this is the 
usual style of the Prince's daily meal, except that to- 
day there is, perhaps, rather less state and fewer guests 
than usual, in consequence of many of our fellow- 
subjects having left us with the purpose of attending 
a great hunting party, which is now' holding in the 
dominions of His Highness's cousin, the Duke of 
Micromcgas/ 

When the more necessary, but, as most hold, the 
less delightful part of banqueting was over, and 
the numerous serving men had removed the more 
numerous dishes of wild boar, red deer, kid, and winged 
game, a stiff, Calvinistic-looking personage rose, and 
delivered a long and most graceful grace, to which 
the sturdy huntsmen listened with a due mixture of 
piety and impatience. When his starch reverence, 
who in his black coat looked among the huntsmen very 
like (as Essper George observed) a blackbird among a set 
of moulting canaries, had finished, an old man, with 
long, snow-white hair, and a beard of the same colour, 
rose from his seat, and, with a glass in his hand, bowing 
first to His Highness, with great respect, and then to 
his companions with an air of condescension, gave, 
in a stout voice, ‘The Prince!' A loud shout was 
immediately raised, and all quaffed with rapture the 
health of a ruler whom evidently they adored. Master 
Rodolph now brought forward an immense silver 
goblet, full of some crafty compound, from its odour 
doubtless delicious. The Prince held the goblet by 
its two massy handles, and then said in a loud voice : 

* My friends, the Giant's Head I and he who sneers 
at its frown, may he rue its bristles.' 

The toast was welcomed with a loud cry of triumph. 
When the noise had subsided, the Jagd Junker rose, 
and prefacing the intended pledge by a few observations, 
as remarkable for the delicacy of their sentiments as 
the elegance of their expression, he gave, pointing to 
Vivian, ‘The Guest ! and may the Prince never want 
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a stout arm at a strong push ! * The sentiment was 
again echoed by the lusty voices of all present, and 
particularly by His Highness. As Vivian shortly 
returned thanks, and modestly apologised for the 
German of a foreigner, he could not refrain from remem- 
bering the last time when he was placed in the same 
situation. It was when the treacherous Lord Cour- 
town had drank success to Mr Vivian Grey's maiden 
speech in a bumper of claret, at the political orgies 
of Chateau Desir. Could he really, in very fact, be 
the same individual as the daring youth, who then 
organised the crazy councils of those ambitious, 
imbecile gray-beards ? What was he then ? What 
had happened since ? What was he now ? He 
turned from the comparison with feelings of sickening 
disgust, and it was with dilficulty that his countenance 
could assume the due degree of hilarity which befitted 
the present occasion. 

‘Truly, Mr Grey,' said the Prince, ‘your German 
would pass current at Weimar. Arnelm, good cousin 
Amelm, we must trouble thy affectionate duty to 
marshal and regulate the drinking devoirs of our 
kind subjects to-night; for by the advice of our trusty 
surgeon. Master Kodolph, of much fame, we shall 
refrain this night from our accustomed potations, 
and betake ourselves to the solitude of our Cabinet — 
a solitude in good sooth, unless we can persuade you 
to accompany us, kind sir,' said the Prince, turning to 
Mr Grey. ‘Methinks eight-and-forty hours without 
rest, and a good part spent in the mad walls of our 
cousin of Johannisberger, are hardly the best prepara- 
tives for a drinking bout, unless, after Oberon's bom, 
ye may fairly be considered to be in practice. Never- 
theless, I advise the Cabinet and a cup of Rodolph's 
coffee. What sayest thou ? ' Vivian acceded to the 
Prince's proposition with eagerness; and accompanied 
by Prince Maximilian, and preceded by the little 
steward, who, surrounded by his serving-men, very 
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much resembled a planet eclipsed by his satellites, 
they left the hall. 

Tis almost a pity to shut out the moon on such a 
night, * said the Prince, as he drew a large green velvet 
curtain from the windows of the Cabinet. 

"Tis a magnificent night !' said Vivian; ‘how fine 
the effect of the light is upon the picture of the warrior. 
The horse seems quite living, and its fierce rider actully 
frowns upon us.' 

‘He may well frown,' said the Prince of Little 
Lilliput, in a voice of deep melancholy; and he hastily 
redrew the curtain. In a moment he started from the 
chair on which he had just seated himself, and again 
admitted the moonlight. ‘Am 1 really afraid of an 
old picture ? No, no, it has not yet come to that.' 

This was uttered in a distinct voice, and of course 
excited the astonishment of Vivian, who, however, 
had too much discretion to evince his surprise, or to take 
any measure by which his curiosity might be satisfied. 

His companion seemed instantly conscious of the 
seeming singularity of his expression. 

‘You are surprised at my words, good sir,' said His 
Highness, as he paced very rapidly up and down the 
small chamber; ‘you are surprised at my words; but, 
sir, my ancestor's brow was guarded by a diadem 1 ' 

‘Which was then well won, Prince, and is now 
worthily worn.' 

‘ By whom ? where ? how ? asked the Prince, in 
a very rapid voice. 'Maximilian,' continued His 
Highness, in a more subdued tone; 'Maximilian, my 
own love, leave us — ^go to Mr Sievers — God bless you, 
my only boy — good night I ' 

‘ Good night, dearest papa, and down with the Grand- 
Duke of Reisenburg ! ' 

‘He echoes the foolish zeal of my fond followers/ 
said the Prince, as his son left the room. 'The idle 
parade to which their illegal loyalty stUl clings — wy 
own manners, the relics of former days — ^habits will 
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not change like stations — all these have deceived you, 
sir. You have mistaken me for a monarch; I should 
be one. A curse light on me the hour I can mention 
it without a burning blush. Oh, shame ! — shame on 
the blood of my father's son ! Can my mouth own 
that I once was one ? Yes, sir ! you see before you 
the most injured, the least enviable of human beings; 

I am a mediatised Prince ! ' 

Vivian had resided too long in Germany to be 
ignorant of the meaning of this title, with which, 
perhaps, few of our readers may be acquainted. A 
mediatised Prince is an unhappy victim of those Con- 
gresses, which, among other good and evil, purged 
with great effect the ancient German political system. 
By the regulations then determined on, that country 
was freed at one fell swoop from the vexatious and 
harrassing dominion of the various petty Princes who 
exercised absolute sovereignties over little nations of 
fifty thousand souls. These independent sovereigns 
became subjects; and either swelled, by their mediati- 
sation, the territories of some already powerful poten- 
tate, or transmuted into a state of importance some 
more, fortunate petty ruler than themselves, whose 
independence, through the exertions of political 
intrigue or family influence, had been preserved invio- 
late. In most instances, the concurrence of these 
little rulers in their worldly degradation was obtained 
by a lavish grant of official emoluments or increase of 
territorial possessions; and the mediatised Prince, 
instead of being an impoverished and uninfluential 
sovereign, became a wealthy and powerful subject. 
But so dominant in the heart of man is the love of 
independent dominion, tliat even with these tempta- 
tions, few of the petty Princes could have been 
induced to have parted with their cherished sceptres, 
had they not been conscious, that in case of contumacy 
the resolutions of a Diet would have been enforced by 
the armies of an emperor. As it is, few of them have 
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yet given up the outward and visible signs of regal 
sway. The throne is still preserved, and the tiara 
still revered. They seldom freqjient the Courts of 
their sovereigns, and scarcely condescend to notice 
the attentions of their fellow nobility. Most of them 
expend their increased revenues; in maintaining the 
splendour of their little courts at their ancient capitals; 
or in swelling the ranks of their retainers at their solitary 
forest castles. 

The Prince of Little Lilliput was the first mediatised 
sovereign that Vivian had ever met. At another time, 
and under other circumstances, he might have smiled 
at the idle parade and useless ponip which he had this 
day witnessed, or moralised on that weakness of human 
nature which seemed to consider the inconvenient 
appendages of a throne as the great end for which 
power was to be coveted; but at the present moment 
he only saw a kind, and, as he believed, estimable 
individual disquieted and distressed. It was painful 
to witness the agitation of the Prince; and Vivian 
felt it necessary to make some observations, which, 
from his manner, expressed more than they meant. 

'Sir,' said His Highness, 'your sympathy consoles 
me. Do not imagine that I can misunderstand it — 
it does you honour. You add by this to the many 
favours you have already conferred on me by saving 
my life and accepting my hospitality. I sincerely 
hope that your departure hence will be postponed 
to the last possible moment. Your conversation and 
your company have made me pass a more ^eerful^ 
day than I am accustomed to. All here love me; but,, 
with the exception of Sievers, I have no companion; 
and although I esteem his principles and his talents, 
there is no congeniality in our tastes or in our jtempers. 
As for the rest* a more devoted band canitot be con- 
ceived; but they think only of one thing — ^the lost 
dignity of their ruler; and although this concentration 
of their thoughts on one subject may gratify my 
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^de, it does not devate my spirks. Bnt flus is a 
sabject on which in future we wm not converse. <toe 
of the curses of my unhappy lot is. that a thousand 
ctrcumstances daily occur which prevent me forgetting 
it’ 

The Prince rose from the table, and pressing with 
his right hand on part of the wall, the door of a smaB 
closet sprung open. The interior was lined witii 
crimson velvet. He took out of it a cushion of the 
same regal material, on which reposed, in sdttary 
nugnihceno^ a golden coronet of antique workman* 
ship. 

‘The crown of my fathers I ’ said His Highness, as 
he daced the treasure, with great reverence, on the 
tabu; 'won by hfty battles, and lost without a Uow 1 
y«t In my youth I was deemed no dastard : and I have 
shed more blood for my country in one day than he 
who claims to be my suzerain in the whole of his long 
career of undeserved prosperity. Aye I this is tl» 
cotse-*>the ancestor of my present sovereign was that 
warrior’s serf ! ' The Prmce pointed to the grim 
chieftain, whose stout helmet Vivian now perceived 
was eochded by a crown, similar to the one wtuch was 
now hnog before him. ‘Had I been the inWect— 
had I mken obliged to acknowlet^e the sway of a-Oesar, 
1 Bright luive endured it with resUnation-'^h^ » 
been foroed to yield to the legions of an EmpetCHr, a 
noble instance might have consoled me mr vMt 
clank^ of my chains; but to sink without a 
the view of political intrigue — ^to become ti|e MmdS' 
man of <f«De who was my father’s riave; for sud> was 
Rri»iM^NBg*~even in my own rememl»aoe% mx 
iWWceWm rival This was too bad; it mnlfis in 
tmless I can be reveng^« I timll sihk 
mmet it. To faave'<lo$t my dominions uriuld hfjpe 
been nothing. Rut MiNie I w|ll have I It is yetf.|k 
toy power to geM m ia„«nalaved people the ubegtfy^ 
I mm 1 the enlighte^'i^t of |||gf 
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age shall yet shake the quavering councils of the Reisen- 
burg cabal. I will, in truth I have already, seconded 
the just, the unanswerable demands of an oppressed 
and insulted people ; and ere six months are over, 
I trust to see the convocation of a free and repre- 
sentative council, in the capital, of the petty monarch 
to whom I have been betrayed. The chief of Reisen- 
burg has, in his eagerness to gain his grand-ducal 
crown, somewhat overstepped the mark. 

'Besides myself, there are no less than three other 
powerful princes, whose dominions have been devoted 
to the formation of his servile duchy. We are all 
animated by the same spirit — all intent upon the same 
end. We have all used, and are using, our influence 
as powerful nobles, to gain for our fellow-subjects 
their withheld rights — ^rights which belong to them 
as men, not merely as Germans. Within this week 
I have forwarded to the residence a memorial sub- 
scribed by myself, my relatives, the other princes, 
and a powerful body of discontented nobles, requesting 
the immediate grant of a constitution similar to those 
of Wiirtembur^ and Bavaria. My companions in 
misfortune are mspirited by my joining them. Had 
I been wise, I should have joined them sooner; but 
until this moment I have been the dupe of the artful 
conduct of an unprincipled Minister. My eyes, how- 
ever, are now open. The Grand-Duke and his crafty 
counsellor, whose name shall not profane my lips, 
already tremble. Part of the people, emboldened by 
our representations, have already refused to answer 
an unconstitutional taxation. I have no doubt that 
he must yield. Whatever may be the inclination of 
the Courts of Vienna or St Petersburg, rest assured 
that the liberty of Germany will meet with no opponent 
except political intrigue; and that Mettemich„js too 
well acquainted with the spirit which is no^ only 
slumbering in the bosom of the Cxerman nattiiti, to 
run the slightest risk of exciting it by the pres^^lilie 6i 
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foreign legions. No, no ! that mode of treatment 
may do very well for Naples, or Poland, or Spain; 
but the moment that a Croat or a Cossack shall encamp 
upon the Rhine or the Elbe, for the purpose of sup- 
porting the unadulterated tyranny of their new- 
fangled Grand-Dukes, that moment Germany becomes 
a great and united nation. The greatest enemy of the 
prosperity of Germany is the natural disposition of 
her sons; but that disposition, while it does now, and 
may for ever, hinder us from being a great people, will 
at the same time infallibly prevent us from ever 
becoming a degraded one.' 

At this moment, this moment of pleasing anticipation, 
of public virtue and private revenge, Master Rodolph 
entered, and prevented Vivian from gaining any 
details of tlie history of his host. The little round 
steward informed his master that a horseman had just 
arrived, bearing for His Highness a dispatch of 
importance, which he insisted upon delivering into 
the Prince's own hands. 

' Whence comes he ? ' asked His Highness. 

* In truth, your Serene Highness, that were hard to 
say — inasmuch as the messenger refuses to inform 
us.' 

‘ Admit him.' 

A man whose jaded looks proved that he had 
travelled far that day was soon ushered into the 
room; and bowing to the Prince, delivered to him, 
in silence, a letter. 

‘From whom comes this ?' asked the Prince. 

'It will itself inform your Highness,' was the only 
answer. 

'My friend, you are a trusty messenger, and have 
been well trained. Rodolph, look that this gentleman 
be lodged and attended.' 

'I tibiank your Highness,' said the messenger, 'but 
I do not tarry here, I wait no answer, and my only 
purpose in seeing you was to perform my commiaww 
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to the letter, by delivering this paper into your own 
hands.’ 

‘As you please, sir; you must be the best judge of 
your own time; but we like not strangers to leave our 
gates while our drawbridge is yet echoing with their 
entrance steps.’ 

The Prince and Vivian were again alone. Astonish- 
ment and agitation were visible on His Highness’s 
countenance as he threw his eye over the letter. At 
length he folded it up, put it into his breast-pocket, 
and tried to resume conversation; but the effort was 
both evident and unsuccessful. In another moment 
the letter was again taken out, and again read with 
not less emotion than accompanied its first perusal. 

‘ I fear I have wearied you, Mr Grey,’ said His High- 
ness; ‘ it was inconsiderate in me not to remember that 
you require repose.’ 

Vivian was not sorry to have an opportunity of 
retiring, so he quickly took the hint, and wished His 
Highness agreeable dreams. 
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CHAPTER IV 

No one but an adventurous traveller can know the 
luxury of sleep. There is not a greater fallacy in the 
world than the common creed that sweet sleep is 
labour's guerdon. Mere regular corporeal labour may 
certainly procure us a good, sound, refreshing slumber, 
disturbed often by the consciousness of the monotonous 
duties of the morrow ; but how sleep the other great 
labourers of this laborious world ? Where • is the 
sweet sleep of the politician ? After hours of fatigue 
in his office, and hours of exhaustion in the House, 
he gains his pillow; and a brief, feverish night, dis- 
turbed by the triumph of a cheer and the horrors of a 
reply, where is the sweet sleep of the poet ? We all 
know how harassing are the common dreams which 
are made up of incoherent images of our daily life, 
in which the actors are individuals that we know, and 
whose conduct generally appeals to be regulated by 
principles which we can comprehend. How much more 
enervating and destroying must be the slumber of 
that man who dreams of an imaginary world ! waking, 
with a heated and excited spirit, to mourn over some 
impressive incident of the night, which is nevertheless 
forgotten, or to collect some inexplicable plot which 
has been revealed in sleep, and has fled from the 
memory as the eyelids have opened. Where is the 
sweet sleep of the artist ? of the lawyer ? Where, 
indc^, of any human being to whom to-morrow 
brings its necessary duties? Sleep is the enemy of 
Qure, and Care is the constant companion of regular 
labour, mental or bodily. 

But your traveller, your adventurous traveller—- 
careless of the future, reckless of the past-r-with a 
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mind interested by the world, from the immense and 
various character which that world presents to him, 
and not by his own stake in any petty or particular 
contingency; wearied by delightful fatigue, daily 
occasioned by varying means, and from varying 
causes; with the consciousness that no prudence can 
regulate the fortunes of the morrow, and with no 
curiosity to discover what those fortunes may be, 
from a conviction that it is utterly impossible to 
ascertain them; perfectly easy whether he lie in a 
mountain-hut or a royal palace; and reckless alike 
of the terrors and chances of storm and bandits; seeing 
that he has as fair a chance of meeting both with 
security and enjoyment; this is the fellow who, 
throwing himself upon a down couch or his mule*s 
pack-saddle, with equal eagerness and equal 
froid, sinks into a repose, in which he is never 
reminded by the remembrance of an appointment or 
an engagement for the next day, a duel, a marriage, 
or a dinner, the three perils of man, that he has the 
misfortune of being mortal; and wakes not to combat 
care, but only to feel that he is fresher and more 
vigorous than he was the night before; and that come 
what come may, he is, at any rate, sure this day of 
seeing different faces, and of improvising his unpre- 
meditated part upon a different scene. 

We have now both philosophically accounted and 
politely apologised for the loud and unfashionable 
snore which sounded in the blue chamber abotit 
five minutes after Vivian Grey had entered that most 
comfortable apartment. In about twelve hours' time 
he was scolding Essper George for having presumed 
lo wake him so early, quite unconscious that he had 
enjoyed anything more than a twenty minutes' doze. 

'I should not have come in, sir, only they are all 
out. They were off by six o'clock this morning, sir; 
most part at least. TTie Prince has gone; I & ^ot 
know wjfether be went with them, but Master RodMph 
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has given me — I breakfasted with Master Rodolph. 
Holy Virgin 1 what quarters we have got into 1 ' 

*To the point; what of the Prince ? * 

‘His Highness has left the castle, and desired Master 
Rodolph — if your Grace had only seen Master Rodolph 
tipsy last night : he rolled about like a turbot in a 
tornado/ 

‘ What of the Prince ? ' 

'The Prince desired this letter to be given to you, 
sir/ 

Vivian read the note, which supposed that, of 
course, he would not wish to join the chase this morn- 
ing, and regretted that the writer was obliged to ride 
out for a few hours to visit a neighbouring nobleman, 
but requested the pleasure of his guest's company at 
a private dinner in the Cabinet, on his return. 

After breakfast Vivian called on Mr Sievers. He 
found that gentleman busied in his library. 

‘You never hunt, I suppose, Mr Sievers ? ' 

‘Never. His Highness, I apprehend, is out this 
morning; the beautiful weather continues; surely we 
never had such a season. As for myself, I almost 
have given up my indoor pursuits. The sun is not 
the light of study. Let us take our caps, and have a 
stroU/ 

The gentlemen accordingly left the library, and pro- 
ceeding through a different gate to that by which 
Vivian had entered the castle, they came upon a part 
of the forest in which the timber and brushwood had 
been in a great measure cleared away; large clumps of 
trees being left standing on an artificial lawn, and 
newly-made roads winding about in pleasing irre- 
gularity until they were all finally lost in the encircling 
woods. 

, 'I think you told me,' said Mr Sievers, ‘that you 
been long in Germany. What course do you think 
oi taking from here ? ' 

.. ‘Straight to Vienna/ 
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‘ Ah ! a delightful place. If, as I suppose to be the 
case, you are fond of dissipation and luxury, Vienna 
is to be preferred to any city with which I am 
acquainted. And intellectual companions are not 
wanting there, as some have said. There are one or 
two houses in which the literary soirees will yield to 
few in Europe; and I prefer them to most, because 
there is less pretension and more ease. The Archduke 
John is a man of considerable talents, and of more 
considerable acquirements. An excellent geologist ! 
Are you fond of geology ? ’ 

‘ I am not in the least acquainted with the science.' 

'Naturally so — at your age, if, in fact, we study at 
all, we are fond of fancying ourselves moral philoso- 
phers, and our study is mankind. Trust me, my dear 
sir, it is a branch of research soon exhausted; and in 
a few years you will be very glad, for want of some- 
thing else to do, to meditate upon stones. See now,' 
said Mr Sievers, picking up a stone, ' to what associa- 
tions does this little piece of quartz give rise ! I am 
already an antediluvian, and instead of a stag bounding 
by that wood, I witness the moving mass of a mam- 
moth. I live in other worlds, which, at the same time, 
I have the advantage of comparing with the present. 
Geology is indeed a magnificent study ! What excites 
more the imagination ? What exercises more the 
reason ? Can you conceive anything sublimer than 
the gigantic shadows and the grim wreck of an ante- 
diluvian world ? Can you devise any plan which will 
more brace our powers, and develop our mental 
energies, than the formation of a perfect chain of 
inductive reasoning to account for these phenomena ? 
What is the boasted communion which the vain poet 
holds with nature, compared with the conversation 
which the geologist perpetually carries on with the 
elemental world ? Gazing on the strata of the earth, 
he reads the fate of his species. In the undulations 
of the mountains is revealed to him the histoiy oi the 
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past; and in the strength of rivers, and the powers of 
the air, he discovers the fortunes of the future. To 
him, indeed, that future, as weU as the past and the 
present, are alike matter for meditation; for the 
geolo^st is the most satisfactory of antiquarians, the 
most interesting of philosophers, and the most inspired 
of prophets; demonstrating that which has passed by 
discovery, that which is occurring by observation, and 
that which is to come by induction. When you go to 
Vienna I will give you a letter to Frederic Schlegel; 
we were fellow-students, and are friends, though for 
various reasons we do not at present meet; neverthe- 
less, a letter from me will command respect. I would 
recommend you, however, before you go on to Vienna, 
to visit Reisenburg.' 

‘ Indeed ! from the Prince’s account I should have 
thought that there was little to interest me there.’ 

‘His Highness in not an impartial judge. You are 
probably acquainted with the disagreeable manner in 
which he is connected with that Court. Far from his 
opinion being correct, I should say there are few places 
in Germany more worthy of a visit than the little 
Court near us; and above all things my advice is that 
you should not pass it over.' 

‘I am inclined to follow it. You are right in 
supposing that I am not ignorant that His Highness 
has the misfortune of being a mediatised Prince; but 
what is the exact story about him ? I have heard some 
odd rumours, some ’ 

‘ It is a curious story, but I am afraid you will find 
it rather long. Nevertheless, if you really visit 
Reisenburg, it may be of use to you to know some- 
thing of the singular characters you will meet there. 
In the first place, you say you know that Little Lilliput 
is a mediatised Prince; and, of course, are preci^y 
aware what that title means. About fifty years ago, 
the rival of the illustrious family, in whose chief 
^ castle we are both of us now residing, was the Margrave 
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of Reisenburg, another petty Prince, with territories 
not so extensive as those of our friend, and with a 
population more limited : perhaps fifty thousand souls, 
half of whom were drunken cousins. The old Mar- 
grave of Reisenburg, who then reigned, was a perfect 
specimen of the old-fashioned German Prince; he did 
nothing but hunt, and drink, and think of the quarter- 
ings of his immaculate shield, all duly acquired from 
some Vandal ancestor as barbarous as himself. His 
little Margraviate was misgoverned enough for a great 
empire. Half of his nation, who were his real people, 
were always starving, and were unable to find crown 
pieces to maintain the extravagant expenditure of 
the other moiety, the cousins; who, out of gratitude 
to their fellow-subjects for their generous support, 
harassed them with every species of excess. Complaints 
were of course made to the Margrave, and loud cries 
for justice resounded at the place gates. This Prince 
was an impartial chief magistrate; he prided himself 
upon his “invariable’' principles of justice, and he 
allowed nothing to influence his decisions. His plan 
for arranging all differences had the merit of being 
brief; and if brevity be the soul of wit, it certainly was 
most unreasonable in his subjects to consider his 
judgments no joke. He always counted the quarterings 
m the shields of the respective parties, and decided 
accordingly. Imagine the speedy redress gained by 
a muddy-veined peasant against one of the cousins; 
who, of course, had as many quarterings as the Mar- 
grave himself. The defendant was regularly acquitted. 
At length, a man’s house having been burnt down 
out of mere joke in the night, the owner had the 
temerity in the morning to accuse one of the privileged, 
and to produce, at the same time, a shield with exactly 
one more quartering than the reigning shield itself 
contained. The Margrave was astounded, the people 
in raptures, and the cousins in despair. The com- 
plainant’s shield was examined and counted, and not a 
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flaw discovered. What a dilemma ! The chief magis- 
trate consulted with the numerous branches of his 
family, and the next morning the complainant's head 
was struck off for high treason, for daring to have one 
more quartering than his monarch 1 

‘ In this way they passed their time about fifty years 
since in Reisenburg : occasionally, for the sake of 
variety, declaring war against the inhabitants of Little 
Lilliput, who, to say the truth, in their habits and 
pursuits did not materially differ from their neighbours. 
The Margrave had one son. the present Grand-Duke. 
A due reverence of the great family shield, and a full 
acquaintance with the invariable principles of justice, 
were early instilled into him; and the royal stripling 
made such rapid progress under the tuition of his 
amiable parent, that he soon became highly popular 
with all his relations. At length his popularity 
became troublesome to his father; and so the old 
Margrave sent for his son one morning and informed 
him that he had dreamed the preceding night that 
the air of Reisenburg was peculiarly unwholesome for 
young persons, and therefore he begged him to get out 
of his dominions as soon as possible. The young 
prince had no objection to see something of the world. 
He flew to a relative whom he had never before visited. 
This , nobleman was one of those individuals who 
anticipate their age, which, by the bye, Mr Grey, 
none but noblemen should do; for he who anticipates 
his century is generally persecuted when living, and 
is always pilfered when dead. Howbeit, this relation 
was a philosopher; all about him thought him mad; 
he, in return, thought all about him fools. He sent 
the Prince to a University, and gave him for a tutor 
a young man about ten years older than his pupil. 
This person's name was Beckendorff. You will hear 
more of him.' 

"About three years after the sudden departure of 
the young Prince, the old Margrave his father, and the 
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then reigning Prince of Little Lilliput, shot each other 
through the head in a drunken brawl, after a dinner 
given in honour of a proclamation of peace between 
the two countries. The cousins were not much 
grieved, as they anticipated a fit successor in their 
former favourite. Splendid preparations were made 
for the reception of the inheritor of the family shield, 
and all Reisenburg was poured out to witness the 
triumphant entrance of their future monarch. 
At last two horsemen in plain dresses, and on in- 
different steeds, rode up to the palace gates, dis- 
mounted, and without making any inquiry, ordered 
the attendance of some of the chief nobiUty in the 
presence chamber. One of them, a young man, 
without any preparatory explanation, introduced the 
Reisenburg chieftains to his companion as his Prime 
Minister; and commanded them immediately to 
deliver up their porte-feulles and golden keys to 
Mr Beckendorff. The nobles were in dismay, and so 
astounded that they made no resistance; though the 
next morning they started in their beds, when they 
remembered that they had delivered their insignia of 
office to a man without a von before his name. They 
were soon, however, roused from their sorrow and 
their stupor, by receiving a peremptory order to quit 
the palace; and as they retired from the walls which 
they had long considered as their own, they had the 
mortification of meeting crowds of the common people, 
their slaves and their victims, hurrying with joyful 
countenances and triumphant looks to the palace of 
their Prince; in consequence of an energetic proclama- 
tion for the redress of grievances, and an earnest 
promise to decide cases in future without examining 
the quarterings of the parties. In a week's time the 
cousins were all adrift. At length they conspired, but 
the conspiracy was tardy — they found their fomier. 
servants armed, and they joined in an unequal stiruggle; 
fpr their opponents were alike animated with hopes 
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of the future and with revenge for the past. The 
cousins got well beat, and this was not the worst; for 
Beckendorff took advantage of this unsuccessful 
treason, which he had himself fomented, and forfeited 
all their estates; destroying in one hour the system 
which had palsied, for so many years, the energies of 
his master’s subjects. In time, many of the chief 
nobility were restored to their honours and estates; 
but the power with which they were again invested 
was greatly modified, and the privileges of the Com- 
mons greatly increased. At this moment the French 
Revolution broke out — the French crossed the Rhine 
and carried all before them; and the Prince of Little 
Lilliput, among other true Germans, made a bold but 
fruitless resistance. The Margrave of Reisenburg, on 
the contrary, received the enemy with open arms — 
he raised a larger body of troops than his due contingent, 
and exerted himself in every manner to second the 
views of the Great Nation. In return for his services, 
he was presented with the conquered principality of 
Little Lilliput, and some other adjoining lands; and the 
Margraviate of Reisenburg, with an increased territory 
and population, and governed with consummate 
wisdom, began to be considered the most flourishing 
of the petty states in the quarter of the empire to 
which it belonged. On the contrary, our princely and 
patriotic friend, mortified by the degenerate condition 
of his country and the prosperity of his rival house, 
quitted Little Lilliput, and became one of those 
emigrant princes who abounded during the first years 
of the Revolution in the northern Courts of Europe. 
Napoleon soon appeared upon the stage; and van- 
quished Austria, with the French dictating at the 
gates of her capital, was no longer in a condition to 
support the dignity of the Empire. The policy of the 
Margrave of Reisenburg was as little patriotic, and 
quite as consistent, as before. Beckendorff became the 
constant and favoured counsellor of the French 
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Emperor. It was chiefly by his exertions that the 
celebrated Confederation of the Rhine was carried into 
effect. The institution of this body excited among 
many Germans, at the time, loud expressions of 
indignation; but I believe few impartial and judicious 
men now look upon that league as any other than one 
in the formation of which consummate statesmanship 
was exhibited. In fact, it prevented the subjugation 
of Germany to France, and by flattering the pride of 
Napoleon, saved the decomposition of our Empire. 
But how this might be, it is not at present necessary 
for us to inquire. Certain it was, that the pupil of 
Beckendroff was amply repaid for the advice and 
exertions of his master and his Minister ; and when 
Napoleon fell, the brows of the former Margrave were 
encircled with a grand ducal crown; and his duchy, 
while it contained upwards of a million and a half of 
inhabitants, numbered in its limits some of the most 
celebrated cities in Germany, and many of Germany's 
most flourishing provinces. But Napoleon fell. The 
Prince of Little Lilliput and his companions in 
patriotism and misfortune returned from their exile, 
panting \vitli hope and vengeance. A Congress was 
held to settle the affairs of agitated Germany, Where 
was the Grand-Duke of Reisenburg ? His hard- 
earned crown tottered on his head. Where was his 
crafty Minister, the supporter of revolutionary 
France, the friend of its Imperial enslaver, the con- 
stant enemy of the House of Austria ? At the very 
Congress which, according to the expectations of the 
exiled princes, was to restore them to their own 
dominions, and to reward their patriotic loyalty with 
the territories of their revolutionary brethren; yes ! 
at this very Congress was Beckendorff; not as a 
suppliant, not as a victim, but seated at the right h^d 
of Mettemich, and watching, with parental affection, 
the first interesting and infantile movements of Aalt 
most prosperous of political bantling, the H^ly 
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Miance. You may well imagine that the military 
C^rand-Duke had a much better chance in political 
negotiation than the emigrant Prince. In addition 
t^ this, the Grand-Duke of Reisenburg had married, 
during the war, a princess of a powerful house; and 
the allied sovereigns were eager to gain the future aid 
and constant co-operation of a mind like Becken- 
dorff’s. The Prince of Little Lilliput, the patriot, 
was rewarded for his conduct by being restored to his 
forfeited possessions; and the next day he became 
the subject of his former enemy, the Giand-Duke of 
Reisenburg, the traitor. What think you of Monsieur 
Beckendorff ? * 

‘One of the most interesting characters I have long 
heard of. But his pupil appears to be a man of mind.' 

‘You shall hear. I should, however, first mention 
that while Beckendorff has not scrupled to resort to 
any measures, or adopt any opinions in order to 
further the interests of his monarch and his country, 
he has in every manner shown that personal aggrandise- 
ment has never been his object. He lives in perfect 
retirement, scarcely with an attendant, and his 
moderate official stipend amply supports his more 
moderate expenditure. The subjects of the Grand- 
Duke may well be grateful that they have a Minister 
without relations and without favourites. The Grand- 
Duke is, unquestionably, a man of talents; but at the 
same time, perhaps, one of the most weak-minded men 
that ever breatlied. He was fortunate in meeting 
with Beckendorff early in life; and as the influence 
of the Minister has not for a moment ceased over the 
mind of the monarch, to the world the Grand-Duke of 
Reisenburg has always appeared to be an individual 
of a strong mind and consistent conduct. But when 
you have lived as much and as intimately in liis Court 
as I have done, you will find how easily the world may 
be deceived. Since the close connection which now 
tetween Reisenburg and Austria took place, 
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Beckendorff has, in a great de^ee, revived thfe 
ancient privileges of blood and birth. A Minister who 
has sprung from the people will always conciliate tlie 
aristocracy. Having no family influence of his own, 
he endeavours to gain the influence of others; and it 
often happens that merit is never less considered than 
when merit has made the Minister. A curious instance 
of this occurs in a neighbouring State. There the 
Premier, decidedly a man of great talents, is of as 
humble an origin as Beckendorff. With no family to 
uphold him, he supports himself by a lavish division 
ot all the places and patronage of the state among the 
nobles. If the younger son or brother of a peer dare 
to sully his oratorical virginity by a chance observa- 
tion in the Lower Chamber, the Minister, himself a 
real orator, immediately rises to congratulate, in 
pompous phrase, the House and the country on the 
splendid display which has made this night memorable; 
and on the decided advantages which must accrue 
both to their own resolutions and the national interests, 
from the future participation of his noble friend in 
their deliberations. All about him are young nobles, 
quite unfit for the discharge of their respective duties. 
His private secretary is unable to coin a sentence, 
almost to direct a letter, but he is noble ! The 
secondary officials cannot be trusted even in the least 
critical conjunctures, but they are noble I And the 
Prime Minister of a pow^erful empire is forced to rise 
early and be up late; not to meditate on the present 
fortunojs or future destinies of his country, but by his 
person^ exertions to compensate for the inefficiency 
and expiate the blunders of his underlings, whom ms 
unfortunate want of blood has forced him to over- 
whelm with praises which they do not deserve, and 
they cannot discharge. 1 do not wish you 
to infer that the policy of Beckendorff has been 
actuate! by the feelings which influence the Minister 
whom I have noticed, from whose conduct in tUl 
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respect his own materially differs. On the 
contrary, liis connection with Austria is in all pro- 
bability the primary great cause. However this may 
be|, certain it is, that all offices about the Court and 
connected with the army (and I need not remind you, 
that at a small German Court these situations are 
often the most important in the State) can only be 
filled by the nobility; nor can any person who has the 
misfortune of not inheriting the magical monosyllable 
von before his name, the shibboleth of nobility, and 
the symbol of territorial pride, violate by their un- 
hallowed presence the sanctity of Court dinners, or 
the as sacred ceremonies of a noble fete. But while 
a monopoly of those offices which for their due per- 
formance require only a showy exterior or a schooled 
address, is granted to the nobles, all those State 
charges which require the exercise of intellect are now 
chiefly filled by the bourgeoisie. At the same time, 
however, that both our Secretaries of State, many of 
our privy Councillors, war Councillors, forest Coun- 
cillors, and finance Councillors, are to be reckoned 
among the second class, still not one of these exalted 
individuals, who from their situations are necessarily 
in constant personal communication with the Sovereign, 
ever see that Sovereign except in his Cabinet and his 
Council-chamber. Beckendorff himself, the Premier, 
is the son of a peasant; and of course not noble. 
Nobility, which has been proffered him, not only by 
his own monarch, but by most of the sovereigns of 
Europe, he has invariably refused; and consequently 
never appears at Court. The truth is, that, from dis- 
position, he is little inclined to mix with men; and he 
has taken advantage of his want of an escutcheon 
completely to exempt himself from all those duties of 
etiquette which his exalted situation would otherwise 
have imposed upon him. None can complain of the 
haughtiness of the nobles when, ostensibly, the 
Minister himself is not exempted from their exclusive 
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regulations. If you go to Reisenburg, you will n^t 
therefore see Beckendorff, who lives, as I have meh- 
tioned, in solitude, about thirty miles from the capital; 
communicating only with his Royal master, the foreign 
Ministers, and one or two official characters of his own 
country. I was myself an inmate of the Court for 
upwards of two years. During that time I never saw 
the Minister; and, with the exception of some members 
of the royal family, and the chaiacters I have 
mentioned, I never knew one person who had even 
caught a glimpse of the individual who may indeed 
be said to be regulating their destinies. 

‘It is at the Court, then,’ continued Mr Sievers, 
‘when he is no longer under the control of Beckendorff, 
and in those minor points which are not subjected to 
the management or influenced by the mind of the 
Minister, that the true character of the Grand-Duke 
is to be detected. Indeed it may really be said that 
the weakness of his mind has been the origin of his 
fortune. In his early youth his pliant temper adapted 
itself without a struggle to the barbarous customs 
and the brutal conduct of his father’s Court; that 
same pliancy of temper prevented him opposing with 
bigoted obstinacy the exertions of his relation to 
educate and civilise him; that same pliancy of temper 
flowed him to become the ready and the enthusiastic 
disciple of Beckendorff. Had the pupil, when l^e 
ascended the tlu'one, left his master behind him, it is 
very probable that his natural feelings would have led 
him to oppose the French; and at this moment, 
instead of being the first of the second-rate powers of 
Germany, the Grand-Duke of Reisenburg might 
himself have been a mediatised Prince. As it was, the 
same pliancy of temper which I have noticed, enabled 
-him to receive Napoleon, when an Emperor, with out- 
stretched arms; and at this moment does not prevent 
him from receiving, with equal rapture, the Imperial 
Arch-Duchess, who will soon be on her road irqin 
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Vienna to espouse his son— for, to crown his career, 
Beckendorff has successfully negotiated a marriage 
between a daughter of the House of Austria and the 
Crown Prince^ of Reisenburg. It is generally believed 
that the next step of the Diet will be to transmute the 
father's Grand-Ducal coronet into a Regal crown; 
and perhaps, my good sir, before you reach Vienna 
you may have the supreme honour of being presented 
to His Majesty the King of Reisenburg.' 

'But when you talk only of the pupil's pliancy of 
temper, am I to suppose, that in mentioning his 
talents you were speaking ironically ? * 

'By no means ! The Grank-Duke is a scholar; 
a man of refined taste, a patron of the fine arts, a lover 
of literature, a promoter of science, and what the 
world would call a philosopher. His judgment is 
sound, and generally correct — his powers of dis- 
crimination acute — and his knowledge of mankind 
greater than that of most Sovereigns; but with all 
these advantages he is cursed with such a wavering 
and indecisive temper, that when, which is usually the 
case, he has come to a right conclusion, he can never 
prevail upon himself to carry his theory into practice ; 
and with all his acuteness, his discernment, and his 
knowledge of the world, his mind is always ready to 
receive any impression from the person who last 
addresses him, though he himself be fully aware of 
the inferiority of his adviser's intellect to his own, or 
the imperfection of that adviser's knowledge. Never 
for a moment out of the sight of Beckendorff, the 
royal pupil has made an admirable political puppet, 
since his talents have always enabled him to under- 
stand the part which the Minister had forced him to 

^Hereditary Prince is the correct style of the eldest son of A 
German Grand-Duke. I have not used a title which would 
not b® understood by the English reader. Crown Prince ir 
^Iso German title; but, in strictness, only assumed by the 
add of a King. 
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perform. Thus the world has given the Grand-Duke 
credit, not only for the possession of great talents, 
but also for as much firmness of mind and decision 
of character as his Minister. But since his long- 
agitated career has become calm and tranquil, and 
Beckendorff, like a guardian spirit, has ceased to be 
ever at his elbow, the character of the Grand-Duke 
of Reisenburg begins to be understood. His Court has 
been, and still is, frequented by all the men of genius 
in Germany, who are admitted without scruple, even 
if they be not noble. But the astonishing thing is, 
that the Grand-Duke is always surrounded by every 
species of political and philosophical quack that you 
can imagine. Discussions on a free press, on the 
reformation of the criminal code, on the abolition of 
commercial duties, and such like interminable topics, 
are perpetually resounding within the palace of this 
arbitrary Prince; and the people, fired by the repre- 
sentations of the literary and political journals with 
which Reisenburg abounds, and whose bold specula- 
tions on all subjects elude the vigilance of the censor, 
by being skilfully amalgamated with a lavish praise of 
the royal character, are perpetually flattered with the 
speedy hope of becoming freemen. Suddenly, when 
all are expecting the grant of a charter or the institution 
of Chambers, Mr Beckendorff rides up from his 
retreat to the residence, and the next day the whole 
crowd of philosophers are swept from the royal 
presence, and the censorship of the press becomes so 
severe, that for a moment you would fancy that 
Reisenburg, instead of being, as it boasts itself, the 
modem Athens, had more right to the title of the 
modern Boeotia. The people, who enjoy an impaitial 
administration of equal laws, who have flourished, 
and are flourishing, under the wise and moderate rule 
of their new monarch, have in fact no inclination to 
cxett themselves for the attainment of constitutional 
liberty, in any other way than by their voices. Their 
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barbarous apathy astounds the philosophes] who, in 
despair, when the people tell them that they are happy 
and contented, artfully remind them that their happi- 
ness depends on the will of a single man; and that, 
though the present character of the monarch may 
guarantee present felicity, still they should think of 
their children, and not less exert themselves for the 
insurance of future. These representations, as con- 
stantly reiterated as the present system will allow, 
have at length produced an effect ; and political causes 
of a peculiar nature, combining their influence with 
these philosophical exertions, have of late frequently 
frightened the Grand-Duke, who, in despair, would 
perhaps grant a Constitution, if Beckendorff would 
allow liim. But the Minister is conscious that the 
people would not be happier, and do not in fact require 
one : he looks with a jealous and an evil eye on the 
charlatanism of all kinds which is now so prevalent 
at Court : he knows, from the characters of many of 
these philosophers and patriots, that tlieir private 
interest is generally the secret spring of their public 
virtue; that if the Grand-Duke, moved by their 
entreaties or seduced by their flattery, were to yield a 
little, he would soon be obliged to grant all, to their 
demands and their threats; and finally, Beckendorff 
has, of late years, so completely interwoven the policy 
oi Reisenburg with that of Austria, that he feels that 
the rock on which he has determined to found the 
greatness of his country must be quitted for ever if 
lie yield one jot to the caprice or the weakness of his 
monarch.' 

‘But Beckendorff,' said Vivian, ‘why can he not 
crusli in the bud the noxious plant which he so much 
dreads ? Why does the press speak in the least to th^ 
people ? Why is tlie Grand-Duke surrounded by any 
others except pompous Grand Marshals, and empty- 
beaded Lord Chamberlains ? 1 am surprised at tito 
indiffeience, this want of energy I ' 
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*My dear sir, there are reasons for all things. Rest 
assured that Beckendorff is not a man to act incau- 
tiousl}^ or weakly. The Grand-Duchess, the mother of 
the Crown Prince, has been long dead. Beckendorff, 
who, as a man, has the greatest contempt for women — 
as a statesman, looks to them as the most precious of 
political instruments — it was his wish to have married 
the Grand-Duke to the young Princess, who is now 
destined for his son; but, for once in his life, he failed 
in influencing his pupil. The truth was, and it is to 
this cause that we must trace the present disorganised 
state of the Court, and indeed of the Duchy, that the 
Grand- Duke had secretly married a lady to whom he 
had long been attached. This lady was a Countess, 
and his subject; and, as it was impossible by the laws 
of the kingdom that any one but a member of a reign- 
ing family could be allowed to share the throne, His 
Royal Highness had recourse to a plan wliich is not 
uncommon in this country, and espoused the lady 
with his left hand. The ceremony, which we call here 
a morganatic marriage, you have, probably, heard of 
before. The favoured female is, to all intents and 
purposes, the wife of the monarch, and shares every- 
thing except his throne. She presides at Court, but 
neither she nor her children assume the style of majesty, 
although, in some instances, the latter have been 
created princes, and acknowledged as heirs apparent, 
when there has been a default in the lineal royal issue. 
The lady of whom we are speaking, according to the 
usual custom, has assumed a name derivative from 
that of her royal husband; and, as the Grand-Duke's 
name is Charles, she is styled Madame Carolina.' 

‘And what kind of lady is Madame Carolina ?' 
asked Vivian. 

‘Philosophical! piquant I Parisian! — a genius, 
according to her friends; who, as in fact she is a Queen, 
are of course the whole w^orld. Though a German by 
family, she is a Frenchwoman by birth. Educated 
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in the spiritual saloons of the French metropolis, she 
has early imbibed superb ideas of the perfectibility 
of man, and of the “ science ” of conversation, on 
both which subjects you will not be long at Court ere 
you hear her descant ; demonstrating by the brilliancy 
of her ideas the possibility of the one, and by the 
fluency of her language her acquaintance with the 
other. She is much younger than her husband, and, 
though not exactly a model for Phidias, a most fasci- 
nating woman. Variety is the talisman by which 
she commands all hearts, and gained her monarch’s. 
She is only consistent in being delightful; but, though 
changeable, she is not capricious. Each day displays 
a new accomplisliment, as regularly as it does a new 
costume; but as the acquirement seems only valued 
by its possessor as it may delight others, so the dress 
seems worn, not so much to gratify lier own vanity, 
as to please her friends’ tastes. Genius is her idol; 
and with her, genius is found in everything. She 
speaks in equal raptures of an opera dancer, and an 
epic poet. Her ambition is to converse on all subjects; 
and by a judicious management of a great mass of 
miscellaneous reading, and by indefatigable exertions 
to render herself mistress of the prominent points of 
the topics of the day, she appears to converse on all 
subjects with ability. She takes the liveliest interest 
in the progress of mind, in all quarters of the globe; 
and imagines that she should, at the same time, immor- 
talise herself and benefit her species, could she only 
establish a Quarterly Review^ in Ashantee, and a 
scientific Gazette ai Timbuctoo. Notwithstanding 
her sudden elevation, no one has ever accused her of 
arrogance, or pride, or ostentation. Her liberal 
principles, and her enlightened views, are acknow- 
ledged by all. She advocates equality in her circle 
of privileged nobles; and is enthusiastic on the rights 
of man, in a country where justice is a favour. Her 
boast is to be surrounded by men of genius, and her 
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delight to correspond with the most celebrated persons 
of ^1 countries. She is herself a literary character 
of no mean celebrity. Few months have elapsed since 
enraptured Reisenburg hailed from her glowing pen, 
two neat octavos, bearing the title of Memoirs of the 
Court of Charlemagne, which give an interesting and 
accurate picture of the age, and delight the modem 
public with vivid descriptions of the cookery, costume, 
and conversation of the eighth century. You smile, 
my friend, at Madame Carolina’s production. Do 
not you agree with me, that it requires no mean talent 
to convey a picture of the bustle of a levee during the 
middle ages ? Conceive Sir Oliver looking in at his 
club ! and fancy the small talk of Roland during a 
morning visit ! Yet even the fame of this work is 
to be eclipsed by Madame’s forthcoming quarto of 
Haroun al Raschid and his Times. This, it is whispered, 
is to be a chef d'ceuvre, enriched by a chronological 
arrangement, by a celebrated oriental scholar, of all 
the anecdotes in the Arabian Nights relating to the 
Caliph. It is, of course, the sun of Madame’s patronage 
that has hatched into noxious life the swarm of 
sciolists who now infest the Court, and who are sapping 
the husband’s political power, while they are estab- 
lishing the wife’s literary reputation. So much for 
Madame Carolina ! I need hardly add, that during 
your short stay at Court you will be delighted with 
her. If ever you know her as well as I do, you will 
find her vain, superficial, heartless; her sentiment — 
a system : her enthusiasm — exaggeration; and her 
genius — merely a clever adoption of the profundity 
of others.’ 

''And Beckendorff and the lady are not friendly?’ 
asked Vivian, who was delighted with his communica- 
tive companion. 

‘ Beckendorff ’s is a mind that such a woman cannot 
comprehend* He treats her with contempt, and, if 
possible, views her with hatred; for he considers that 
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she has degraded the character of his pupil : while 
she, on the contrary, wonders by what magic spell he 
exercises such influence over the conduct of her 
husband. At first, Beckendorff treated her and her 
circle of illuminati with contemptuous silence; but, 
in politics, nothing is contemptible. The Minister, 
knowing that the people were prosperous and happy, 
cared little for projected constitutions, and less for 
metaphysical abstractions; but some circumstances have 
lately occurred, which, I imagine, have convinced him 
that for once he has miscalculated. After the arrange- 
ment of the German States, when the Princes were 
first mediatised, an attempt was made, by means of 
a threatening league, to obtain for these political 
victims a very ample share of the power and patronage 
of the new State of Reisenburg. This plan failed, 
from the lukewarmness and indecision of our good 
friend of Little Lilliput ; who, between ourselves, was 
prevented from joining the alliance by the intrigues of 
Beckendorff. Beckendorff secretly took measures 
that the Prince should be promised, that in case of 
his keeping backward he should obtain more than 
would fail to his lot by leading the van. The Prince of 
Little Lilliput and his peculiar friends accordingly 
were quiet, and the attempt of the other chieftains 
failed. It was then that His Highness found he had 
been duped. Beckendorff would not acknowledge the 
authority, and, of course, did not redeem the pledge 
of his agent. The effect that this affair produced upon 
the Prince's mind you can conceive. Since then, he 
has never frequented Reisenburg, but constantly 
resided either at his former Capital, now a provincial 
town of the Grand Duchy, or at his castle; viewed, 
you may suppose, with no very cordial feeling by his 
companions in misfortune. But the thirst of revenge 
will inscribe the bitterest enemies in the same muster* 
roll, and the Princes, incited by the bold carriage of 
Madame Carolina's philosophical prot^g^s, and induced 
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to believe that Beckendorff's power is on the wane, 
have again made overtures to our friend, without 
whose powerful assistance they feel that they have 
but little chance of success. Observe how much more 
men's conduct is influenced by circumstances than 
principles. When these persons leagued together 
before, it was w'lth the avowed intention of obtaining 
a share of the power and patronage of the State; the 
great body of the people, of course, did not sympathise 
in that, which, after all, to them was a party quarrel 
and by the joint exertions of open force and secret 
intrigue the Court triumphed. But now, these same 
individuals come forward, not as indignant Princes 
demanding a share of the envied tyranny, but as ardent 
patriots advocating a people's rights. The public, 
though I believe that in fact they wall make no bodily 
exertion to acquire a constitutional freedom, the 
absence of which they can only abstractedly feel, 
have no objection to attain that which they are 
assured will not injure their situation, provided it 
be by the risk and exertions of others. So far, there- 
fore, as clamour can support the Princes they have the 
people on their side; and as upwards of three hundred 
thousand of the Grand-Ducal subjects are still living 
on their estates, and still consider themselves as their 
serfs, they trust that some excesses from this great 
body may incite the rest of the people to similar 
outrages. The natural disposition of mankind to imita- 
tion, particularly when the act to be imitated is popular, 
deserves attention. The Court is divided ; for the exer- 
tionsof Madame, and the bewitching influence of Fashion, 
have turned the heads even of gray-beards; and to 
give you only one instance. His Excellency the Grand 
Marshal, proleg^ of the House of Austria, and a favour- 
ite of Metternich, the very person to whose interests, 
and as a reward for whose services, our princely friend 
W’as sacrificed by the Minister, has now himself become 
a pupil in the school of modern philosophy, and 
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drivels out, with equal ignorance and fervour, en- 
lightened notions on the most obscure subjects. In 
the midst of all this confusion, the Grand-Duke is 
timorous, dubious, and uncertain. Beckendorff has 
a difficult game to play; he may fall at last. Such, 
my dear sir, are the tremendous consequences of a 
weak prince marrying a blue-stocking.* 

‘And the Crown Prince, Mr Sievers, how does he 
conduct himself at this interesting moment ? or is 
his mind so completely engrossed by the anticipation 
of his Imperial alliance, that he has no thought for 
anything but his approaching bride ? * 

‘The Crown Prince, my dear sir, is neither thinking 
of his bride, nor of anything else : he is a hunch- 
backed idiot. Of his deformities I have myself been 
a witness; and though it is difficult to give an opinion 
of the intellect of a being with whom you have never 
cnterchanged a syllable, nevertheless his countenance 
does not contradict the common creed. I say the 
common creed, Mr Grey, for there are moments when 
the Crown Prince of Reisenburg is spoken of by his 
future subjects in a very different manner. When- 
ever any unpopular act is committed, or any unpopular 
plan suggested by the Court or the Grand-Duke, then 
whispers are immediately afloat that a future Brutus 
must be looked for in their Prince : then it is generally 
understood that his idiocy is only assumed; and what 
woman does not detect, in the glimmerings of his lack- 
lustre eye, the vivid sparks of suppressed genius ! In 
a short time the cloud blows over the Court; dissatis- 
faction disappears; and the moment that the monarch 
is again popular, the unfortunate Crown Prince again 
becomes the uninfluential object of pity or derision, 
AU immediately forget that his idiocy is only asssumed, 
and what woman ever ceases from deploring the 
unhappy lot of the future wife of their impuissant 
Prince ! Such, my dear sir, is the way of mankind 1 
At the first glance it would appear, that in this world 
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monarchs, on the whole, have it pretty well their own 
way; but reflection will soon enable us not to envy 
their situations; and speaking as a father, which 
unfortunately I am not, should I not view with disgust 
that lot in life which necessarily makes my son — my 
enemy ? The Crown Prince of all countries is only a 
puppet in the hands of the people, to be played against 
his own father.’ 
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CHAPTER V 

The Prince returned home at a late hour, and immedi- 
ately inquired for Vivian. During dinner, which he 
hastily dispatched, it did not escape our hero's atten- 
tion that His Highness was unusually silent and, 
indeed, agitated. 

'When we have finished our meal, my good friend,' 
at length said the Prince, ' 1 very much wish to consult 
with you on a most important business.' Since the 
explanation of last night, the Prince, in private con- 
versation, had dropped his regal plural. 

‘I am ready at once,' said Vivian. 

'You will think it very strange, Mr Grey, when you 
become acquainted with the nature of my communica- 
tion; you will justly consider it most strange — most 
singular — that I should choose for a confidant and a 
counsellor in an important business, a gentleman 
with whom I have been acquainted so short a time 
as yourself. But, sir, I have well weighed, at least I 
have endeavoured well to weigh, all the circumstances 
and contingencies which such a confidence would 
involve; and the result of my reflection is, that I will 
look to you as a friend and adviser, feeling sure 
that both from your situation and your disposition, 
no temptation exists which can induce you to betray 
or to deceive me.' Though the Prince said this with 
an appearance of perfect sincerity, he stopped and 
looked very earnestly in his guest's face, as if he would 
read his secret thoughts, or were desirous of now giving 
him an opportunity of answering. 

'So far as the certainty of your confidence being 
respected,' answered Vivian, 'I trust your Highness 
may communicate to me with the most assured 
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spirit. But while my ignorance of men and affairs 
in this country will ensure you from any treachery 
on my part, I very much fear that it will also preclude 
me from affording you any advantageous advice or 
assistance.' 

‘On that head/ replied the Prince, 'I am of course 
the best judge. The friend w'hom I need is a man not 
ignorant of the world, with a cool head and an impartial 
mind. Though young, 3^ou have said and told me 
enough to prove that you arc not unacquainted with 
mankind. Of your courage, I have already had a 
convincing proof. In the business in which I require 
your assistance, freedom from national prejudices 
will materially increase the value of your advice; 
and therefore I am far from being unwilling to consult 
a person ignorant, according to your own phrase, of 
men and affairs in this country. Moreover, your 
education as an Englishman has early led you to 
exercise your mind on political subjects; and it is in 
a political business that I require your aid/ 

‘Am 1 fated always to be the diy nurse of an embryo 
faction !’ thought Vivian; and he watched earnestly 
the countenance of the Prince. In a moment he 
expected to be invited to become a counsellor of the 
leagued Princes. Either the lamp was burning dim, 
or the blazing w^ood fire had suddenly died aw^ay, or a 
mist was over Vivian’s eyes; but for a moment he 
almost imagined that he w^as sitting opposite his old 
friend, the Marquess of Carabas. The Prince’s phrase 
had given rise to a thousand agonising associations : 
in an instant Vivian had worked up his mind to a 
pitch of nervous excitement. 

'Political business?’ said Vivian in an agitated 
voice, * You could not address a more unfortunate 
person. I have seen, Prince, too much of politics 
ever to wish to meddle with them again.' 

‘You are too quick, my good friend,’ continued His 
Highness. ‘I may wish to consult you on political 
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business, and yet have no intention of engaging you in 
politics — which indeed is quite a ridiculous idea. But 
I see that I was right in supposing that these subjects 
have engaged your attention.’ 

'I have seen, in a short time, a great deal of the 
political world,’ answered Vivian, who was almost 
ashamed of his previous emotion ; ‘and I thank Heaven 
daily, that I have no chance of again having any 
connection with it.’ 

‘Well, well ! that as it may be. Nevertheless, 
your experience is only another inducement to me to 
request your assistance. Do not fear that I wish to 
embroil you in politics; but I hope you will not refuse, 
although almost a stranger, to add to the very great 
obligations wliicli I am already under to you, and give 
me the benefit of your opinion.’ 

‘Your Highness may speak with perfect unreserve, 
and reckon upon my delivering my genuine senti- 
ments.’ 

‘You have not forgotten, I venture to believe,’ said 
the Prince, 'our short conversation of last night ?’ 

‘It was of too interesting a nature easily to escape 
my memory. 

‘Before I can consult 5^ou on the subject which at 
present interests me, it is necessary that I should 
make you a little acquainted with the present state 
of public affairs here, and the characters of the principal 
individuals who control them. 

‘So far as an account of the present state of political 
parties, the history of the Grand-Duke’s career, 
and that of his Minister Mr Beckendorff, and their 
reputed characters, will form part of your Highness’ 
narrative, by so much may its length be curtailed, 
and your trouble lessened; for I have at different 
times picked up, in casual conversation, a great deal 
of information on these topics. Indeed, you may 
address me, in this respect, as you would any German 
gentleman, who, not being himself personally interested 
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in public life, is of course not acquainted with its most 
secret details.’ 

‘1 did not reckon on this,’ said the Prince, in a 
cheerful voice. 'This is a great advantage, and another 
reason that I should no longer hesitate to develop to 
you a certain affair which now occu|>ies my mind. To 
be short,' continued' the Prince, ‘it is of the letter 
vhich I so mysteriously received last night, and 
which, as you must have remarked, very much agitated 
me—^t is on this letter that I wish to consult you. 
Bearing in mind the exact position — ^the avowed and 
public position — in which I stand, as connected with 
the Court; and having a due acquciintance which you 
state you have, with the character of Mr Beckendoxff, 
what think you of this letter ? ’ 

So saying the Prince leant over the table, and 

handed to Vivian the following epistle. 

( 

‘to his highness the prince of little LILLIPOT. 

‘I am commanded by His Royal Highness toinfmm 
jmur PQghness, that His Royd Highness has con- 
sidered the request which was signed by your Highnesw 
and other noblemen, and presented by you to His 
Royal Highness in a private interview. His Royal 
Highness commands me to state, that that request 
wiU receive his most attentive consideration. At the 
same time, His Royal Highness also commands me to 
observe, t^t in bringing about the completion of the 
result desired by all parties, it is difficult to cany tm 
the necessary communications merely by written 
documents; and His Royal Highness has therefore 
commanded me to submit to your Highness the adidsa- 
bility of taking some steps in order to further the 
possibility of the occnitence of an oral interdhaage of 
the sentiments of the respective parties. Bang aware, 
from the position 'which your Highness has thought 
^groper at present to maintain, and from other* causes 
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which are of too delicate a nature to be noticed in any 
other way except by allusion, that your Highness may 
feel difficulty in personally communicating with His 
Royal Highness, without consulting the wishes and 
opinions of the other Princes; a process to which, it 
must be evident to your Highness, His Royal Highness 
feels it impossible to submit; and, at the same time, 
desirous of forwarding the progress of those views 
which His Royal Highness and your Highness may 
conjunctively consider calculated to advance the well- 
being of the State, I have to submit to your Highness 
the propriety of considering the propositions contained 
in the enclosed paper; which, if your Highness keep 
unconnected with this communication, the purport 
of this letter will be confined to your Highness. 

' Propositions 

* 1st. That an interview shall take place between 
your Highness and myself; the object of which shall 
be the consideration of measures by which, when 
adopted, the various interests now in agitation shall 
respectively be regarded. 

‘ 2n<i That this interview shall be secret; your 
Highness being incognito." 

‘If your Highness be disposed to accede to the first 
proposition. I beg to submit to you, that from the 
nature of my residence, its situation, and other causes, 
there will be no fear that any suspicion of the fact of 
Mr von Philipson acceding to the two propHJsitions 
will gaih notoriety. This letter will be ddivered into 
yomr own hands. If Mr von Philip^n determine on 
acceding to these propositions, he is most probably 
aware of the general locality in which my residence 
is situat<id; and proper measures will be taken that, 
if Mr PhiMpsOn honour me with a visit, he shall 
not fee under the necessity of attracting attention, by 
iiKjtlMng thfe wiy to my house. It is wished that the 
fact Of the Second proposition being acceded to, should 
V.C. P 
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only be known to Mr von Philipson and myself; but 
if to be perfectly unattended be considered as an 
insuperable objection, I consent to his being accom- 
panied by a single friend. I shall be alone. 

‘Beckendorff.’ 

‘Well!* said the Prince, as Vivian finished the 
letter. 

‘The best person,’ said Vivian, ‘to decide upon your 
Highness consenting to this interview is yourself.* 

‘ That is not the point on which I wish to have the 
benefit of your opinion; for I have already consented. 
I rode over this morning to my cousin, the Duke of 
Micromegas, and di^atched from his residence a 
trusty messenger to Seckendorff. I have agreed to 
meet him— and to-morrow; but on the express terms 
that I should not be unattended. Now, then,* con- 
tinued the Prince, with great energy, ‘ now then will 
you be my companion ? * 

‘11* said Vivian. 

‘Yes; you, my good friend! you. I should con- 
sider myself as safe if I were sleeping in a burning 
house as I should be were I with Beckendorff alone. 
Atlhough this is not the first time that we have com- 
municated, I have never yet seen him; and I am fully 
aware that if the approaching interview were Imown 
to my friends they would consider it high time that 
my son reigned in my stead. But I am resolved to 
be firm — to be inflexible. My course is plain* I am 
not to be again duped by him; which, * continued the 
Prince, very much confused ‘ I will not conceal that I 
have been once.* 

‘ But I ! * said Vivian ; ‘ I — ^what good can I possibly 
do ? It appears to me, that if Beckendorff U to be 
dreaded as you describe the presence or the atten- 
dance of no friend can possibly save you from bis arafty 
plans. But surely if any one attend you, why not 
be accompanied by a person whom you have known 
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long, and who knows you well — on whom you can 
confidently rely, and who may be aware, from a 
thousand signs and circumstances which will never 
attract my attention, at what particular and pressing 
moments you may require prompt and energetic 
assistance. Such is the companion you want; and 
surely such an one you may find in Arnelm — Von 
Neuwied ' 

‘Arnelm! Von Neuwied!' said the Prince; ‘the 
best hand at sounding a bugle, or spearing a boar, in 
all Reisenberg ! Excellent men, forsooth, to guard 
their master from the diplomatic deceits of the wily 
Beckendorff ! Moreover, were they to have even the 
slightest suspicion of my intended movement, they 
would commit rank treason out of pure loyalty, and 
lock me up in my own Cabinet ! No, no ! they will 
never do : I want a companion of experience and 
knowledge of the world ; with whom I may converse 
with some prospect of finding my wavering firmness 
strengthened, or my misled judgment rightly guided, 
or my puzzled brain cleared — ^modes of assistance 
to which the worthy Jagd Junker is but little accus- 
tomed, however quickly he might hasten to my side 
in a combat, or the chase.' 

‘ If these, then, will not do, surely there is one man 
in this castle, who, although he may not be a match for 
Beckendorff, can be foiled by few others — Mr Sievers ? ' 
said Vivian, with an inquiring eye. 

‘ Sievers ! ' exclaimed the Prince with great eagerness; 
‘the very man I firm, experienced and sharp-witted — 
well schooled in political learning, in case I required 
his assistance in arranging the terms of the intended 
Charter, or the plan of the intended Chambers; for 
these, of course, are the points on which Beckendorff 
wishes to consult. But one thing I am determined on : 
I positively pledge myself to nothing, while unde* 
Beckendorfi's roof. He doubtless anticipates, by my 
visit, to grant the liberties of the people on his own 
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terms : perhaps Mr Beckendorff, for once in his life, 
may be mistaken. 1 am not to be deceived twice, 
and I am determined not to yield the point of the 
Treasury being under the control of the Senate. That 
is the part of the harness which galls ; and to preserve 
themselves from this rather inconvenient regulation, 
without question, my good friend Beckendorff has hit 
upon this plan. 

'Then Mr Sievers will accompany you?' asked 
Vivian, calling the Prince's attention to the point 
of consultation. 

' The very man for it my dear friend ! but although 
Beckendorff, most probably respecting my presence, 
and taking into consideration the circumstances under 
wliich we meet, would refrain from consigning Sievers 
to a dungeon; still, although the Minister invites this 
interview, and although I have no single inducement 
to conciliate him; yet it would scarcely be correct, 
scarcely dignified on my part, to prove, by the presence 
of my companion, that I had for a length of time 
harboured an individual who, by Beckendorff's own 
exertions, was banished from the Grand-Duchy. It 
would look too much like a bravado.' 

*Oh !' said Vivian, ‘is it so ? and pray of what was 
Mr Sievers guilty ? ' 

‘Of high treason against one who was not his 
Sovereign.' 

‘ How is that ? ' 

‘Sievers, who is a man of considerable talents, was 
for a long time a professor in one of our great Univer- 
sities. The publication of many able works procured 
him a reputation which induced Madame Carolina to 
use every exertion to gain his attendance at Court; 
and a courtier in time the professor became. At 
Reisenburg, Mr Sievers was the great authority on all 
possible subjects — philosophical, literary, and political. 
Id fact, he was the fashion ; and at the head of the great 
hterarj^ journal which is there published he terrified 
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admiring Germany with his profound and piquant 
critiques. Unfortunately, like some men as good, he 
was unaware that Reisenburg was not an independent 
State; and so, on the occasion of Austria attacking 
Naples, Mr Sievers took the opportunity of attacking 
Austria. His article, eloquent, luminous, profound, 
revealed the dark colours of the Austrian policy; as 
an artist’s lamp brings out the murky tints of a Spag- 
noletto. Every one admired Sievers bitter sarcasms, 
enlightened views and indignant eloquence. Madame 
Carolina crowned him with laurel in the midst of 
her coterie; and it is said that the Grand-Duke sent 
him a snuff-box. In a very short time the article 
reached Vienna; and in a still shorter time Mr Becken- 
dorff reached the residence, and insisted on the author 
being immediately given up to the Austrian Govern- 
ment. Madame Carolina was in despair, the Grand- 
Duke in doubt, and Beckendorff threatened to resign 
if the order were not signed. A kind friend, perhaps 
His Royal Highness himself, gave Sievers timely notice, 
and by rapid flight he reached my castle, and demanded 
my hospitality; he has lived here ever since, and has 
done me a thousand services, not the least of which is 
the education which he has given rny son, my glorious 
Maximihan.' 

‘And Beckendorff,’ asked Vivian, ‘has he always 
been aware that Sievers was concealed here ? ’ 

‘That I cannot answer: had he been, it is not 
improbable that he would have winked at it; since 
it never has been hk policy, unnecessarily to annoy 
a mediatised Prince, or without great occasion to let 
us feel that our independence is gone — I will not, with 
such a son as I have, say — for ever.' 

‘Mr Sievers of course, then, cannot visit Becken 
dorff/ said Vivian. 

‘That is clear,' said the Prince, ‘and I therefm'e 
trust that you will no longer refuse my first request.' 

It was impossible for Vivian to deny the Prince any 
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longer; and indeed he had no objection (as His 
Highness could not be better attended) to seize the 
singular and unexpected opportunity which now 
offered itself, of becoming acquainted with an indivi- 
dual respecting whom his curiosity was much excited. 
It was a late hour ere the Prince and his friend retired; 
having arranged everything for the morrow’s journey, 
and conversed on the probable subjects of the approach- 
ing interview at great length. 
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CHAPTER VI 

On the following morning, before sunrise, the Prince's 
valet roused Vivian from his slumbers. According to 
the appointment of the preceding evening, Vivian 
repaired in due time to a certain spot in the park 
The Prince reached it at the same moment. A 
mounted groom, leading two English horses, of showy 
appearance, and each having a travelling case strapped 
on the back of its saddle, awaited them. His Highness 
mounted one of the steeds with skilful celerity, although 
Amelm and Von Neuwied were not there to do honour 
to his bridle and his stirrup. 

‘You must give me an impartial opinion of your 
courser, my dear friend,' said the Prince to Vivian, 
‘for if you deem it worthy of being bestridden by you, 
my son requests that you will do him the honour of 
accepting it; if so, call it Max; and provided it be as 
thorough-bred as the donor, you need not change it 
for Bucephalus.' 

‘Not unworthy of the son of Ammon !' said Vivian, 
as he touched the spirited animal with the spur, and 
proved its fiery action on the springing turf. 

A man never feels so proud or so sanguine as when 
he is bounding on the back of a fine horse. Cares fly 
with the first curvet; and the very sight of a spur is 
enough to prevent one committing suicide. 

When Vivian and his companion had proceeded 
about five miles, the Prince pulled up, and giving a 
sealed letter to the groom, he desired him to leave 
them. The Prince and Vivian amused themselves 
by endeavouring to form some conception of the 
person, manners, and habits of the remarkable man 
to whom they were on the point of passing so interesting 
a visit 
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‘I expect, Vivian, to be received with folded arms, 
and a brow lowering with the overwhelming weight of 
a brain meditating for the control of millions. His 
letter has prepared us for the mysterious, but not very 
amusing style of liis conversation. He will be per- 
petually on liis guard not to commit himself; and 
although public business, and the receipt of papers, 
by calling him away, will occasionally give us an oppor- 
tunity of being alone, still 1 regret that 1 did not put 
up in my case some interesting volume which would 
have allowed me to feel less tedious those hours, 
during which you will necessarily be employed with 
him in private consultation.' 

After a ride of five hours, the horsemen arrived at 
a small village. 

'Thus far I think I have well piloted you,’ said the 
Prince : 'but I confess my knowledge here ceases; 
and though I shall disobey the diplomatic instructions 
of the great man, I must even ask some old woman the 
way to Mr Beckendorff’s.’ 

While they were hesitating as to whom they should 
address, an equestrian, who had already passed them 
on the road, though at some distance, came up, and 
inquired, in a voice which Vivian recognised as that 
of the messenger who had brought Beckendorff’s 
letter to Turriparva, whether he had the honour of 
addressing Mr von Philipson. Neither of the gentle- 
men answered, for Vivian of course expected the 
Prince to reply; and His Highness was, as yet, so 
unused to his incognito, that he had actually forgotten 
his own name. But it was evident that the demandant 
had questioned, rather from system than by way of 
secunty; and he waited patiently until the Prince had 
collected his senses, and assumed sufficient gravity of 
countenance to inform the horseman that he was the 
person in question. 'What, sir, is your pleasure ?* 

instructed to ride on before you, sir, that you 
may not mistake your way;’ and without waiting for 
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an answer, the laconic messenger turned his steed^s 
head, and trotted off. 

The travellers soon left the high road, and turned 
up a wild turf path, not only inaccessible to carriages, 
but even requiring great attention from horsemen. 
After much winding, and some floundering, they 
arrived at a light iron gate, which apparently opened 
into a shrubbery. 

T will take your horses here, gentlemen,’ said the 
guide; and getting off his horse, he opened the gate. 
‘Follow this path, and 3’^ou can meet with no difficulty. * 
The Prince and Vivian accordingly dismounted; and 
the guide immediately gave a loud shrill whistle. 

The path ran, for a very short way, through the 
shrubbery, which evidently was a belt encircling the 
grounds. From this, the Prince and Vivian emerged 
upon an ample lawn, which formed on the farthest side 
a terrace, by gradually sloping down to the marpn 
of a river. It was enclosed on the other side, and white 
pheasants were feeding in its centre. Following the 
path which skirted the lawn, they arrived at a second 
gate, which opened into a garden, in which no signs of 
the taste at present existing in Germany for the 
English system of picturesque pleasure-grounds were 
at all visible. The walk was bounded on both sides 
by tall borders, or rather hedges, of box, cut into the 
shape of battlements; the sameness of these turrets 
being occasionally varied by the immovable form of 
some trusty warder, carved out of yew or laurel. 
Raised terraces and arched walks, aloes and orange- 
trees mounted on sculptured pedestals, columns of 
cypress, and pyramids of bay, whose dark foliage 
strikingly contrasted with the marble statues, and the 
white vases shining in the sun, rose in all directions 
in methodical confusion. The sound of a fountain was 
not wanting; and large beds of beautiful flowers 
abounded. Proceeding through a very lofty her^eau, 
occasional openings in whose curving walks allowed 
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effective glimpses of a bust or a statue, the companions 
at length came in sight of the house. It was a long, 
uneven, low building, evidently of ancient architec- 
ture. Numerous stacks of tall and fantastically- 
shaped chimneys rose over three thick and heavy 
gables, which reached down farther than the middle 
of the elevation, forming three compartments, one of 
them including a large and modern bow-window, 
over which clustered in profusion the sweet and glow- 
ing blossoms of the clematis and the pomegranate. 
Indeed, the whole front of the house was so com- 
pletely covered with a rich scarlet -creeper that is 
was almost imjDossible to ascertain of what materials 
it was built. As Vivian was admiring a white peacock, 
which, attracted by their approach, had taken the 
opportunity of unfurling its wheeling train, a man 
came forward from the bow-window. 

In height he was about five feet eight inches, and of 
a spare but well-proportioned figure. He had very 
little hair, which was highly powdered, and dressed 
in a manner to render more remarkable the elevation 
of his conical and polished forehead. His long piercing 
black eyes were almost closed, from the fulness of their 
upp>er lids. His cheek w^as sallow, his nose aquiline, 
his mouth compressed. His ears, which were quite 
uncovered, were so very small that it would be wrong 
to pass them over unnoticed ; as indeed were his hands 
and feet, which in form were quite feminine. He was 
dressed in a coat and waistcoat of black velvet, the 
latter part of his costume reaching to his thighs; and 
ina button holeof his coat was alarge buiichof tube-rose. 
The broad collar of his exquisitely plaited shirt, though 
tied round with a wide black ribbon, did not conceal 
a neck which agreed well with his beardless chin, and 
would not have misbecome a woman. In England we 
should have called his breeches buckskin. They were 
of a pale yellow leather, and suited his large and spur- 
armed cavalry boots, which fitted closely to the 
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they covered, reaching over the knees of the wearer. 
A ribbon round his neck, tucked into his waistcoat- 
pocket, was attached to a small French watch. He 
swung in his right hand the bow of a violin; and in 
the other, the little linger of which was nearly hid by 
a large antique ring, he held a white handkerchief 
strongly perfumed with violets. Notwithstanding 
the many feminine characteristics which I have 
noticed, either from the expression of the eyes, or the 
formation of the mouth, the countenance of this 
individual generally conveyed an impression of firmness 
and energy. This description will not be considered 
ridiculously minute by those who have never had an 
opportunity of becoming acquainted with the person 
of so celebrated a gentleman as Mr Beckendorff. 

He advanced to the Prince witli an air which seemed 
to proclaim, that as his person could not be mistaken, 
the ceremonyof introduction was perfectly unnecessary. 
Bowing in the most ceremonious and courtly manner, 
to His Highness, Mr Beckendorff in a weak, but not 
unpleasing voice, said that he was ‘honoured by the 
presence of Mr von Philipson.' The Prince answered 
his salutation in a manner equally ceremonious, and 
equally courtly; for, having no mean opinion of his 
own diplomatic abilities. His Highness determined 
that neither by an excess of coldness nor cordiality 
on his part should the Minister gather the slightest 
indication of the temper in which he had attended the 
interview. You see that even the bow of a diplomatist 
is a serious business ! 

‘Mr Beckendorff,' said His Highness, ‘my letter 
doubtless informed you that I should avail myself of 
your permission to be accompanied. Let me have 
the honour of presenting to you my friend. Mi Grey , 
an English gentleman.' 

,As the Prince spoke, Beckendorff stood with, has 
arms crossed behind him, and his chin resting upon his 
chest ; but his eyes at the same time so raised as to 
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look His Highness full in the face. Vivian was so 
struck by his posture, and the expression of his 
countenance, that he nearly omitted to bow when he 
was presented. As his name was mentioned, the 
Minister gave him a sharp, sidelong glance, and moving 
his head very slightly, he invited his guests to enter 
the house. Tlie gentlemen accordingly complied with 
his request. Passing through the bow window, they 
found themselves in a well-sized room, the sides of 
which were covered with shelves filled with richly- 
bound books. There was nothing in the room which 
gave the slightest indication that the master of the 
library was any otlier than a private gentleman. Not 
a book, not a chair was out of its place. A purple 
inkstand of Sevres and a very highly-tooled morocco 
portfolio of the same colour reposed on a marqueterie 
table, and tliat was all. No papers, no dispatches, no 
red tape, and no red boxes. Over an ancient chimney, 
lined with china tiles, on which were represented 
grotesque figures — cows playing the harp — monkeys 
acting monarchs — and tall figures all legs, flying with 
rapidity from pursuers w^ho were all head — over this 
chimney were suspended some curious pieces of antique 
armour, among which an Italian dagger, with a chased 
and jewelled hilt, was the most remarkable and the 
most precious. 

‘This,’ said Mr Beckendorff, ‘is my library.’ 

‘What a splendid poigiiard !’ said the Prince, who 
had no taste for books; and he immediately walked up 
to the chimne^^-piece. Beckendorff followed him, and 
taking down the admired weapon from its resting- 
place, proceeded to lecture on its virtues, its antiquity, 
and its beauty. Vhdan seized this opportunity of 
taking a rapid glance at the contents of the library. 
He anticipated interleaved copies of Machiavel, Vattek 
and Montesquieu; and the lightest works that he 
expected to meet with were the lying memoirs of some 
mtiiguing cardinal, or the deludiiig'apology of an exited 
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Minister. To his surprise he found that, without an 
exception, the collection consisted of poetry and 
romance. Somewhat surprised, Vivian looked with a 
curious eye on the unlettered backs of a row of mighty 
folios on a corner shelf. ‘These,' he thought, ‘at least 
must be royal ordinances, and collected state-papers.' 
The sense of propriety struggled for a moment with 
the passion of curiosity; but nothing is more difficult 
for a man who loves books than to refrain from 
examining a volume which he fancies may be unknown 
to him. From the jewelled dagger, Beckendorff had 
now got to an enamelled breast-plate. Two to one 
he should not be observed; and so, with a desperate 
pull, Vivian extracted a volume — it was a herbal I 
He tried another — it was a collection of dried insects ! 

‘And now,' said Mr Beckendorff, 'I will show you 
my drawing-room.' 

He opened a door at the farther end of the library, 
and introduced them to a room of a different character. 
The sun, which was shining very brightly, lent addi- 
tional brilliancy to the rainbow-tinted birds of paradise, 
the crimson macaws, and the green parrakeets that 
glistened on the Indian paper, which covered not only 
the walls, but also the ceiling of the room . Over the fire- 
place, a black frame, projecting from the wall and mourn- 
fully contrasting with the general brilliant appear- 
ance of the apartment, enclosed a picture of a beautiful 
female; and bending over its frame, and indeed partly 
shadowing the countenance, was the withered branch 
of a tree. A harpsichord and several cases of musical 
instruments were placed in different parts of the room; 
and suspended by very broad black ribbons from the 
wall, on each side of the picture, were a guitar and a 
tambourine. On a sofa of unusud size lay a Cremona; 
and as Mr Beckendorff passed the instrument, he 
threw by its side the bow, which he had hitherto carried 
in his hand. 

'We may as well now take something,' said Mr 
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Beckendorff, when his guests had sufficiently admired 
the room; ‘my pictures are in my dining-room — ^let 
us go there.' 

So saying, and armed this time not only with his 
bow but also with his violin, he retraced his steps 
through the library, and crossing a small passage, 
which divided the house into two compartments, he 
opened the door into his dining-room. The moment 
that they entered the room their ears were saluted, 
and indeed their senses ravished, by what appeared 
to be a concert of a thousand birds; yet none of the 
winged choristers were to be seen, and not even a single 
c^e was visible. The room, which was simply fur- 
nished, appeared at first rather gloomy; for though 
lighted by three windows, the silk blinds were all 
drawn. 

‘And now,’ said Mr Beckendorff, raising the first 
blind, ‘you shall see my pictures. At what do you 
estimate this Brueghel ?’ 

The window, which was of stained green glass, gave 
to the landscape an effect similar to that generally 
produced by the artist mentioned. The Prince, who 
was already very puzzled by finding one who, at the 
same time, was both his host and his enemy, so different 
a character from what he had conceived, and who, 
being by temper superstitious, considered that this 
preliminary false opinion of his was rather a bad 
omen — did not express any very great admiration of 
the gallery of Mr Beckendorff; but Vivian, who had 
no ambitious hopes or fears to affect his temper, and 
who was higlily amused by the character with whom 
he had become so unexpectedly acquainted— ^Ood- 
naturedly humoured the fantasies of the Minister; 
and said that he preferred his picture to any Breughel 
he had ever seen. 

‘I see you have a fine taste,’ said Mr Beckendorff, 
with a serious air, but in a courteous tone; 'you shall 
•ee my Claude T 
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The rich yellow tint of the second window gave to 
the fanciful garden all that was requisite to make it 
look Italian. 

‘Have you ever been in Italy, sir ?’ asked Becken- 
dorff. 

T have not.’ 

‘You have, Mr von Philipson ?’ 

‘Never south of Germany,’ answered the Prince, 
who was hungry, and eyed, with a rapacious glance, 
the capital luncheon which he saw prepared for 
him. 

‘Well, then, when either of you go, you will, of 
course, not miss the Lago Maggiore. Gaze on Isola 
Bella at sunset, and you will not view so fair a scene 
as this ! And now, Mr von Philipson,’ said Becken- 
dorff, ‘do me the favour pf giving me your opinion of 
this Honthorst ? ’ 

His Highness would rather have given his opinion 
of the dish of game which still smoked upon the table, 
but which he was mournfully convinced would not 
smoke long. ‘But,’ thought he, ‘this is the last !’ 
and so he admired the effect produced by the flaming 
panes, to which Beckendorff swore that no piece ever 
painted by Gerard Honthorst, for brilliancy of colour- 
ing and boldness of outline, could be compared. 
‘Besides,’ continued Beckendorff, ‘mine are all 
animated pictures. See that cypress, waving from 
the breeze which is now stirring — and look ! look at 
this crimson peacock — ^look ! Mr von Philipson.’ 

T am looking, Mr von I beg pardon, Mr 

Beckendorff,’ said the Prince, with great dignity — 
making this slight mistake in the name, either from 
being unused to converse with such low people as 
had not the nominal mark of nobility, or to vent his 
spleen at being so unnecessarily kept from the refresh-^ 
ment which he so much required. 

^Mr von Philipson,’ said Beckendorff, suddenly 
turning round, ‘all my fruit and all my vegetable 



VIVIAN GREY 


464 

are from my own garden. Let us sit down and help 
ourselves.' 

The only substantial food at table was a great dish 
of game. The vegetables and the fruits were numerous 
and superb; and there really appeared to be a fair 
prospect of the Prince of Little Lilliput making as good 
a luncheon as if the whole had been conducted under 
the auspices of Master Rodolph himself — ^had it not 
been for the melody of the unseen vocalists, which, 
probably excited by the sounds of the knives and 
plates, too evidently increased every moment. But 
this inconvenience was soon removed by Mr Becken- 
dorff rising, and giving three loud knocks on the door 
opposite to the one by wliich they had entered. 
Immediate silence ensued. 

‘Clara will change your plate, Mr von Philipson,' 
said Beckendoifr. 

Vivian eagerly looked up, not with the slightest idea 
that the entrance of Clara would prove that the 
mysterious picture in the drawing-room was a portrait; 
but it must be confessed with a little curiosity to view 
the first specimen of the sex who lived under the roof 
of Mr Beckendorff. Clara was a hale old woman, with 
rather an acid expression of countenance; very prim 
in hej appearance, and evidently very precise in her 
manners. She placed a bottle and two wine-glasses 
with long thin stems on the table; and having removed 
the game, and changed the plates, she disappeared. 

‘Pray what wine is tliis, Mr Beckendorff ?' eagerly 
asked the Prince. 

‘I really don't know. I never drink wine.' 

‘Not Imow 1 1 never tasted such Tokay in my 

life 1' 

‘Probably,' said Mr Beckendorff; ‘I think it was 
a present from the Emperor. I have never tasted 

‘My dear sir, take a glass I' said the Prince; his 
naturally jovial temper having made him compktely 



VIVIAN GREY 465 

forget whom he was addressing, and the business he 
had come upon. 

‘I never drink wine; I am glad you like it; I have 
no doubt Clara has more.’ 

‘No, no, no ! we must be moderate,’ said the Prince; 
who though a great admirer of a good luncheon, had 
also a due respect for a good dinner — and consequently 
had no idea at this awkward hour in the day of pre- 
venting himself from properly appreciating the future 
banquet. Moreover, His Higliness, taking into 
consideration tire manner in which the game had been 
dressed, and the marks of refinement and good taste 
which seemed to pervade every part of the establish- 
ment of Mr Beckendorff, did not imagine that he was 
much presuming when he conjectured that there was 
a fair chance of his dinner being something very 
superior. 

The sudden arrival and appearance of some new 
and unexpected guests through the mysterious portal 
on which Mr Beckendorff by his three knocks had 
previously produced such a tranquillising effect, and 
which he had now himself opened, explained the 
character of the apartment, which, from its unceasing 
melody, had so much excited the curiosity of his 
guests. These new visitors were a crowd of piping 
bullfinches, Virginia nightingales, trained canaries, 
Java sparrows, and Indian lorys; which freed from 
their cages of golden wire by their fond master, had 
fled, as was their custom, from his superb aviary to 
pay their respects and compliments at his daily 
levee. 

‘I am glad to see that you like birds, sir,' said 
Beckendorff to Vivian; for our hero, good-naturedly 
humouring the tastes of his host, was impartially 
dividing the luxuries of a peach among a crowd of 
gaudy and greedy little sparrows. ‘You shall see my 
favourites,’ continued Beckendorff; and taping 
rather loudly on the table, he held out the forefinger of 
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each hand. Two bullfinches recognised the signal, 
and immediately hastened to their perch. 

‘My dear !* thrilled out one little songster; and it 
raised its speaking eyes to its delighted master. 

‘My love 1' warbled the other, marking its affection 
by looks equally personal. 

As these monosyllables were repeated, Beckendorff, 
with sparkling eyes, triumphantly looked round at 
Vivian, as if the frequent reiteration were a proof 
of the sincerity of the affection of these singular 
friends. 

At length, to the Prince’s relief, Mr Beckendorff’s 
feathered friends having finished their desert, were sent 
back to their cages, with a strict injunction not to 
trouble their master at present with their voices — 
an injunction which was obeyed to the letter; and 
when the door was closed, few persons could have been 
persuaded tliat the next room w^as an aviary. 

‘I am proud of my peaches, Mr von Philipson/ said 
Beckendorff, recommending the fruit to his guest's 
attention; then rising from the table, he threw Mmself 
on the sofa, and began humming a tune in a low voice. 
Presently he took up his Cremona, and using the violin 
as a guitar, accompanied liimself in a beautiful air, but 
not in a more audible tone. Wliile Mr Beckendorff 
was singing he seemed unconscious that any person 
was in the room; and the Prince, who was not very 
fond of music, certainly gave him no liint, either by 
his approbation or his attention, that he was listened 
aSK Vivian, however, like most unhappy men, loved 
‘I rvl and actuated by this feeling, and the interest 
‘Not 3 began to take in the character of Mr Becken- 
life r "ould not, when that gentleman had finished 
‘Probabfain from very sincerely saying ‘Encore 1' 
a present hrff started and looked round, as if he were i 
it/ moment aware that any being had heard 

*My dear 

naturally jo‘ said he, with a kind sneer; ‘who ever 
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could sing or play the same thing twice ! Are you 
fond of music, sir ? * 

‘Very mucli so, indeed; I fancied I recognised that 
air. You are an admirer, I imagine, of Mozart ?* 

‘I never heard of him; I know nothing of those 
gentry. But if you really like music, I will play you 
something worth listening to.* 

Mr Beckendorff began a beautiful air very adagio, 
gradually increasing the time in a kind of variation, 
till at last his execution became so rapid that Vivian, 
surprised at the mere mechanical action, rose from his 
chair in order better to examine the player's manage- 
ment and motion of his bow. Exquisite as were the 
tones, enchanting as were the originality of his varia- 
tions and a perfect harmony of his composition, it 
was nevertheless extremely difficult to resist smiling 
at the contortions of his face and figure. Now,- his 
body bending to the strain, he was at one moment 
with his violin raised in the air, and the next instant 
with the lower nut almost resting upon his foot. At 
length, by well-proportioned degrees, the air died away 
into the original soft cadence; and the player becoming 
completely entranced in his own performance, finished 
by sinking back on the sofa, with his bow and violin 
raised over his head. Vivian would not disturb him 
by his applause. An instant after, Mr Beckendorff, 
throwing down the instrument, rushed through an 
open window into the garden. 

As soon as Beckendorff was out of sight, Vivian 
looked at the Prince ; and His Highness elevating 
his eyebrows, screwing up his mouth, and shrug^ng 
his shoulders, altogether presented a very comied 
picture of a puzzled man. 

'Well, my dear friend,* said he, 'this is rather 
different from what we expected.* 

'Very different; but much more amusing.* 

'Humph !* said the Prince, very slowly, 'I do not 
think it exactly requires a ghost to tell us that Mr 



468 VIVIAN GREY 

Beckendroff is not in the habit of going to Court. I do 
not know how he is accustomed to conduct himself 
when he is honoured by a visit from the Grand-Duke; 
but I am quite sure, that as regards his treatment of 
myself, to say the least, the incognito is very well 
observed.* 

‘Mr von Philipson/ said the gentleman of whom they 
were speaking, putting his head in at the window, ‘you 
shall see my blue passion-flower. We will take a walk 
round the garden.’ 

The Prince gave Vivian a look, which seemed to 
suppose they must go; and accordingly they stepped 
into the garden. 

‘You do not see my garden in its glory,’ said Mr 
Beckendorff, stopping before the bow-window of the 
library; ‘this spot is my strong point; had you been 
here earlier in the year you might have admired with me 
my invaluable crescents of tulips, such colours ! such 
brilliancy! so defined. And last year I had three 
king- tulips; their elegantly-formed, creamy cups, 
I have never seen equalled. And then my double 
variegated ranunculuses; my hyacinths of fifty bells, 
in every tint, single and double; and my favourite 
stands of auriculas, so large and powdered that the 
colour of the velvet leaves was scarcely discoverable ! 
The blue passion-flower is, however, now very beautiful. 
You see that summer-house, sir,’ continued he, turning 
to Vivian, ‘the top is my observatory; you will sleep in 
that pavilion to-night, so you had better take notice 
how the walk winds.’ 

The passion-flower was trained against the summer- 
house in Question. 

‘There !’ said Mr Beckendorff; and he stood admir- 
ing with outstretched arms, ‘the latter days of its 
beauty, for the autumn frosts will soon stop its flower. 
Pray, Mr von Philipson, axe you a botanist ? ’ 

‘Why,* said the Prince, ‘I am a great admirer of 
flowers, but I cannot exactly say that ’ 
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*Ah ! no botanist. Tlie flower of tliis beautiful 
plant continues only one day, but tliere is a constant 
succession from July to the end of the autumn; and if 

this fine weather continue Pray, sir, how is the 

wind ? ' 

*I really cannot say,^ said the Prince; *but I think 
the wind is either ' 

‘Do you know, sir?' continued Beckendorff to 
Vivian. 

‘I think, sir, that it is ' 

‘Westerly — ^well 1 If this weather continue, the 
succession may still lat>t another month. You will 
be interested to know, Mr von Philipson, that the 
flower comes out at the same joint with the leaf, on a 
peduncle nearly three inches long; round the centre 
of it are two radiating crowns; look, look, sir ! the 
inner inclining towards the centre column — now 
examine this well, and 1 will be with you in a moment/ 
So saying, Mr Beckendorff, running down the walk, 
jumped over the railing, and in a moment was coursing 
across the lawn, towards the river, in a chase after a 
dragon-fly. 

Mr Beckendorff was soon out of sight; and after 
lingering half an hour in the vicinity of the blue passion- 
flower, the Prince proposed to Vivian that they should 
quit the spot. ‘ So far as I can observe,' continued His 
Highness, ‘ we might as well quit the house. No wonder 
that Beckendorff's power is on the wane, for he appears 
to me to be growing childish. Surely he could not 
always have been this frivolous creature ! ' 

‘I really am so astonished,' said Vivian, ‘that it is 
quite out of my power to assist your Highness in any 
supposition. But I should recommend you not to be 
too hasty in your movements. Take care that staying 
here does not affect the position which you have t^en 
up, or retard the progress of any measures on which you 
have determined, and you are safe. What will it 
injure you, if, with the chance of achieving the great 
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and patriotic purpose to which you have devoted your 
powers and energies, you are subjected for a few hours 
to the caprices, or even rudeness, of any man what- 
ever ? If Beckendorff be the character which the world 
gives him credit to be, I do not think he can imagine 
that you are to be deceived twice; and if he do imagine 
so, we are convinced that he will be disappointed. If, 
as you have supposed, not only his power is on the 
wane, but his intellect also, four-and-twenty hours will 
convince us of the fact ; for in less than that time your 
Highness will necessaril3^ have conversation of a more 
important nature with him. I recommend, therefore, 
that we continue here to-day, although,' added Vivian, 
smiling, ‘ I have to sleep in his Observatory.' 

After walking in the gardens about an hour, the 
Pifince and Vivian again went into the house, imagining 
that Beckendorff might have returned by another 
entrance; but he was not there. The Prince was much 
annoyed; and Vivian, to amuse himself, had recourse 
to the library. After re-examining the armour, 
looking at the garden through the painted windows, 
conjecturing who might be the original of the 
mysterious picture, and what could be the meaning 
of the withered branch, the Prince was fairly worn 
out. The precise dinner-hour he did not know; and 
notwithstanding repeated exertions, he had hitherto 
been unable to find the blooming Clara. He could not 
flatter himself, however, that there were less than two 
hours to kill before the great event took place; and so, 
heartily wishing himself back again at Turriparva, 
he prevailed upon Vivian to throw aside his book, and 
take another walk. 

This time they extended their distance, stretched 
out as far as the river, and explored the adjoining 
woods; but of Mr Beckendorff they saw and heard 
nothing. At length they again returned : it was 
getting dusk. They found the bow-window of -the 
library closed. They again entered the dining-room; 
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and, to their surprise, found no preparations for 
dinner. This time the Prince was more fortunate in 
his exertions to procure an interview with Madam 
Clara, for that lady almostimmediately entered the room. 

'Pray, my good madam,' inquired the Prince, ‘has 
your master returned ? * 

‘Mr Beckendorff is in the library, sir,' said the old 
lady pompously. 

‘ Indeed I we do not dine in this room, then ? ' 

‘Dine, sir!' said the good dame, forgetting her 
pomposity in her astonishment. 

‘Yes — dine,' said the Prince. 

‘Mr Beckendorff never takes anything after his 
noon meal.' 

‘Am to I understand, then, that we are to have no 
dinner ? ' asked His Highness, angry and agitated. 

‘ Mr Beckendorff never takes anything after his noon 
meal, sir; but I am sure that if you and your friend 
are hungry, sir, I hope there is never a want in this 
house.* 

‘My good lady, I am hungry, very hungry indeed; 
and if your master — I mean Mr Von — that is, Mr 
Beckendorff, has such a bad appetite that he can 
satisfy himself with picking, once a day, the breast of a 
pheasant; why, if he expect his friends to be willing 
or even able to live on such fare — ^the least that I can 
say is, that he is very much mistaken; and so, there- 
fore, my good friend Grey, I think we had better order 
our horses, and be off.* 

‘No occasion for tha^, I hope,' said Mrs Clara, rather 
alarmed at the Prince's passion; ‘no want, I trust, 
ever here, sir; and I make no doubt you will have 
dinner as soon as possible; and so, sir, I_hope you will 
not be hasty.' 

‘Hasty! I have no wish to be hasty; but as for 
disarranging the whole economy of the house, and 
getting up an extemporaneous meal for me, I cannot 
think of it. Mr Beckendorff may live as he likes, and 
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if I stay here I am contented to live as he does. I do 
not wish him to change his habits for me, and I shall 
take care that, after to-day, there will be no necessity 
for his doing so. However, absolute hunger can make 
no compliments; and therefore I will thank you, my 
good madam, to let me and my friend have the remains 
of that cold game, if they be still in existence, on which 
we lunched, or, as you term it, took our noon meal 
this morning; and which, if it were your own cooking, 
Mrs Clara, I assure you, as 1 observed to my friend at 
the time, did you infinite credit/ 

The Prince, although his gentlemanlike feelings had, 
in spite of his hunger, dictated a deprecation of Mrs 
Harass making a dinner merely for himself, still thought 
that a seasonable and deserved compliment to the 
lady might assist in bringing about a result, which, 
notwithstanding his politeness, he very much desired; 
and that was the production of another specimen of 
her culinary accomplishments. Having behaved, as 
he considered, with such moderation and dignified 
civility, he was, it must be confessed, rather astounded 
when Mrs Clara, duly acknowledging his compliment 
by her curtsey, was sorry to inform him that she 
dared give no refreshment in this house without Mr 
Beckendorff's special order. 

‘ Special order ! why ! surely your master will not 
grudge me the cold leg of a pheasant ? ' 

* Mr Beckendorff is not in • the habit of grudging 
anything,' answered the housekeeper, with offended 
majesty. 

" Then why should he object ? ' asked the Prince. 

*Mr Beckendorff is the best judge, sir, of the pro- 
priety of his own regulations/ 

'Well, well!' said Vivian, more interested for his 
friend than himself, 'there is no difficulty in asking 
Mr Beckendorff.' 

'None in the least, sir,' answered the housekeeper, 
'when he is awake.' 
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* Awake I * said the Prince; ‘ why ! is he asleep now ? ' 

‘Yes, sir, in the library/ 

* And how long will he be asleep ? ' asked the Prince, 
with great eagerness. 

‘ It is uncertain ; he may be asleep for hours — ^he may 
wake in five minutes; all I can do is to watch/ 

‘But, surely, in a case like the present, you can 
wake your master ? ‘ 

‘ I could not wake Mr Beckcndorff, sir, if the house 
were on fire. No one can enter the room when he is 
asleep/ 

‘Then how can you possibly know when he is 
awake ? ' 

‘I shall hear his violin immediately, sir.‘ 

‘Well, well ! I suppose it must be so. I wish we were 
in Turriparva, that is all I know. Men of my station 
have no business to be paying visits to the sons of the 
Lord knows who I peasants, shopkeepers, and peda- 
gogues!' 

As a fire was blazing in the dining-room, which Mrs 
Clara informed them Mr Beckendorff never omitted 
having every night in the year, the Prince and his 
friend imagined that they were to remain there, and 
they consequently did not attempt to disturb the 
slumbers of their host. Resting his feet on the hobs, 
His Highness, for the fiftieth time, declared that he 
wished he had never left Turriparva; and just when 
Vivian was on the point of giving up, in despair, the 
hope of consoling him, Mrs Clara enter’ed, and pro- 
ceeded to lay the cloth. 

‘Your master is awake, then?’ asked the Prince, 
very quickly. 

‘Mr Beckendorff has been long awake, sir I and 
dinner will be ready immediately.’ 

His Highness’s countenance brightened; and in a 
short time the supper appearing, the Prince, again fascin^ 
ated by Mrs Clara’s cookery and Mr Beckendorff’s 
wine, forgot his chagrin, and regained his temper. 
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In about a couple of hours Mr Beckendorff entered, 
‘1 hope that Clara has given you wine you like, 
Mr von Philipson ? ' 

‘The same binn, I will answer for that.* 

- Mr Beckendorff had his violin in his hand ; but his 
dress was much changed. His great boots being 
pulled off, exliibited the white silk stockings which he 
invariably wore: and his coat had given place to the 
easier covering of a brocade dressing-gown. He drew 
a. chair round the fire, between the Prince and Vivian, 
It was a late hour, and the room was only lighted by the 
glimmering coals, for the flames had long died away. 
Mr Beckendorff sat for some time without speaking, 
gazing earnestly on the decaying embers. Indeed, 
before many minutes had elapsed, complete silence 
prevailed; for both the endeavours of the Prince, and 
of Vivian, to promote conversation had been un- 
successful. At length the master of the house turned 
round to the Prince, and pointing to a particular mass 
of coal, said, ‘I think, Mr von Pliilipson, that is the 
completest elephant I ever saw. We will ring the bell 
for some coals, and then have a game of whist.* 

The Prince was so surprised by Mr Beckendor£f*s 
remark, that he was not sufficiently struck by the 
strangeness of his proposition; and it was only when 
he heard Vivian professing his ignorance of the game, 
that it occurred to him that to play at whist was har^y 
the object for whicli lie had travelled from Turriparva. 

‘An Englishman not know whist !’ said Mr Becken- 
dorfi : ‘ridiculous— you do know it. Let us play ! 
Mr von Philipson, I know, has no objections.' 

‘But, my good sir,' said the Prince, ‘although 
previous to conversation I may have no objection to 
join in a little amusement, still it appears to me that 
it has escaped your memory that whist is a game 
wliich requires the co-operation of four persons/ 

‘Not at all ! I take dummy. I am not sure it is not 
the finest way of playing the game.' 
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The table was arranged, the lights brought, the cards 
produced, and the Prince of Little Lilliput, greatly 
to his surprise, found himself playing whist with 
Mr Beckendorff. Nothing could be more dull. The 
Minister would neither bet nor stake; and the immense 
interest which he took in every card that was played, 
ludicrously contrasted with the rather sullen looks of 
the Prince, and the very sleepy ones of Vivian. When- 
ever Mr Beckendorff played for dummy, he always 
looked with the most searching eye into the next 
adversary’s face, as if he would read his cards in his 
features. The first rubber lasted an hour and a half- 
three long games, which Mr Beckendorff, to his 
triumph, hardly won. In the first game of the second 
rubber Vivian blundered; in the second he revoked; 
and in the third, having neglected to play, and being 
loudly called upon, and rated both by his partner and 
Mr Beckendorff, he was found to be asleep. Becken- 
dbrff threw down his hand with a loud dash, which 
roused Vivian from his slumber. He apologised for 
his drowsiness; but said that lie was so extremely 
sleepy that he must retire. The Prince, who Idnged 
to be with Beckendorff alone, winked approbation of 
his intention. 

‘W'ell !" said Beckendorff, 'you spoiled the rubber. 
I shall ring for Clara. Why you all are so fond of going 
to bed, I cannot understand. I have not been to bed 
these thirty years.’ 

Vivian made his escape; and Beckendorff, pit3dng 
his degeneracy, proposed to the Prince, in a tone 
whi'^h seemed to anticipate that the offer would meet 
with instantaneous acceptation — double dummy; this, 
however, was too much. 

‘No more cards, sir, I thank you,* said the Prince; 
‘if, however, you have a mind for an hour’s conversa- 
tion, I am quite at your service.’ 

‘I am obliged to you — I never talk — ^good night, 
Mr von Philipson.* 
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Mr Beckendorff left the room. His Highness could 
contain himself no longer. He rang the bell. 

Tray, Mrs Clara/ said he, ‘where are my horses ?* 

'Mr Beckendorff will have no quadrupeds within 
a mile of the house, except Owlface.’ 

'How do you mean ? Let me see the man-servant.’ 

'The household consists only of myself, sir.’ 

'Why ? where is my luggage, then ?’ 

'Tliat has been brought up, sir ; it is in your 
room.’ 

'I tell you, I must have my horses.* 

'It is quite impn^ssible to-night, sir. I think, sir, 
you had better retire; Mr Beckendorff may not be 
home again these six hours.' 

'What ! is your master gone out ?' 

'Yes, sir, he has just gone out to take his ride.* 

'Why ! where is his horse kept then ?’ 

'It is Owlface, sir.’ 

'Owlface, indeed ! What ! is your master in the 
habit of riding our at night ?’ 

‘Mr Beckendorff rides out, sir, just when it happens 
to suit him.’ 

‘It is very odd I cannot ride out when it happens to 
.suit me ! However, I will be off to-morrow; and so, 
if you please, show me my bedroom at once.’ 

'Your room is the library, sir.’ 

‘The library ! why, there is no bed in the library.’ 

'We have no beds, sir; but the sofa is made up.’ 

'No beds ! Well ! it is only for one night. You are 
all mad, and I am as mad as you for coming here.* 
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CHAPTER VII 

The morning sun peeping through the window of 
the little summer-house roused its inmate at any early 
hour; and finding no signs of Mr Beckendorff and his 
guest having yet arisen from their slumbers, Vivian 
took the opportunity of strolling about the gardens and 
the grounds. Directing his way along the margin of 
the river, he soon left tlie lawn, and entered some 
beautiful meadows, whose dewy verdure glistened in 
the brightening beams of the early sun. Crossing 
these, and passing through a gate, he found himself 
in a rural road, whose lofty hedge-rows, rich with all 
the ‘varieties of wild fruit and flower, and animated 
with the cheering presence of the busy birds chiq)ing 
from every bough and spray, altogether presented a 
scene wliich reminded him of the soft beauties of his 
own country. With some men, to remember is to be 
sad; and unfortunately for Vivian Grey, there were 
few objects which with him did not give rise to associa- 
tions of a painful nature. The strange occurrences 
of the last few days had recalled, if not revived, the 
feelings of his boyhood. His early career flitted across 
his mind. He would have stifled the remembrance 
with a sigh, but man is the slave of memory. For a 
moment he mused over Power; but then he, shudder- 
ing, shrank from the wearing anxiety, the consuming 
care, the eternal vigilance, the constant contrivance, 
the agonising suspense, the distracting vicissitudes of 
his past career. Alas 1 it is our nature to sicken, 
from our birth, after some object of unattainable 
felicity — to struggle through the freshest years of our 
lif^ in an insane pursuit after some indefinite good, 
which does not even exist I But sure, and quick, is 
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the dark hour which cools our doting frenzy in the 
frigid waves of tlie ocean of Oblivion ! We dream of 
immortality until we die. Ambition ! at thy proud 
and fatal altar we whisper the secrets of our mighty 
thoughts, and breathe the aspirations of our inexpress- 
ible desires. A clouded flame flicks up the offering 
of our ruined souls, and the sacrifice vanishes in the 
sable smoke of death. 

But where are his thoughts wandering ? Had he 
forgotten that day of darkest despair ? There* had 
that happened to him wliich had happened to no other 
man. He was roused from his reverie by the sound of 
a trotting horse. He looked up, but the winding road 
prevented him at first from seeing the steed which 
evidently was approaching. The sound came nearer 
and nearer; and at length, turning a corner, Mr 
Beckendorff came in sight. He was mounted on a 
strong-built, rough, and ugly pony, with an obstinate 
mane, which defying the exertions of the groom, fell 
in equal divisions on both sides of its bottle neck; and 
a large white face, which, combined with its blinking 
vision, had earned for it the euphonious title of Owl- 
face. Both master and steed must have travelled hard 
and far, for both were covered with dust and mud 
from top to toe — from mane to hoof. Mr Beckendorff 
seemed surprised at meeting Vivian, and pulled up 
his p)ony as he reached liim. 

‘An early riser, I see, sir. Where is Mr von Philip- 
son ?’ 

T have not yet seen him, and imagined that both 
he and younseli’ had not yet risen.' 

‘Hum! how many hours is it to noon?* asked 
Mr Beckendorff, who always spoke astronomically. 

‘More than four, I imagine.* 

‘Pray do you prefer the country about her to 
Turriparva ? * 

‘Both, I think, are beautiful.’ 

‘You live at Turriparva ?* asked Mr Beckendorff. 
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'As a guest/ answered Vivian. 

'Has it been a fine summer at Turriparva ?* 

'I believe, everywhere/ 

'I am afraid Mr von Philipson finds it rather dull 
here ? ' 

‘1 am not aware of it/ 

'He seems a ve — ry ?’ said Beckendorff, looking 

keenly in his companion’s face. But Vivian did not 
supply the desired phrase; and so the Minister was 

forced to finish the sentence himself — 'a very 

gentlemanlike sort of man ? ’ A low bow was the only 
response/ 

‘I trust, sir, I may indulge the hope,’ continued Mr 
Beckendorff, 'that you will honour me with your 
company another day.’ 

‘You are exceedingly obliging !’ 

'Mr von Philipson is fond, I think, of a country life ? ’ 
said Beckendorff. 

'Most men are.' 

'I suppose he has no innate objection to live occa- 
sionally in a city ? ’ 

'Few have.’ 

'You probably have known him long ?’ 

'Not long enough to wash our acquaintance at an 
end.’ 

'Hum !’ 

They proceeded in silence for some moments, and 
then Beckendorff again turned round, and this time 
with a direct question. 

'I wonder if Mr von Philipson can make it con- 
venient to honour me with his company another day ? 
Can you tell me ? ' 

'I think the best person to inform you of that would 
be His Highness himself,’ said Vivian, using his friend's 
title purposely to show Mr Beckendorff how ridiculous 
he considered his present use of the incognito. 

'You think so, sir, do you ?' answered Beckendorff, 
sarcastically. 
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They had now arrived at the gate by which Vivian 
had reached the road. 

‘Your course, sir/ said Mr Beckendorff, 'lies that 
way. I see, like myself, you are no great talker. We 
shall meet at breakfast.’ So saying, the Minister set 
spurs to his pony, and was soon out of sight. 

When Vivian reached the house he found the bow- 
window of the library thrown open; and as he 
approached he saw Mr Beckendorff enter the room, 
and bow to the Prince. His Highness had passed a 
good night, in spite of not sleeping in a bed; and he 
was at this moment commencing a delicious breakfast. 
His ill humour had consequent!}^ vanished. He had 
made up his mind that Beckendorff was mad; and 
although he had given up all the secret and flattering 
hopes which he had dared to entertain when the 
interview was first arranged, he nevertheless did not 
regret his visit, which on the whole had been amusing, 
and had made him acquainted with the person and 
habits, and, as he believed, the intellectual powers, 
of a man with whom, most probably, he should soon 
be engaged in open hostility. Vivian took his seat at 
the breakfast table, and Beckendorff stood conversing 
with them with his back to the fire-place, and occa- 
sionally, during the pauses of conversation, pulling 
the strings of his violin with his fingers. It did not 
escape Vivian’s observation that the Minister was 
particularly courteous and even attentive to the 
Prince; and that he endeavoured by his quick and 
more communicative answers, and occasionally by a 
stray observation, to encourage the good humour which 
was visible on the cheerful countenance of his guest. 

'Have you been long up, Mr Beckendorff?' asked 
the Prince; for his host had resumed his dressing- 
gown and dippers. 

‘I generally see the sun rise.' 

'And yet you retire late ! Out riding last night, I 
understand ? ' 
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‘I never go to bed/ 

'Indeed!’ said the Prince. 'Well, for my part, 
without my regular rest, I am nothing. Have you 
breakfasted, Mr Beckendorfl ? * 

'Clara will bring my breakfast immediately.’ 

The dame accordingly soon appeared, bearing a tray 
with a basin of boiling water, and one large thick 
biscuit. This Mr Beckendorff having well soaked in the 
hot fluid, eagerly devoured : and then taking up his 
violin, amused liimself until his guests had finished 
their breakfast. 

When Vivian had ended his meal he left the Prince 
and Beckendorff alone, determined that his presence 
should not be the occasion of the Minister any longer 
retarding the commencement of busine.ss. The Prince, 
who by a private glance had been prepared for his 
departure, immediately took the opportunity of 
asking Mr Beckendorfl, in a decisive tone, whether 
he might flatter himself that he could command his 
present attention to a subject of great importance. 
Mr Beckendorff said that he was always at Mr von 
Philipson’s service; and drawing a chair opposite him, 
the Prince and Mr Beckendorff now sat on each side 
of the fireplace. 

' Hem ! ’ said the Prince, clearing his throat; and he 
looked at Mr Beckendorff, who sat with his heels close 
together, his toes out square, his hands resting on his 
knees, which, as well as his elbows, were turned out, his 
shoulders bent, his head reclined, and his eyes glancing. 

' Hem I ’ said the Prince of Little Lilliput. ‘ In 
compliance, Mr Beckondorff, with your wish, developed 

in the communication received by me on the 

inst., I assented in my answer to the arrangement 
then proposed; the object of which was, to use your 
own words, to facilitate the occurrence of an oral 
interchange of the sentiments of various parties 
interested in certain proceedings, by which inter- 
chaiige it was anticipated that the mutual interests 
V.G- Q 
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might be respectively considered and finally arranged. 
Prior, Mr Beckendorff, to either of us goin^ into any 
detail upon these points of probable discussion, which 
will, in all likelihood, form the fundamental features of 
this interview, I wish to recall your attention to the 
paper which I had the honour of presenting to His 
Royal Highness, and which is alluded to in your 

communication of the inst. The principal heads 

of that document I have brought with me, abridged 
in this paper/ 

Here the Prince handed to Mr Beckendorff a MS. 
pamphlet, consisting of several sheets closely written. 
The Minister bowed very graciously as he took it from 
His Highness's hand; and then, without even looking 
at it, laid it on the table. 

'You, sir, I perceive,’ continued the Prince, ‘are 
acquainted with its contents; and it will therefore be 
unnecessary for me at present to expatiate upon their 
individual expediency, or to argue for their particular 
adoption. And, sir, when we observe the progress of 
the human mind, when we take into consideration the 
quick march of intellect, and the wide expansion of 
enlightened views and liberal principles — when we 
take a bird’s-eye view of the history of man from the 
earliest ages to the present moment, I feel that it 
would be folly in me to conceive for an instant that 
the measures developed and recommended in that 
paper will not finally receive the approbation of His 
Royal Highness. As to the exact origin of slavery, 
Mr Beckendorff, I confess that I am not, at this 
moment, prepared distinctly to speak. That the 
Divine Author of our religion was its decided enemy, 
I am informed, is clear. That the slavery of ancient 
times was the origin of the feudal service of a more 
modern period is a point on which men of learning 
have not precisely made up their minds. With regard 
to the exact state of the ancient German people, 
Tacitus affords us a great deal of most interesting 
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information. Whether or not certain passages which 
I have brought with me marked in the Germania are 
incontestable evidences that our ancestors enjoyed 
or understood the practice of a wise and well-regulated 
representative system is a point on which I shall be 
happy to receive the opinion of so distinguished a 
statesman as Mr Beckendorff. In stepping forward, 
as I have felt it my duty to do, as the advocate of 
popular rights and national privileges, I am desirous 
to prove that I have not become the votary of innova- 
tion and the professor of revolutionary doctrines. 
The passages of the Koman author is question, and an 
ancient charter of the Emperor ('harlemagne, are, 
I consider, decisive and sutficient jirecedents for the 
measures which 1 have thought proper to sanction by 
my approval, and to support by my influence. A 
Minister, Mr Beckendorff, must take care that in the 
great race of politics the minds of his countrymen do 
not leave his own behind them. We must never forget 
the powers and capabilities of man. On this very spot, 
perhaps, some centuries ago, savages clothed in skins 
were committing cannibalism in a forest. We must 
not forget, I repeat, that it is the business of those to 
whom Providence has allotted the responsible posses- 
sion of power and influence — ^that it is their duty — our 
duty, Mr Beckendorff — to become guardians of our 
weaker fellow-creatures — that all power is a trust 
— ^that we are accountable for its exercise — that, 
from the people, and for the people, all springs, and 
all must exist; and that, unless we conduct ourselves 
with the requisite wisdom, prudence, and propriety, 
the whole system of society will be disorganised; 
and this country, in particular, v/ill fall a victim to that 
system of corruption and misgovemment \\hich has 
already occasioned the destruction of the great 
kingdoms mentioned in the Bible; and many other 
states besides — Greece, Rome, Carthage, etc.* 

Thus ended the peroration of an harangue, consisting 
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of an incoherent arrangement of imperfectly-remem- 
bered facts and misunderstood principles: all gleaned 
by His Highness from the enlightening articles of the 
Reisenbnrg journals. Like Brutus, the Prince of Little 
Lilliput paused for a reply. 

'Mr von Phili])son,' said his companion, when His 
Highness had finished, ‘you speak like a man ^of 
sense.* Having given this answer, Mr Beckendorff 
rose from his seat, and walked straight out of the 
room. 

The Prince at first took the answer for a comj)]iinent; 
but Mr Beckendorff not l elnrinng, he began to have a 
faint idea that he was negiecled. In this uncertainty 
he rang the bell for his friend ( lara. 

‘Mrs Clara ! w^here is your master ! * 

‘Just gone out, sir.’ 

‘ How do you mean ? * 

‘He has gone out with his gun. sir.' 

‘You are quite sure he has gone out ? ’ 

‘Quite sure, sir. 1 took him his coat and bools 
myself.' 

‘I am to understand, then, that your master has 
gone out ? ' 

‘Yes, sir, Mr Beckendorff has gone out. He will be 
home for his noon -meal/ 

‘That is enough ! — Gicy !' called out the indignant 
Prince, darting into llic garden. 

‘Well, my dear Prince,’ said Vivian, ‘what can 
possibly be the matter ? ' 

‘The matter! insanity can be the only excuse; 
insanity can alone account for his preposterous con- 
duct. ^ We have seen enough of him. The repetition of 
absurdity is only wearisome. Pray assist me in 
getting our horses immediately.' 

‘Certainly, if you wish it; but remember you 
brought me here as your friend and counsellor. As 
I have accepted the trust, I cannot help being sensible 
of the responsibility. Before, therefore, you finally 
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resolve upon departure, pray let me be fully acquainted 
with the circumstances which has impelled you to this 
sudden resolution/ 

'Willingly, my good friend, could I only command my 
temper; and yet to fall into a passion with a madman 
is almost a mark of madness; but his manner and his 
conduct are so provoking and so puzzling, that I 
cannot altogether repress my irritability. And that 
ridiculous incognito ! why, I sometimes begin to think 
that I reall3^ am Mr von Philipson ! An incognito 
forsooth ! for what ? to deceive whom ? TIis house- 
hold apparently only consists of two persons, one of 
whom has visited me in my own castle; and the other 
is a cross old hag, who w^ould not be able to compre- 
hend my rank if she wde aware of it. But to the 
point ! When you left the room I was determined to be 
trifled wdth no longer, and I asked him in a firm voice, 
and very marked manner, wdiether I might command 
his immediate attention to very important business. 
He professed to be at my service. I opened the affair 
by taking a cursory, yet definite, review of the prin- 
ciples in which my political conduct had originated, and 
on v/hich it w^as founded. I llattered myself that I 
had produced an impression. Sometimes we are in 
a better cue for these expositions than at others, and 
to-day I was really unusually felicitous. My memory 
never deserted. I was, at the same time, luminous 
and profound; and while I was guided by the philo- 
sophical spirit of the present day, I showed, by my 
various reading, that I respected the experience of 
antiquity. In sliort, I w^as satisfied with myself; and 
with the exception of one single point about the origin 
of slavery, which unfortunately got entangled with 
the feudal system, I could not have got on better had 
Sievers himself been at my side. Nor did I spare 
Mr Beckendorff; but on the contrary, I said a few 
things which, had he been in his senses, must, I 
imagine, have gone home. Do you know, I flnished 
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by drawing his own character, and showing the 
inevitable effects of his ruinous policy : and what do 
you think he did ? ' 

' Left you in a passion ? ’ 

'Not at all. He seemed very much struck by what 
I had said, and apparently understood it. I have 
heard that in some species of insanity the patient is 
perfectly able to comprehend ever 5 rthing addressed to 
him, though at that point his sanity ceases, and he is 
unable to answer, or to act. This must be Becken- 
dorff's case; for no sooner had I finished than he rose 
up immediately, and saying that I spoke like a man of 
sense, abruptly quitted the room. The housekeeper 
says he will not be at home again till that infernal 
ceremony takes place, called the noon-meal. Now do 
not you advise me to be off as soon as possible ? ' 

‘It will require some deliberation. Pray did you 
not speak to him last night ? ' 

‘ Ah ! 1 forgot that I had not been able to speak to 
you since then. Well ! last night, wdiat do you think 
he did ? When you had gone, he had the insolence to 
congratulate me on the opportunity then afforded of 
playing double dummy; and when I declined his 
proposition, but said that if he wished to have an hour's 
conversation I was at his service, he very coolly told 
me that he never talked, and bade me good night ! 
Did you ever know such a madman ? He never goes 
to bed. I only had a sofa. How the deuce did you 
sleep ? ' 

‘Well, and safely, considering that I was in a 
summer-house without lock or bolt.' 

‘Well ! I need not ask you now as to your opinion 
of our immediately getting off. We shall have, how- 
ever, some trouble about our horses, for he will not 
allow a quadruped near the house, except some monster 
of an animal that he rides himself; and by St Hubert ! 
I cannot find out where our steeds are. What shall 
we do ? ' But Vivian did not answer, ‘What are you 
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thinking of?' continued His Highness. 'Why don't 
you answer ? ' 

‘Your Highness must not go,' said Vivian, shaking 
his head. 

'Not go ! why so ? ' 

'Depend upon it, you are wrong about Becken- 
dorff. That he is a humorist there is no doubt; but it 
appears to me to be equally clear that his queer habits 
and singular mode ol life are not of late adoption. 
What he is now he must have been these ten, perhaps 
these twenty years, perhaps more. Of this there are 
a thousand proofs about us. As to the overpowering 
cause which has made him the chaiacter he appears 
at present, it is needless lor us to inquire. Probably 
some incident in his private life, in all likelihood 
connected with the mysterious picture. Let us be 
satisfied with the effect. If the case be as 1 state it, 
in his private life and habits Beckendorff must have 
been equally incomprehensible and equally singular 
at the very time that, in his public capacity, he was 
producing such brilliant results, as at the present 
moment. Now, then, can we believe him to be insane ? 
I anticipate your objections. I laiow you will enlarge 
upon the evident absurdity of his inviting his political 
opponent to his house, for a grave consultation of the 
most important affairs, and then treating him as he has 
done you; when' it must be clear to him that you 
cannot be again duped, and when he must feel that, 
were he to amuse you lor as many weeks as he has days, 
your plans and your position would not be injuriously 
affected. Be it so. Probably a humorist like Becken- 
dorff cannot, even in the most critical moment, 
altogether restrain the bent of his capricious inclina- 
tions. However, my dear Prince, I will lay no stress 
upon this point. My opinion, indeed, my conviction, 
is, that Beckendorff acts from design. I have considered 
his conduct well; and I have observed all that you 
have seen, and more than you have seen, and keenly. 
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Depend upon it, that since you assented to the inter^ 
view, Beckendorff has been obliged to shift his in- 
tended position for negotiation. Some of the machinery 
has gone wrong. Fearful, if he had postponed your 
visit, you should imagine that he was only again 
amusing you, and consequently would listen to no 
future overtures, he has allowed you to attend a 
conference for which he is not prepared. That he is 
making desperate exertions to bring the business to a 
point is my firm opinion; and you would perhaps agree 
with me, were you as convinced as I am, that since we 
parted last night our host has been to Reisenburg and 
back again.' 

'To Reisenburg, and back again ! ' 

‘ Aye ! I rose this morning at an early hour, and 
imagining that both you and Beckendorff had not yet 
made your appearance, I escaped from the grounds, 
intending to explore part of the surrounding country. 
In my stroll I came to a narrow winding road, which 
I am convinced lies in the direction towards Reisen- 
burg; there, for some reason or other, I loitered more 
than an hour, and very probably should have been too 
late for breakfast, had not I been recalled to myself 
by the approach of a horseman. It was Beckendorff, 
covered with dust and mud. His horse had been evi- 
dently hard ridden. I did not think much of it at the 
time, because I supposed he might have been out 
for three or four hours, and hard-worked, but I 
nevertheless was struck by his appearance; and when 
you mentioned that he went out riding at a late hour 
last night, it immediately occurred to me, that had he 
come home at one or two o'clock, it was not very pro- 
bable that he would have gone out again at four or 
five. I have no doubt that my conjecture is correct — 
Beckendorff has been to Reisenburg.' 

'You have placed this business in a new and 
important light,' said the Prince, his expiring hopes 
reviving; 'what, then, do you advise me to do ? ' 
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'To be quid. If your own view of the case be right, 
you can act as well to-morrow or the next day as this 
moment; on the contrary, if mine be the correct one, 
a moment may enable Beckendorff himself to bring 
affairs to a crisis. In either case, I should recommend 
you to be silent, and in no manner to allude any more 
to the object of your visit. If you speak, you only give 
opportunities to Beckendorff of ascertaining your 
opinions and your inclinations; and your silence, 
after such frequent attempts on your side to promote 
discussion upon business, will soon be discovered by 
liim to be systematic. This will not decrease his 
opinion of your sagacity and firmness. The first prin- 
ciple of negotiation is to make your adversary respect 
you.' 

After long consultation, llie Prince determined to 
follow Vivian’s advice; and so firmly did he adhere to 
his purpose, that when he met Mr Beckendorff at the 
noon-meal, he asked him, with a very unembarrassed 
voice and manner, 'what sport he had had in the 
morning ? ’ 

The noon-meal again consisted of a single dish, 
as exquisitely dressed, howevcj , as the preceding one. 
It was a haunch of venison. 

‘This is my dinner, gentlemen,’ said Beckendorff; 
‘let it be your luncheon; I have ordered your dinner 
at sunset.’ 

After having eaten a slice of the haunch, Mr Becken- 
dorff rose from table, and said,* ‘We will have our 
wine in the drawing-room, Mr von Philipson, and then 
you will not be disturbed by my birds.’ 

He left the room. 

To the drawing-room, therefore, his two guests soon 
adjourned. They found him busily employed with his 
pencil. The Prince thought it must be a chart or a 
fortification at least, and was rather surprised when 
Mr Beckendorff asked him the magnitude of Mirac 
in Bootes; and the Prince, confessing his utter 
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ignorance of the subject, the Minister threw aside his 
unfinished Planisphere, and drew his chair to them 
at the table. It was with satisfaction that His Highness 
perceived a bottle of his favourite Tokay; and with 
no little astonishment he observed that to-day there 
were three wine-glasses placed before them. They 
were of peculiar beauty, and almost worthy, for their 
elegant shapes and great antiquity, of being included 
in the collection of tlie (jrand-Duke of Johannisberger. 

After exhausting their bottle, in which they were 
assisted to the extent of one glass by their host, who 
drank Mr von Philipson’s health with cordiality, they 
assented to Mr BeckendorlTs proposition of visiting 
his fruitery. 

'To the Prince's great relief, dinner-time soon 
arrived; and having employed a couple of hours on 
that meal very satisfactorily, he and Vivian adjourned 
to the drawing-room, having previously pledged their 
honour to eacli other that nothing should again induce 
them to play dummy whist. Their resolutions and 
their promises were needless. Mr Beckendorff, who 
was sitting opposite the fire when they came into the 
room, neither by word nor motion acknowledged that 
he was aware of their entrance. Vivian found refuge 
in a book; and the Prince, after having examined and 
re-examined the brilliant birds that figured on the 
drawing-room paper, fell asleep upon the sofa. Mr 
Beckendorff took down the guitar, and accompanied 
himself in a low voice for some time; then he suddenly 
ceased, and stretching out his legs, and supporting his 
thumbs in the armholes of his waistcoat, he leant back 
in his chair, and remained motionless, Avith his eyes 
fixed upon the picture. Vivian, in turn, gazed upon 
this singular being, and the fair pictured form which 
he seemed to idolise. Was he, too, unhappy ? Had 
he too been bereft in the hour of his proud and perfect 
joy ? Had he too lost a virgin bride ? His agony 
overcame him, the book fell from his hand, and he 
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sighed aloud ! Air Bcckendorff started, and the Prince 
awoke. Vivian, confounded, and unable to over- 
power his emotions, uttered some hasty words, ex- 
planatory, apologetical, and contradictory, and retired. 
In his walk to the sunimer-liouse a man passed him. 
In spite of a great cloak, Vivian recognised him as their 
messenger and guide; and Ins am])]e mantle did not 
conceal his riding boots, and the spurs which glistened 
in the moonlight. 

It was an hour past midniglit when tlic door of the 
summer-house softly o])encd, and Mr Beckendorff 
entered. He started when he found Vivian still un- 
dressed, and pacing up and down the little chamber. 
The young man made an effort , when he witnessed an 
intruder, to compose a countenance whose agitation 
could not be concealed. 

‘What, are you uj) again?’ said Mr Beckendorff. 
‘Are you ill ?’ 

‘Would I were as well m mind as in body ! I have 
not yet been to rest. We cannot command our feelings 
at ail moments, sir; and at tins, especially, I felt that 
I had a right to count upon being alone.’ 

‘I exceedingly regret that I have disturbed you,’ 
said Mr Beckendorif, in a kind voice, and in a manner 
which responded to the sympathy of his tone. ‘I 
thought that you had been long asleep. There is a 
star which I cannot exactly make out. I fancy it must 
be a comet, and so I ran to the observatory; but let 
me not disturb you;’ and Mr Beckendorff was 
retiring. 

‘You do not disturb me, sir. I cannot sleep : pray 
ascend.’ 

‘Never mind the star. But if you really have no 
inclination to sleep, let us sit down and have a little 
conversation; or perhaps we had better take a stroll. 
It is a warm night.’ As he spoke, Mr Beckendorff 
gently put his arm within Vivian’s and led him down 
the steps. 
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‘Are you an astronomer, sir ?' asked Beckendorfl 

‘1 can tell the Great Bear from tlie Little but 

1 confess that 1 look upon the stars rather in a poetical 
than a scientific spirit.' 

‘Hum ! I confess 1 do not.' 

‘There are moments/ continued Vi\aan, ‘when 1 can- 
not refrain from believing that these mysterious 
luminaries have more influence over our fortunes than 
modern times are dis])osed to beheve. 1 feel that I am 
getting less sceiitical, perliaps 1 should say more 
credulous, every day ; but sorrow makes us super- 
stitious.’ 

‘I discard all such fantasies,’ said Mr 13eckendorff; 
‘they only tend to enervate our mental energies, and 
paralyse all human exertion. It is the belief m these, 
and a thousand other deceits 1 could mention, which 
teach man that he is not the master of his own mind, 
but the ordained victim, or the chance sport of cir- 
cumstances, that makes millions pass through life 
unimpressive as shadows; and has gained for this 
existence the stigma of a vanity whicli it does not 
deserve.' 

‘1 wish that I could think as you do,’ said Vivian; 
‘but the experience of my life forbids me. Witliin 
only these last two years, my career has, in so many 
instances, indicated tJiat I am not the master of my 
own conduct; that no longer able to resist the con- 
viction which is hourly impressed on me, I recognise 
in every contingency the pre-ordination of my fate.' 

‘A delusion of the brain !' said Beckendorff, very 
quickly. ‘Imte, Destiny, Chance, particular and 
special Providence — idle words ! Dismiss them all, 
sir ! A man’s fate is his own temper; and according 
to that will be his opinion as to the particular manner 
in wliich the course of events is regulated. A consistent 
man believes in Destiny — a capricious man in 
Chance.’ 

‘But, sir, what is a man’s temper ? It may be 
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changed every hour. I started in life with very different 
feelings from those which 1 profess at this moment. 
With great deference to you. I imagine that you 
mistake the effect for the cause; for surely temper is 
not the origin, but the result of those circumstances 
of which we are all the creatures.' 

‘Sir, I deny it. Man js not the creature of circum- 
stances. Circumstances are the creatures of men. 
We arc free agents, and man is more powerful than 
matter. I recognise no intervening influence between 
that of the eslablibiied course of nature and my own 
mind. Truth may Ix^ distorted — may be stifled — be 
suppressed. The invention of cunning deceits may, 
and in most instances does, prevent man from exercis- 
ing his own powers. They have made him responsible 
to a realm of shadows, and a suitor in a court of 
shades. He is ever dreading authority which does not 
exist, and fearing the occurrence of penalties which 
there are none to enforce. But the mind that dares 
to extricate itself from these vulgar prejudices, that 
proves its loyalty to its Creator by devoting all its 
adoration to his glory — such a spirit as this becomes 
a master-mind, and that master-mind will invariably 
find that circumstances are its slaves.’ 

‘Mr Beckendorff, yours is a very bold philosophy, 
of wdiich T, myself, was once a votary. How successful 
in my service, you may judge by finding me a wanderer.’ 

‘ Sir ! your present age is the age of error : your 
whole system is founded on a fallacy : you believe 
that a man’s temper can change. I deny it. If you 
have ever seriously entertained the views which I 
profess; if, as you lead me to suppose, you have dared 
to act upon them, and failed; sooner or later, what- 
ever may be your present conviction, and your present 
feelings, you will recur to your original wishes, and 
your original pursuits. With a mind experienced and 
matured, you may in all probability be successful; 
and then I suppose, stretching your legs in your easy 
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chair, you will at the same moment be convinced of 
your own genius, and recognise your own Destiny ! ' 

'With regard to myself, Mr Beckendorff, I am con- 
vinced of the erroneousness of your views. It is my 
opinion that no one who has dared to think, can look 
upon this world in any other than a mournful spirit. 
Young as I am, nearly two years have elapsed since, 
disgusted with the world of politics, 1 retired to a 
foreign solitude. At length, with passions subdued, 
and, as I flatter myself, with a mind matured, convinced 
of the vanity of all human affairs, I felt emboldened 
once more partially to mingle with my species. Bitter 
as my lot had been, I had discovered the origin of 
my misery in my own unbridled passions; and, tran- 
quil and subdued, I now trusted to pass through life 
as certain of no fresh sorrows as I was of no fresh joys. 
And yet, sir, I am at this moment sinking under the 
infliction of unparalleled misery — misery which I feel 
I have a right to believe was undeser\"ed. But why 
expatiate to a stranger on sorrow which must be 
secret ? I deliver myself up to my remorseless 
Fate.' 

'What is Grief said Mr Beckendorff; 'if it be 
excited by the tear of some contingency, instead of 
grieving, a man should exert his energies, and prevent 
its occurrence. If, on the contrary, it be caused by an 
event, that which has been occasioned by anything 
human, by the co-operation of human circumstances, 
can be, and invariably is, removed by the same means. 
Grief is the agony of an instant; the indulgence of 
Grief the blunder of a life. Mix in the world, and in a 
month's time you will speak to me very differently. 
A young man, you meet with disappointment — in spite 
of all your exalted notions of your own lowers, you 
immediately sink under it. If your belief of your 
powers were sincere, you should have proved it by the 
manner in which you have struggled against adversity, 
not merely by the mode in which you laboured for 
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advancement. The latter is but a very inferior merit. 
If in fact you wish to succeed, success, I repeat, is at 
your command. You talk to me of your experience; and 
do you think that my sentiments are the crude opinions 
of an unpractised man ? Sir ! I am not fond of con- 
versing with any person; and, therefore, far from 
being inclined to maintain an argument in a spirit of 
insincerity, merely for the sake of a victory of words. 
Mark what f say : it is truth. No Minister ever yet 
fell, but from his own inefficiency. If his downfall be 
occasioned, as it generally is, by the intrigues of one 
of his own creatures, bis downfall is merited for having 
been the dupe of a tool, which in all probability he 
should never have employed. If he fall through the 
open attacks of his political opponents, his down- 
fall is equally deserved, for having occasioned by his 
impolicy the formation of a party, for having allowed 
it to be formed; or for not having crushed it when 
formed. No conjuncture can possibly occur, however 
fearful, however tremendous it may appear, from which 
a man, by his own energy, may not extricate himself 
— as a mariner by the rattling of his cannon can dissipate 
the impending water-spout ! 
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CHAPTER VIII 

It was on the third day of the visit to Mr Beckendorff, 
just as that gentleman was composing his mind after 
his noon-meal with his favourite Cremona, and in a 
moment of rapture raising his instrument high in air, 
that the door was suddenly dashed open, and Essper 
George ruslied into the room. The intruder, the 
moment that his eye caught Vivian, flew to his master, 
and seizing him by the arm, commenced and continued 
a loud shout of exultation, accompanying his scream 
the whole time by a kind of quick dance; which, 
though not quite as clamorous as tlie Pyrrhic, never- 
theless completely drowned the scientific harmony of 
Mr Beckendorff. 

So astounded were the three gentlemen by this un- 
expected entrance, that some moments elapsed ere 
either of them found words at his command. At length 
the master of the house spoke. 

'Mr von Philipson, I beg the favour of being in- 
formed who this person is ? ' 

The Prince did not answer, but looked at Vivian in 
great distress; and just as our licro was about to give 
Mr Beckendorff the requisite information, Essper 
George, taking up the parable himself, seized the 
opportunity of explaining the mystery. 

'Who am I ? who are you ? I am an honest man, 
and no traitor; and if all were the same, why then there 
would be no rogues in Rcisenburg. Who am I ? — a 
man. There's an arm ! there's a leg ! Can you see 
through a wood by twilight ? if so, yours is a better 
eye than mine. Can you eat an unskinned hare, or 
dine on the haunch of a bounding stag ? if so, your 
teeth are sharper than mine. Can you hear a robber's 
footstep when he's kneeling before murder ? or can 
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yon listen to the snow falling on Midsummer's day ? 
if so, your ears are finer than mine. Can you run with 
a chamois ? can you wrestle with a bear ? can you 
swim with an otter ? if so, I'm 3^our match. How 
many cities have you seen ? how many knaves have 
you gulled ? Which is dearest, biead or justice ? 
Why do men pay more for the pi o Lection of life than 
life itself ? Is cheatery a sla]i]e at Constantinople as 
it is at Vienna ? And what's the difterence between a 
Baltic merchant and a Greek pirate ? Tell me all 
this, and I will tell you who went m mourning in the 
moon at the death of the last comet. Who am I, 
indeed ! ' 

The embarrassment of the Prince and Vivian, while 
Essper George addressed to Mr Beckeiidorff these 
choice queries, was indescribable. Once Vivian tried 
to check him, but in vain. He did not repeat his 
attempt, for he v^as sufficiently employed in restraining 
his own agitation, and keeping his own countenance; 
for in s])ite of the mortification and anger that Essper's 
appearance had excited in him, still an unfortunate 
but innate taste for tlie ludicrous did not allow him 
to be perfectly insensible to tlie humour ol the scene. 
Mr Beckendorff listened very quietly till Essper had 
finished — he then rose. 

‘Mr von Philipson,' said he, ‘as a personal favour 
to yourself, and to my own great inconvenience, I con- 
sented that in this interview you should be attended 
by a friend. I did not reckon upon your servant, and 
it is impossible that I can tolerate his presence for a 
moment. You know how I live, and that my sole 
attendant is a female. I allow no male servants 
within this house. Even when His Royal Highness 
honours me with his presence, he is unattended. I 
desire that I am immediately released from the pre- 
sence of this buffoon.' 

So saying, Mr Beckendorff left the room. 

* Who are you ? ' said Essper, following him, with 
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his back bent, his head on his chest, and his eyes 
glancing. The imitation was perfect. 

‘Essper/ said Vivian, ‘your conduct is inexcusable, 
the mischief that you have done irreparable, and your 
punishment shall be severe.' 

‘ Severe I Why, what day did my master sell his 
gratitude for a silver groschen ! Is this the return for 
finding you out, and saving you from a thousand times 
more desperate gang than that Baron at Ems ! Severe 
indeed will be your lot when you are in a dungeon in 
Reisenburg Castle, with black bread for roast venison, 
and sour water for Rhenish ! ' 

‘ Why, what are you talking about ? ' 

' Talking about ! About treason, and arch traitors, 
and an old scoundrel who lives in a lone lane, and dares 
not look you straight in the face. Why, his very blink 
is enough to hang liim without trial ! ' 

‘Essper, cease immediately this rhodomontade, and 
then in distinct teniis inform His Highness and myself 
of the causes of this unparalleled intrusion.' 

The impressiveness of Vivian's manner produced a 
proper effect; and except that he spoke somewhat 
affectedly slow, and ridiculously precise, Essper 
George delivered himself with great clearness. 

‘You see, sir, you never let me know that you were 
going to leave, and so when I found that you did not 
come back, I made bold to speak to Mr Arnelm when 
he came home from hunting; but I could not get 
enough breath out of him to stop a lady-bird on a 
rose-leaf. I did not much like it, your honour, for I 
was among strangers, and so were you, you know. 
Well, then, I went to Master Rodolph : he was very 
kind to me, and seeing me in low spirits, and thinking 
me, I suppose, in love, or in debt, or that I had done 
some piece of mischief, or had something or other 
preying on my mind, he comes to me, and says, 
‘ 'Essper," said he — “you remember Master Rodolph's 
voice, sir ? ' 
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‘ To the point. Never let me hear Master Rodolph’s 
name again.' 

‘Yes, sir ! Well, well ! he said to me, “Come and 
dine with me in my room says I, “ I will." A good 
offer should never be refused, unless we have a better 
one at the same time. Whereupon, after dinner, 
Master Rodolph said to me, “We will have a bottle 
of Burgundy for a treat." You see, sir, we were rather 
sick of the Rhenish. Well, sir, we were free with the 
wine; and Master Rodolph, who is never easy except 
when he knows everything, must be trying, you see, 
to get out of me what it was that made me so down in 
the mouth. I, seeing this, thought I would put off 
the secret to another bottle; which being produced, 
I did not conceal from him any longer what was 
making me so low. ‘ ‘ Rodolph," said I, “ I do not like 
my young master going out in this odd way : he is of 
a temper to get into scrapes, and I should like very 
much to know what he and the Prince (saving your 
Highness's presence) are after. They have been shut 
up in that Cabinet these two nights, and though I 
walked by the door pretty often, devil a bit of a word 
ever came through the key-hole; and so you see, 
Rodolph," said I, “it requires a bottle or two of 
Burgundy to keep my spirits up." Well, your Highness, 
strange to say, no sooner had I spoken than Master 
Rodolph put his head across the little table — we dined 
at the little table on the right hand of the room as 
you enter ' 

‘ Go on ! ' 

‘ I am going on. Well ! he put his head across the 
little table, and said to me in a low whisper, cocking 
his odd-looking eye at the same time, ‘ ‘ I tell you what, 
Essper, you are a deuced sharp fellow 1 * ' and so, 
giving a shake of his head, and another wink of his 
eye, he was quiet. I smelt a rat, but I did not begin to 
pump directly, but after the third bottle, ‘ ‘ I^dolph,” 
said I, “with regard’to your last observation “ (for we 
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had not spoken lately, Burgundy being too fat a wine 
for talking), "we are both of us sharp fellows. I dare 
say now, you and I are thinking of the same thing/' 
"No doubt of it/* said Kodolph. And so, sir, he 
agreed to tell me what he was thinking of, on condition 
that I should be equally frank afterwards. Well, 
then, he told me that there were sad goings on at 
Turriparva.* 

* The deuce ! * said the Prince. 

‘ Let him tell his story,* said Vivian. 

‘Sad goings on at Turriparva ! He wished that His 
Highness would hunt more, and attend less to politics; 
and then he told me, quite confidentially, that His 
Higliness the ITince, and Heaven knows how many 
other Princes besides, had leagued together, and were 
going to detlirone the Grand-T)ukc, and that his master 
was to be made King, and he. Master Rodolph, Prime 
Minister. Hearing all this, and duly allowing for a 
tale over a bottle, I made no doubt, as I found to be 
the case, that you, good master, were about to be 
led into some mischiel , and as I know that conspiracies 
are alw^ays unsuccessful, I have done my best to save 
my master; and 1 beseech you, upon my knees, to get 
out of the scrape as soon as you possibly can/ Here 
Essper George threw himself at Vivian*s feet, and 
entreated him to cpiit the house immediately. 

'Was ever anything so absurd and so mischievous !* 
ejaculated the Prince; and then he conversed with 
Vivian for some time in a whisper. ‘ Essper,’ at length 
Vivian said, 'you have committed one of the most 
perfect and most injurious blunders that you could 
possibly jicrpetratc. The mischief which may result 
from your imprudent conduct is incalculable. How 
long is it since you have thought proper to regulate 
your conduct on the absurd falsehoods of a drunken 
stewai'd ? His llighiiess and myself wish to consult 
in private; but on no account leave the house. Now 
mind rne; if you leave this house without my 
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permission, you forfeit the little chance which remains 
of being roLained in my ser\dce/ 

‘ Where am I to go, sir ^ * 

‘ Stay in the passage/ 

‘Suppose* (here lie imitated Beckendorff) ‘comes 
to me/ 

‘ Then open the door, and come into this rcjom/ 
‘Well/ said the Prince, when the door was at length 
shut; ‘one thing is quite clear. He docs not know 
who Beckendorff is.* 

‘So far satisfactory; but I feel the force of your 
Highness's observations. Jt is a most puzzling case. 
To send him back to Tiirriparva would be madness : 
the whole affair would be immediately re\'ealed over 
another bottle of Burgundy with Master Rodolph; 
in fact, your Highness’s visit would be a secret to no 
one in the country : your host would be soon dis- 
covered, and the evil conse<juences are incalculable. 
I know no one to send him to at Reisenburg; and if 
I did, it appears to rnc that the same objections equally 
apply to his proceeding to that city as to his returning 
to Turriparva. What is to be done ? Surely some 
demon must have inspired him. We cannot now 
request Beckendorff to allow him to stay here; and 
if we did, I am convinced, from his tone and manner, 
that nothing could induce him to comply with our 
wish. The only course to be pursued is certainly an 
anno 5 dng one; but so far as I can judge, it is the only 
mode by which very serious mischief can be prevented. 
Let me proceed forthwiili to Reisenburg with Essper. 
Placed immediately under my eye, and solemnly 
adjured by me to silence, I think 1 can answer, parti- 
cularly when I give him a gentle hint of the station of 
Beckendorff, for his preserving the confidence with 
which it will now be our policy partially to entrust 
him. It is, to say the least, awkward and distressing 
to leave you alone, but what is to be done ? It does 
not appear that I can now be of any material service 
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had not spoken lately, Burgundy being too fat a wine 
for talking), "we are both of ns sharp fellows. I dare 
say now, yon and 1 are thinking of the same thing.” 
"No doubt of it,” said Rodolph. And so, sir, he 
agreed to tell me what he was thinking of, on condition 
that 1 should be eqnall^^ frank afterwards. Well, 
then, he told me that there were sad goings on at 
Turriparva/ 

‘The deuce !* said the Prince. 

‘Let him tell his story,' said Vivian. 

‘ Sad goings on at Turriparva 1 He wished that His 
Highness would hunt more, and attend less to politics; 
and then he told me, quite confidentially, that His 
Highness the Prince, and Heaven knows how many 
other Princes besides, had leagued together, and were 
going U) dethrone the Grand-Duke, and that his master 
was to be made King, and he. Master Rodolph, Prime 
l\linister. Hearing all this, and duly allowing for a 
tale over a bottle, I made no doubt, as I found to be 
the case, that you, good master, were about to be 
led into some mischief, and as I know that conspiracies 
are always unsuccessful, I have done my best to save 
my master; and I beseech you, upon my knees, to get 
out of tlio scrape as soon as you possibly can.' Here 
Essper George threw himself at Vivian's feet, and 
entreated him to quit the house immediately. 

‘Was ever anything so absurd and so mischievous !' 
ejaculated the JMnee; and then he conversed with 
Vivian for some time in a whisper. ‘Essper,' at length 
Vivian said, ‘you have committed one of the most 
perfect and most injurious blunders that you could 
possibly perpetrate. The mischief which may result 
from your imprudent conduct is incalculable. How 
long is it since you have thought proper to regulate 
your conduct on the absurd falsehoods of a drunken 
stew^ard ? His Highness and myself wish to consult 
in private; but on no account leave the house. Now 
mind me; if you leave this house without my 
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permission, you forfeit the little chance wliicli remains 
of being retained m rny service/ 

‘ Where am 1 to go, sir ? ' 

‘ Stay in the passage/ 

'Suppose' (here he imitated Beckendorff) 'comes 
to me/ 

‘Then open the door, and come into this room/ 

‘Well/ said the Prince, when the door was at length 
shut; ‘one thing is quite clear. He does not know 
who Beckendorff is.' 

‘So far satisfactory; but I teel the force of your 
Highness’s observations. Jt is a most puzzling case. 
To send him back to Turriparva would be madness : 
the whole affair would be immediately revealed over 
another bottle of Burgundy with Master Rodolph; 
in fact, your Highness’s visit would be a secret to no 
one in the country : your host would be soon dis- 
covered, and the evil consequences are incalculable. 
I know no one to send him to at Reibenburg; and if 
I did, it appears to me that the same objections equally 
apply to his proceeding to that city as to his returning 
to Turriparva. Vdiat is to be done ? Surely some 
demon must have inspired him. We cannot now 
request Beckendorff to allow him Lo stay here; and 
if we did, I am convinced, from his tone and manner, 
that nothing could induce him to comply with our 
wish. The only course to be pursued is certainly an 
annoying one, but so far as 1 can judge, it is the only 
mode by which very serious mischief can be prevented. 
Let me proceed forthwith to Reisenburg with Essper. 
Placed immediate] \ under my eye, and solemnly 
adjured by me to silence, I think I can answer, parti- 
cularly when I give him a gentle hint of the station of 
Beckendorff, for his preservang tlie confidence with 
which it will now be our policy partially to entrust 
him. It is, to say the least, awkward and distressing 
to leave you alone, but what is to be done ? It does 
Dot appear that I can now be of any material service 
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to you. I have assisted you as much, and more, than 
we could reasonably have supposed it would have 
been in my power to have done, by throwing some 
light upon the character and situation of Beckendorff. 
With the clue to his conduct, which my chance meeting 
with him yesterday morning has afforded us, the only 
point for your Highness to determine is, as to the 
length of time you will resolve to wait for his com- 
munication. As to your final agreement together, with 
your Highness's settled views and decided purpose, 
all the difficulty of negotiation will be on his side. 
Whatever, my dear Prince,' continued Vivian, with a 
very significant voice and very marked emphasis, 
* whatever, my dear Prince, may be your secret 
wishes, be assured that to attain them in your present 
negotiation, you have only to be firm. Let nothing 
divert you from your purpose, and the termination 
of this interview must be gratifying to you.' 

The Prince of Little Lilliput was very disinclined 
to part with his shrewd counsellor, who had already done 
him considerable service; and he strongly opposed 
Vivian's proposition. His opposition, however, like 
that of most other persons, was unaccompanied by 
any suggestion of his own. And as both agreed that 
something must be done, it of course ended in the 
Prince being of opinion that Vivian's advice must be 
followed. The Prince was really very much affected 
by this sudden and unexpected parting with one for 
whom, though he had known him so short a time, he 
began to entertain a sincere regard. ‘ I owe you my 
life,' said the Prince, ‘and perhaps more than my life; 
and here we are about suddenly to part, never to meet 
again. I wish I could get you to make Turriparva 
your home. You should have your own suite of 
rooms, your own horses, your own servants; and 
never feel for an instant that you were not master 
of all around you. In truth,' continued the Prince, 
with great earnestness, ‘I wish, my dear friend, you 
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would really think seriously of this. You know you 
could visit Vienna, and even Italy, and yet return to 
me. Max would be delighted to see you : he loves 
you already; and Sievers and his library would be 
at your command. Agree to my proposition, dear 
friend.' 

'I cannot express to your Highness how sensible 
I am of your kindness. Your friendship I sincerely 
value, and shall never forget; but I am too unhappy 
and unlucky a being to burden any one with my 
constant presence. Adieu ! or will you go with me to 
Beckendorff ? * 

‘ Oh, go with you by all means ! But, * said the 
Prince, taking a ruby ring of great antiquity off his 
finger, ‘I should feel happy if you would wear this 
for my sake.' 

The Prince was so much affected at the thoughts of 
parting with Vivian that he could scarcely speak. 
Vivian accepted the ring with a cordiality which the 
kind-hearted donor deserved; and yet our hero un- 
fortunately had had rather too much experience of 
the world not to be aware that, most probably, in less 
than another week his affectionate friend would not 
be able to recall his name under an hour's recollection. 
Such are friends ! The moment that we are not at 
their side we are neglected; and the moment that we 
die, we are forgotten ! 

They found Mr Beckendorff in his library. In 
apprising Mr Beckendorff of his intention of imme- 
diately quitting his roof, Vivian did not omit to state 
the causes of his sudden depaiture. These not only 
acepunted for the abruptness of his movement, but 
also gave Beckendorff an opportunity of preventing its 
necessity, by allowing Essper to remain. But the 
opportunity was not seized by Mr Beckendorff. The 
truth was, that gentleman had a particular widi to 
see Vivian out of his house. In allowing the Prince of 
Little Lilliput to be attended during the interview by 
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a friend, Beckendorff had prepared himself for the 
reception of some brawny Jagd Junker, or some thick- 
headed Chamberlain, who he reckoned would act 
rather as an incumbrance than an aid to his opponent. 
It was with great mortification, therefore, that he 
found him accompanied by a shrewd, experienced, 
wary, and educated Englishman. A man like Becken- 
dorfl soon discovered that Vivian Grey's was no 
common mind. His conversation with him, of the 
last night, had given him some notion of his powers; 
and the moment that Beckendorff saw Essper George 
enter the house, he determined that he should be the 
cause of Vivdan leaving it. There was also another 
and weighty reason for Mr Beckendorff desiring that 
the Prince of Little Lilliput should at this moment be 
left to himself. 

'Mr Grey will ride on to Reisenburg immediately,' 
said the Prince; ‘ and, my dear friend, you may depend 
upon having your luggage by the day after to-morrow. 
1 shall be at Turnparva early to-morrow, and it will 
be my first care ? 

This was said in a very loud voice, and both gentle- 
men watched Mr Beckendorff's countenance as the 
information was given; but no emotion was visible. 

'Well, sir, good morning to you,’ said Mr Becken- 
dorff; ‘I am very sorry you are going. Had I known 
it sooner, I would have given you a letter. Mr von 
Philipson,’ said Beckendorff, 'do me the favour of 
looking over that paper.' So saying, Mr Beckendorff 
put some official report into the Prince's hand; and 
while His Highness's attention was attracted by this 
sudden request, Mr Beckendorff laid his finger^ on 
Vivian's arm, and said in a lower tone, 'I shall take 
care that you find a powerful friend at Reisenburg ! ’ 
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CITAPTER I 

As Vivian left the room, Mr Beckeiidorli was seized 
with an unusual desire to converge witli the Prince 
of Little Lilliput, and His Highness was consequently 
debarred the consolation of walking with his friend 
as far as the horses. At the little gate Vivian and 
Essper encountered the only male attendant who was 
allowed to approach the house of Mr Bcckendorff. As 
Vivian quietly walked liis horse up the rough turf road, 
he could not refrain from recurring to his conversation 
of the previous night; and when he called to mind the 
adventures of the last six days, he had new cause to 
wonder at, and perhaps to lament over, his singular 
fate. In that short time he had saved the life of a 
powerful Prince, and being immediately signalled out, 
without any exertion on his part, as the object of that 
Prince's friendship. The moment he arrives at 
his castle, by a wonderful contingency, he becomes 
the depositary of important state secrets, and assists 
in a consultation of the utmost importance with one 
of the most powerful Ministers in Europe. And now 
the object of so much friendship, confidence, and 
honour, he is suddenly on the road to the capital of 
the State of which his late host is the Prime Minister, 
and his friend the chief subject, without even the con- 
venience of a common letter of introduction; and with 
little prospect of viewing with even the usual advan- 
tages of a common traveller one of the most interesting 
of European Courts. 
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When he had proceeded about half-way up the turf 
lane, he found a private road to his right; which, with 
that spirit of adventure for which Englishmen are 
celebrated, he immediately resolved mast not only 
lead to Reiscnburg, but also carry him to that city 
much sooner than the regular high road. He had not 
advanced lar up this road before he came to the gate 
at which he had parted with Beckendorff on the 
morning that gentleman had roused him so unex- 
pectedly from his reverie in a green lane. He was 
surprised to hnd a horseman dismounting at the gate. 
Struck by this singular circumstance, the appearance 
of the stranger was not unnoticed. He was a tall and 
well-proportioned man, and as the traveller passed, 
he stared Vivian so fully in the face, that our hero did 
not fail to remark his very handsome countenance, 
the expression of which, however, was rather vacant 
and unpleasing. He was dressed in a riding-coat, 
exactly similar to the one always worn by Beckendorff’s 
messenger; and had Vivian not seen him so distinctly, 
he would have mistaken him for that person. The 
stranger was rather indifferently mounted, and carried 
his cloak and a small portmanteau at the back of his 
saddle. 

‘ I suppose it is the butler,' said Essper George, who 
now spoke for the first time since his dismissal from 
the room. Vivian did not answer him; not because 
he entertained any angry feeling on account of his 
exceedingly unpleasant visit. By no means : it was 
impossible for a man like Vivian Grey to cherish an 
irritated feeling for a second. But he did not exchange 
a syllable with Essper George, merely because he was 
not in the humour to speak. He could not refrain 
from musing on the singular events of the last few 
days; and, above all, the character of Beckendorff 
particularly engrossed his meditation. Their conversa- 
tion of the preceding night excited in his mind new 
feelings of wonder, and revived emotions which he 
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thought were dead, or everlastingly dormant. Ap- 
parently the philosophy on which Beckendorff had 
regulated his career, and by which he had arrived at 
his pitch of greatness, was exactly the same with 
which he himself, Vivian Grey, had started in life; 
which he had found so fatal in its consequences; 
which he believed to be so vain in its principles. 
How was this ? What radical error had he com- 
mitted ? It required little consideration. Thirty, 
and more than thirty, years had passed over the head 
of Beckendorff ere the world felt his power, or indeed 
was conscious of his existence. A deep student, not 
only of man in detail, but of man in groups — not only 
of individuals, but of nations — Beckendorff had hived 
up his ample knowledge of all subjects which could 
interest his fellow-creatures; and when that oppor- 
tunity, which in this world occurs to all men, occurred 
to Beckendroff, he was prepared. With acquirements 
equal to his genius, Beckendorff depended only upon 
himself, and succeeded. Vivian Grey, with a mind 
inferior to no man's, dashed on the stage, in years a 
boy, though in feelings a man. Brilliant as might 
have been his genius, his acquirements necessarily 
were insufficient. He could not depend only upon 
himself; a consequent necessity arose to have recourse 
to the assistance of others; to inspire them with 
feelings which they could not share; and humour and 
manage the petty weaknesses which he himself could 
not experience. His colleagues were, at the same 
time, to work for the gratification of their own private 
interests, the most palpable of all abstract things: and 
to carry into execution a great purpose, which their 
feeble minds, interested only by the first point, cared 
not to comprehend. The unnatural combination 
failed; and its originator fell. To believe that he 
could recur again to the hopes, the feelings, the 
pursuits of his boyhood, he felt to be the vainest of 
delusions. It was the expectation of a mm like 
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Beckendoilf— whose career, though difficult, though 
hazardous, had been uniformly successful — of a man 
who mistook cares for grief, and anxiety for sorrow. 

The travellers entered the city at sunset. Proceed- 
ing through an ancient and unseemly town, full of 
long, narrow, and ill-paved streets, and black unevenly 
built houses, they ascended the hill, on the top of 
which was situated the luwv and Residence town of 
Reisenburg, The proud palace, the W'hite squares, 
the architectural streets, the new churches, the 
elegant opera house, the splendid hotels, and the gay 
public gardens, full of busts, vases, and statues, and 
surrounded by an ii on railing cast out of the cannon 
taken from both sides during the war by the Reisen- 
burg troops, and now’ formed into pikes and fasces, 
glittering with gilded heads — all these shining in the 
setting sun, produced an effect which, at any time, 
and in any place, w^iuld have been beautiful and 
striking; but on the present occasion w^ere still more 
so from the remarkable contrast they afforded to the 
ancient, gloomy, and filthy town through which 
Vi\aan had just passed; and where, from the lowness 
of its situation, the sun had already set. There was 
as much difference between the old and new town of 
Reisenburg as between the old barbarous Margrave, 
and the new and noble Grand-Duke. 

On the second day after his arrival at Reisenburg, 
Vivian received the following letter from the Prince 
of Little Lilliput. His luggage did not accompany 
the epistle. 

‘My dear Friend, — By the time you have received 
this I shall have returned to Turriparva. My visit to 
a certain gentleman was prolonged for one day. I 
never can convey to you by w^ords the sense I entertain 
of the value of your friendship, and of your services; 
1 trust that time will afford me opportunities of testify- 
ing it by my actions. I return home by the same road 
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by which we came; you remember how excellent tlie 
road was, as indeed are all the roads in Reisenburg; 
that must be conlesscd by all. I fear that the most 
partial admirers of the old regime cannot sa3^ as much 
for the convenience of travelling in the time of our 
fathers. Good roads are most excellent things, and 
one of the first marks of civilisation and prosperity. 
The Emperor Na]:)oleon, who, it must be confessed, 
had after all no common mind, was celebrated for his 
roads. You have doubtless admired the Route 
Napoleon on the Rhine, and if you travel into Italy, 
I am informed that you will be equally, and even 
more, struck by the passage over the Simplon and the 
other Italian roads. Reiseiilmrg has certainly kept 
pace with the spirit of the time; nobody can deny 
that; and I confess to you that tlie more I consider 
the subject, it a])pcars to me that the hapfiiness, 
prosperity, and content of a State are the best evidences 
of the wisdom and beneficent rule of a government. 
Many things are very excellent in tlieory, which are 
quite the reverse in practice, and even ludicrous. And 
while we should do our utmost to promote the cause 
and uphold the interests of rational liberty, still, at 
the same time, we diould p\'er be on our guard against 
the crude ideas and revolutionary systems of those 
w^ho are quite inexperienced in that sort of particular 
knowledge which is necessary for all statesmen. 
Nothing is so easy as to make things look fine on 
paper — we should never forgcT that ; there is a great 
difference between high-sounding generalities and 
laborious details. Is it reasonable to expect that men 
who have passed their lives dreaming in colleges and 
old musty studies should be at all calculated to take 
the head of affairs, or know -what measures those at 
the head of affairs ought to adopt ? I think not, 
A certain personage, who, by the bye, is one of the 
most clear-headed and most perfect men of business 
that I ever had the pleasure of being acquainted with; 



VIVIAN GREY 


510 

a real practical man, in short; he tells me that Pro- 
fessor Skyrocket, whom you will most likely see at 
Reisenburg, wrote an article in the Military QuaHerly 
Review which is published there, on the probable 
expenses of a war between Austria and Prussia, and 
forgot the commissariat altogether. Did you ever 
know anything so ridiculous ? What business have 
such fellows to meddle with affairs of state ? They 
should certainly be put down : that I think none can 
deny. A liberal spirit in government is certainly 
a most most excellent thing; but we must always 
remember that liberty may degenerate into licentious- 
ness. Liberty is certainly an excellent thing — that 
all admit; but, as a certain person very well observed, 
so is physic, and yet it is not to be given at all times, 
but only when the frame is in a state to require it. 
People may be as unpre})arcd for a wise and discreet 
use of liberty, as a vulgar person may be for the 
management of a great estate, unexpectedly inherited : 
there is a great deal in this, and in my opinion there 
are cases in which to force liberty down a people’s 
throat, is presenting them, not with a blessing, but 
a curse. I shall send your luggage on immediately; 
it is very probable that I may be in town at the end 
of the week, for a short time. I wish much to see, and 
to consult you, and therefore hope that you will not 
leave Reisenburg before you see 

‘Your faithful and obliged friend, 

‘Little Lilliput.’ 

Two days after the receipt of this letter, Essper 
George ran into the room with a much less solemn 
physiognomy than he had thought proper to assume 
since his master’s arrival- at Reisenburg. 

‘Lord, sir ! whom do you think I have just 
met ?' 

‘Whom ?' asked Vivian with eagerness, for, as is 
always the case when such questions are asked us, he 
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was thinking of every person in the world except the 
right one. It might be 

'To think that I should see him ! ’ continued Essper. 

Tt is a man then / thought Vivian ; ’ who is it at once, 
Essper ? * 

T thought you would not guess, sir ! it will quite 
cure you to hear it — Master Rodolph !’ 

'Master Rodolph !’ 

'Aye ! and there's great news in the wind.' 

'Which of course you have confidentially extracted 
from him. Pray let us have it.’ 

'The Prince of Little Lilliput is coming to Reisen- 
burg, 'said Essper. 

'Well ! I had some idea of that before,’ said Vivian. 

'Oh ! then you know it all, sir, I suppose/ said 
Essper, with a look of great disappointment. 

'I know nothing more than I have mentioned,’ said 
his master. 

'What ! do you not know, sir, that the Prince has 
come over; that he is going to live at Court; and be. 
Heaven knows what ! that he is to carry a staff 
every day before the Grand -Duke at dinner; does not 
my master know that ? ’ 

'I know nothing of all this; and so tell me in plain 
G€nnan what the case is.’ 

'Well, then,’ continued Essper; 'I suppose you do 
not know that His Highness the Prince is to be His 
Excellency the Grand Marslial — that unfortunate 
but principal Officer of State having received his 
dismissal yesterday : they are coming up immediately. 
Not a moment is to be lost, which seems to me very odd. 
Master Rodolph is arranging everything; and he has 
this morning purchased from his master’s predecessor 
his palace, furniture, wines, and pictures, m short, 
his whole establishment : the late Grand Marshal 
consoling himself for his loss of office, and revenging 
himself on his successor, by selling him his property 
at a hundred per cent, profit. HoM^ever, Master 
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Rodolph seems quite contented with his bargain; 
and j^our luggage is come, sir. His Highness, the Prince, 
will be in town at the end of the week; and all the men 
are to be put in new livery. Mr Arnelm is to be His 
Highness’s chamberlain; and Von Neuwied master of 
the horse. So you see, sir, you were right; and that 
old puss in boots was no traitor, after all. Upon my 
soul, 1 did not much believe you, sir, until I heard ail 
this good news.’ 
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CHAPTER II 

About a week after his arrival at Reisenburg, as 
Vivian was at breakfast, the door opened, and Mr 
Sievers entered. 

‘I did not think that oiir next meeting would be 
in this city,' said Mr Sievers, smiling. 

‘His Highness, of course, informed me of your arrival/ 
said Vivian as he greeted him very cordially. 

‘You, I understand, are the diplomatist whom I 
am to thank for finding myself again at Reisenburg. 
Let me, at the same time, express my gratitude for 
your kind offices to me, and congratulate you on the 
brilliancy of your talents for negotiation. Little did 
I think when I was giving you, the other day, an 
account of Mr Beckendorff, that llie information 
would have been of such service to you.' 

T am afraid you have nothing to thank me for; 
though, certainly, had the office of arranging the terms 
between the parties devolved on me, my first thoughts 
would have been for a gentleman for whom I have so 
much regard and respect as Mr Sievers.' 

'Sir 1 I feel honoured : you already speak like a 
finished courtier. Pray, what is to be your office?' 

T fear Mr Beckendorff will not resign in my favour; 
and my ambition is so exalted, that I cannot conde- 
scend to take anything under the Premiership.' 

'You are not to be tempted by a Grand-Marshalship I * 
said Mr Sievers. ‘You hardly expected, when you 
were at Turriparva, to witness such a r^id tennination 
of the patriotism of our good friend. 1 think you said 
you have seen him since your arrival: the interview 
must have been piquant I ' 

‘Not at all. I immediately congratulated him on 
V.G. R 
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the judicious arrangements which had been con- 
cluded; and, to relieve his awkwardness, took some 
credit to myself for having partially assisted in bring- 
ing about the result. The subject was not again 
mentioned, and I dare say never will be/ 

Tt is a curious business,* said Sievers. 'The Prince 
is a man, who, rather than have given me up to the 
Grand-Duke — me, with whom he was not connected, 
and who, of my own accord, sought his hospitality — 
sooner, I repeat, than have delivered me up, he would 
have had his castle razed to the ground, and fifty 
swords through his heart; and yet, without the slightest 
compunction, has this same man deserted, with the 
greatest coolness, the party of wliich, ten days ago, he 
was the zealous leader. How can you account for 
this, except it be, as I have long suspected, that in 
politics there positively is no feeling of honour ? Every 
one is conscious that not only himself, but his colleagues 
and his rivals, are working for their own private pur- 
pose; and that however a party may apparently be 
assisting in bringing about a result of common benefit, 
that nevertheless, and in fact, each is conscious that 
he is the tool of another. With such an understanding, 
treason is an expected affair; and the only point to 
consider is, who shall be so unfortunate as to be the 
deserted, instead of the deserter. It is only fair to 
His Highness to state that Beckendorff gave him 
incontestable evidence that he had had a private 
intj^ew with ewery one of the mediatised Princes. 
Tfiifey were the dupes of the wily Minister. In these 
negotiations he became acquainted with their plans 
and characters, and could estimate the probability of 
their success. The golden bribe, which was in turn 
dangled before the eyes of all, had been always reserved 
for the most powerful — our friend. His secession^ 
and the consequent desertion of his relatives, destroy 
the party for ever; while, at the same time, that party 
have not even the consolation of a good conscience to 
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uphold them in their adversity; but feel that in case of 
tlieir clamour, or of any attempt to stir up the people by 
their hollow patriotism, it is in the power of the Minister 
to expose and crush them for ever/ 

'All tliis,' said Vivian, 'makes me the more rejoice 
that our friend has got out of their clutches; he will 
make an excellent Grand-Marshal; and you must 
not forget, my dear sir, that he did not forget you. To 
tell you the truth, although I did not flatter myself 
that I should benefit during my stay at Reisenburg by 
his influence, I am not the least surprised at the termin- 
ation of our visit to Mr Beckendorff. I liave seen 
too many of tliese affairs, not to have been quite aware 
the whole time, that it would require very little trouble, 
and very few sacrifices on the part of Mr Beckendorff, 
to quash the whole cabal. By the bye our visit to him 
was highly amusing; he is a singular man.' 

'He has had, nevertheless,' said Sievers, * a very 
difficult part to play. Had it not been for you, the 
Prince would have perhaps imagined that he was only 
trifling with him again, and terminated the interview 
abruptly and in disgust. Having brought the Grand- 
Duke to terms, and having arranged the interview, 
Beckendorff of course imagined that all was finished. 
The very day that you arrived at his house, he had 
received dispatches from His Royal Highness, recalling 
liis promise, and revoking Beckendorff's authority 
to use his unlimited discretion in this business. The 
difficulty then was to avoid discussion with the Prince, 
with whom he was not prepared to negotiate; and, 
at the same time, without letting His Highness out 
of his sight, to induce the Grand-Duke to resume his 
old view ol the case. The first night that you were 
there, Beckendorff rode up to Reisenburg — saw the 
Grand-Duke — ^was refused, through the intrigues ol 
Madame Carolina, the requested authority, and 
resigned his power. When he was a mile on his return, 
was summoned back to the palace; and His Royal 
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Highness asked, as a favour from his tutor, four- 
and-twenty hours’ consideration. This Beckendorff 
granted, on the condition that, in case the Grand-Duke 
assented to tlie terms proposed, His Royal Highness 
should himself be the bearer of the proposition; and 
that there should be no more written promises to recall 
and no more written authorities to revoke. The terms 
w^ere hard, but Beckendorff was inflexible. On the 
second night of your visit, a messenger arrived with a 
dispatcli, advising Beckendorii of the intended arrival 
of His Royal Highness on the next morning. The 
ludicrous intnision of your amusing servant prevented 
you from being present at the great interview, 
in which 1 understand Beckendorff for the moment 
laid aside all his caprices. Our friend acted with 
great firmness and energy. He would not be satisfied 
even with the jiersonal jiledgo and written promise 
of the (h*and-Duke, but demanded that he should 
receive the seals of office within a week; so that, had 
the Court not been sincere, liis situation with his 
former party would not have been injured. It is 
astonishing how’ very acute even a dull man is, when 
his own interests are at stake ! Had His Highness 
been the agent of another j^erson, he would probably 
have committed many blunders — have made disadvan- 
tageous terms, or perl laps have lieen thoroughly duped. 
Sell-interest is the finest eye-w^ater.’ 

‘And what savs Madame Carolina to all this ? 

‘ Oh ! accordiv.g to custom, she has changed already, 
and thinks the whole business admirably arranged. 
His Highness is her grand favourite, and my little 
pupil Max, her pet. 1 think, however, on the whole, 
the boy is fondest of the Grand-Duke, whom, if you 
remember, he was always informing you in confidence 
that he intended to assasinate. And as for your 
obedient servant,' said Sievers, bowing, ‘here am I 
once more tiie Aristarchus of her coterie. Her friends, 
by the bye> view the accession of the Prince with so 
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pleased eyes; and, anticipating that his juncture with 
the Minister is only a prelude to their final dispersion, 
they are compensating for the approaching termination 
of their career, by unusual violence and fresh fervour — ■ 
stinging like mosquitos before a storm, conscious of 
their impending destruction from the clearance of the 
atmosphere. As for myself, I have nothing more to 
do with them. Liberty and philosophy are very fine 
words ; but until I find men are prepared to cultivate 
them both in a wiser spirit, I shall remain quiet. 
I have no idea of being banished and imprisoned, 
because a parcel of knaves are making a vile use of the 
truths which I disseminate. In my opinion, philosophers 
have said enough; now let men act. But all this time 
I have forgotten to ask you how you like Reisenburg.' 

' I can hardly say, with the exception of yesterday, 
when I rode Max round the ramparts, I have not been 
once out of the hotel. But to-day, I feel so well, that 
if you are disposed lor a lounge, 1 should like it above 
all things.* 

*I am quite at your service; but I must not forget 
that I am the bearer of a missive to you from His 
Excellency the Grand Marshal. You are invited to 
join the Court dinner to-day, and be presented ' 

'Really, my dear sir, an invalid * 

‘ Well ! if you do not like it, you must make your 
excuses to him; but it really is the pleasantest way of 
commencing your acquainiance at Court, and only 
allowed to distingues\ among which, as you are the 
friend of the new Grand Marshal, you are of course 
considered. No one is petted so much as a political 
apostate, except, perhaps, a religious one; so at present 
we are all in high feather. You had better dine at 
the palace to-day. Everything quite easy; eind, by 
an agreeable relaxation of state, neither swords, 
bags, nor trains are necessary. Have you seen the 
palace ? I suppose not; we will look at it; arwi then 
call on the Prince.' 
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The gentlemen accordingly left the hotel; and pro- 
ceeding down the principal street of the New Town, 
they came into a very large square, or Place d^Armes. 
A couple of regiments of infantry were exercising in it. 

‘A specimen of our standing army/ said Sievers. 
‘In the war time this little State brought thirty 
thousand highly disciplined and well appointed troops 
into the field. This efficient contingent was at the 
same time, the origin of our national prosperity, and 
our national debt. For we have a national debt, sir ! 
I assure you we are very proud of it, and consider it 
the most decided sign of being a great people. Our 
force in times of peace is, of course, very much reduced. 
We have, however, still eight thousand men, who are 
perfectly unnecessary. The most curious thing is 
that, to keep up the patronage of the Court, and please 
the nobility, though we have cut down our army two- 
thirds, we have never reduced the number of our 
generals; and so, at this moment among our eight 
thousand men, we count about forty general officers, 
being one to every two hundred privates. We have, 
however, which perhaps you would not suspect, one 
military genius among our multitude of heroes. The 
Count Von Sohnspeer is worthy of being one of Napo- 
leon's Marshals. Who he is, no one exactly knows, 
some say an illegitimate son of Beckendorff. Certain 
it is, that he owes his nobility to his sword; and as 
certain is it that he is to be counted among the very 
few who share the Minister's confidence. Von Sohns- 
peer has certainly performed a thousand briUiant 
exploits; yet, in my opinion, the not least splendid 
day of his life, was that of the battle of Leipsu:. He 
was on the side of the French, and fought against the 
Allies with desperate fury. When he saw that all 
was over, and the Allies triumphant, calling out 
Germany for ever ! " he dashed against his mrmer 
friends, and captured from the flying Gauls a hmulred 
|Steces of cannon. He hastened to the tent of the 
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Emperors with his blood-red sword in his hand, and 
at the same time congratulated them on the triumph 
of their cause, and presented them with his hard- 
earned trophies. The manoeuvre was perfectly suc- 
cessful; and the troops of Reisenburg, complimented 
as true Germans, were pitied for their former unhappy 
fate in being forced to fight against their fatherland, 
and were immediately enrolled in the allied army; 
as such, they received a due share of all the plunder. 
He is a grand genius, young Master von bohnspeer ? ' 

‘ Decidedly I Worthy of being a companion of 
the fighting bastards of the middle ages. This is a 
fine square 1 ' 

'Very grand indeed ! Precedents for some of the 
architectural combinations could hardly be found at 
Athens or Rome; nevertheless, the general effect is 
magnificent. Do you admire this plan of making 
every elevation of an order consonant with the purpose 
of the building ? See, for instance, on the opposite 
side of the square is the Palace. The Corinthian 
order, which is evident in all its details, suits well the 
character of the structure. It accords with royal 
pomp and elegance, with fetes and banquets, and 
interior magnificence. On the other hand, what a 
happy contrast is afforded to this gorgeous structure, 
by the severe simplicity of this Tuscan Palace of 
Justice. The School of Arts, in the farthest comer 
of the square, is properly entered through an Ionic 
portico. Let us go into the Palace. Here, not only 
does our monarch reside, but (an arrangement which 
I much admire) here are deposited in a gallery worthy 
of the treasures it contains, our very superb collection 
of pictures. They are the private property of His 
Royal Highness; but, as is usually the case under 
despotic Princes, the people, equally his property, 
are flattered by the collection being styled the “Public 
Gallery." ' 

, The hour of the Court dinner at Reisenburg was 
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tw(i o'clock; about which time, in England, a man 
first remembers the fatal necessity of shaving; though, 
by the bye, this allusion is not a very happy one, for 
in this country shaving is a ceremony at present some- 
what obsolete. At two oVkjck, however, our hero, 
accompanying the Grand Marshal and Mr Sievers, 
reached the l^alace. In the saloon were assembled 
various guests, chiefly attached to the Court. Imme- 
diately after the arrival of our party, the Grand Duke 
and Madame Carolina, followed by their chamberlains 
and ladies in waiting, entered. The little Prince 
Maximilian strutted in between his Royal Highness 
and his tair Consort, liaving hold of a hand of each. 
The urchin was very much changed in appearance 
since Vivian first saw' him; he was dressed in the com- 
plete uniform of a captain of the Royal Guards, having 
been presented with a commission on the day of his 
arrival at Court. A brilliant star glittered on his 
scarlet coat, and jialed the splendour of his golden 
epaulettes. The duties, however, of the princely 
captain w^ere at present confined to the pleasing 
exertion of carrying the bon-bon box of Madame 
Carolina, the contents of wiiich were chiefly reserved for 
his own gratification. In the Grand-Duke, Vivian 
was not surprised to recognise the horseman whom he 
had met in the private road (»n the morning of his 
departure from Mr Beckendorll's; his conversation 
with Sievers had prepared him for this. Madame 
Carolina was in appiearance Parisian of the highest 
order — that is to say, an exquisite figure and an indes- 
cribable tournure, an invisible foot, a countenance 
full of esprit and intelligence, without a single regular 
feature, and large and very bright black eyes. Madame's 
hair was of the same colour, and arranged in the most 
effective manner. Her cashmere would have graced 
the Feast of Roses, and so engrossed your attention, 
that it was long before you o&erved the rest of her 
codriame, in which, however, traces of a creative genius 
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were immediately visible; in short, Madame Carolina 
was not fashionable, but fashion herself. In a sub- 
sequent chapter, at a ball which we have in preparation, 
we will make up for this brief notice of her costume, by 
publishing her Court-dress. For the sake of our 
fair readers, however, we will not pass over the orna- 
ment in her hair. The comb which supported her 
elaborate curls was invisible, except at each end, 
whence it threw out a large Psyche's wing of golden 
web, the eyes of which were formed of rubies encircled 
with turquoises. 

The Royal party made a progress round the circle. 
Madame Carolina first presented her delicate and 
faintly-rouged cheek to the hump-backed Crown- 
Prince, who scarcely raised his eyes from the ground 
as he performed the accustomed courtesy. One or 
two Royal relatives, who were on a visit at the palace, 
were honoured by the same compliment. The Grand- 
Duke bowed graciously and gracefully to every 
individual; and his lady accompanied the bow by a 
speech, which was, at the same time personal and 
piquant. The first great duty of a monarch is to 
know how to bow skilfully ! nothing is more difficult, 
and nothing more important. A Royal bow may often 
quell a rebellion, and sometimes crush a conspiracy. 
It should at the same time be both general and indi- 
vidual; equally addressed to the company assembled, 
and to every single person in the assembly. Our 
own sovereign bows to perfection. His bow is eloquent, 
and will always render an oration on his part xmneces- 
sary; which is a great point, for harangues are not 
regal. Nothing is more undignified than to make 
a speech. It is from the first an acknowledgment 
that you are under the necessity of explaining, or 
conciliating, or convincing, or confuting, in short, 
that you are not omnipotent, but opposed. 

Tlie bow of the Grand-Duke of Reisenbuig was a 
first-rate bow, and always produced a great sensation 



VIVIAN GREY 


522 

with the people, particularly if it were followed up 
by a proclamation for a public fete, or fireworks; then 
His Royal Highness’s popularity was at its height. 
But Madame Carolina, after having by a few magic 
sentences persuaded the whole room that she took 
a peculiar interest in the happiness of every individuad 
present, has reached Vivian, who stood next to his 
friend the Grand Marshal. He was presented by that 
great officer, and received most graciously. For 
a moment the room thought that Plis Royal Highness 
was about to speak; but he only smiled. Madame 
Carolina, however, said a great deal; and stood not 
less than sixty seconds complimenting the English 
nation, and particularly the specimen of that cele- 
brated people who now had the honour of being pre- 
sented to her. No one spoke more in a given time 
than Madame Carolina; and as, while the eloquent 
words fell from her deep red lips, her bright eyes were 
invariably fixed on those of the person she addressed, 
what she did say, as invariably, was very effective. 
Vivian had only time to give a nod of recognition to 
his friend Max, for the company, arm-in-arm, now 
formed into a procession to the dining-saloon. Vivian 
was parted from the Grand ]\Iarshal, who, as the 
highest officer of state present, followed immediately 
after the Grand-Duke. Our hero's companion was 
Mr Sievers. Although it was not a state dinner, the 
party, from being swelled by the suites of the Royal 
visitors, was numerous; and as the Court occupied 
the centre of the table, Vivian was too distant to listen 
pb the conversation of Madame, who, however, he 
perceived from the animation of her countenance, 
"was delighted and delighting. The Grand-Duke 
spoke little; but listened, like a lover of three 
to the accents of his accomplished consort. Tlie 
arrangement of a German dinner promotes conversa- 
tion. The numerous dishes are at once placed upon 
the table; and when the curious eye has well examined 
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their contents, the whole dinner, untouched, disappears. 
Although this circumstance is rather alarming to a 
novice, his terror soon gives place to self-congratu- 
lation, when he finds the banquet reappear, each dish 
completely carved and cut up. 

‘Not being Sunday, ‘ said Mr Sievers, ‘there is no 
opera to-night. We are to meet again, I believe, at 
the palace, in a few liours, at Madame Carolina's 
soiree. In the meantime, you had better accompany 
His Excellency to the public gardens; that is the 
fashionable drive. I shall go home and smoke a pipe.' 

The circle of the public gardens of Reisenburg 
exhibited exactly, although upon a smaller scale, the 
same fashions and the same frivolities, the same 
characters and the same affectations, as the Hyde 
Park of London, or the Champs Elysees of Paris, the 
Prater of Vienna, the Corso of Rome or Milan, or the 
Cascine of Florence. There was the female leader of 
ton, hated by her own sex, and adored by the other, 
and ruling both — ruling both by the same principle 
of action, and by the influence of the same quality 
which creates the arbitress of fashion in all countries — 
by courage to break through the conventional customs 
of an artificial class, and by talents to ridicule all 
those who dare follow her innovating example — 
attracting universal notice by her own singularity, 
and at the same time conciliating the support of those 
from whom she dares to differ, by employing her 
influence in preventing others from violating their 
laws. The arbitress of fashion is one who is Slowed 
to be singular, in order that she may suppress singu- 
larity; she is exempted from all laws; but, by receiving 
the dictatorship, she ensures the despotism. Then 
there was that mysterious being whose influence is 
perhaps even more surprising than the dominion of 
the female despot of manners, for she wields a power 
which can be analysed and comprehended — I mean 
the male authority in coats, cravats, and chargers; 
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who, v^dthout fortune and without rank, and sometimes 
merely through the bold obtrusion of a fantastic taste, 
becomes the glass of fashion, in which even royal 
dukes and the most aristocratic nobles hasten to 
adjust themselves; and the mould by which the 
ingenious youth of a whole nation is enthusiastically 
formed. There is a Bmmrnell in every country. 

Vivian, who alter a round or two with the Grand 
Marshal, had mounted Max, was presented by the 
young Count von Bernstorff, the son of the Grand 
Chamberlain, to who^e care he had been specially 
commended bv the ihince, to the lovely Countess 

von S . The examination of this high authority 

was rigid, and her reiport satisfactory. When Vivian 
quitted the side of her britzska, half a dozen dandies 
immediately rose up to learn the result; and, on 
being informer 1, they simultaneously cantered up to 
young Von Bernstorll, and requested to have the 
honour of being introduced to his higlily interesting 
friend. All these exquisites wore white hats lined with 
crimson, in consequence of the head of the all-influen- 
tial Emilius von Aslingen having, on the preceding 
day, been kept sacred from the profaning air, by that 
most tasteful covering. The young lords were loud 
in their commendations of this latest evidence of Von 
Aslingen’s happy genius, and rallied, with a most 
unmerciful spirit, the unfortunate Von Bemstorff for 
not having yet mounted the all-perfect chapeau. Like 
all Von Aslingen’s introductions, it was as remarkable 
for good taste as for striking .singularity : they had no 
floubt it would have a great run ; exactly the style 
of thing for a hot autumn, and it suited so admirably 
with liie claret-coloured riding coat, which Madame 
considered Von Aslingen's chef-d'esuvre. Inimitable 
Von Aslingen ! As they w'ere in these raptures, to 
Vivian's great delight, and to their great dismay, the 
object of their admiration appeared. Our hero was^ 
of course, anxious to see so interesting a character- 
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but he could scarcely believe that he, in fact, beheld 
the ingenious introducer of white and crimson hats, 
and the still happier inventor of those chef -d' oeuvres, 
claret-coloured riding-coats, when his attention was 
directed to a horseman who wore a peculiarly high, 
heavy black hat, and a frogg^d and furred frock, 
buttoned up (although it was a most sultry day) to 
his very nose. How singular is the slavery of fashion ! 
Notwithstanding their mortification, the unexpected 
costume of Von Aslingen appeared only to increase the 
young lords' admiration of his character and accom- 
plishments; and instead of feeling that lie was an 
insolent pretender, whose fame originated in his 
insulting their tastes, and existed only by their suffer- 
ance, all cantered away with the determination of 
wearing on the next day, even if it were to cost them 
each a calenture, furs enough to keep a man warm 
during a winter party at St Petersburg — not that 
winter parties ever take place there ; on the contrary, 
before the winter sets in, the Court moves on to Moscow; 
which, from its situation and its climate, will always 
in fact, continue the real capital of Russia. 

The royal carriage, drawn by six horses, and backed 
by three men servants, who would not have disgraced 
the fairy equipage of Cinderella, has now left the 
gardens. 
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CHAPTER HI 

Madame Carolina held lier soiree in Jier own private 
apartments; the Grand-Duke himself appearing in 
the capacity of a visitor. The company was numerous 
and brilliant. His Royal Highness surrounded by 
a select circle, dignified one corner of the saloon : 
Madame Carolina at the other end of the room, in 
the midst of poets, philosophers, and politicians, in 
turn decided upon the most interesting and important 
topics of poetry, philosophy, and politics. Boston, 
and Zwicken, and Whist interested some, and Puzzles, 
and other ingenious games others. A few were above 
conversing, or gambling, or guessing; superior intelli- 
gences who would neither be interested nor amused; 
among these Emilius von Aslingen was most pro- 
minent; he leant against a door, in full uniform, with 
his vacant eyes fixed on no object. The others were 
only awkward copies of an easy original; and among 
these, stiff or stretching, lounging on a chaise-longe, 
or posted against the wall, Vivian's quick eye recog- 
nised more than one of the unhappy votaries of white 
hats lined with crimson. 

When Vivian made his bow to the Grand-Duke, he 
was surprised by His Royal Highness coming forward a 
few steps from the surrounding circle and extending 
to him his hand. His Royal Highness continued 
conversing with him for upwards of a quarter of an 
hour; expressed the great pleasure he felt at seeing 
at his Court a gentleman of whose abilities he had the 
highest opinion; and after a variety of agreeable 
compliments — compliments are doubly agreeable from 
crowned heads — ^the Grand-Duke retir^ to a game 
of Boston with his royal visitors. Vivian's reception 
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made a sensation through the room. Various rumours 
were immediately afloat. 

‘Who can he be ?' 

‘Don't you know ? Oh ! most curious story — 
killed a boar as big as a bonassus, which was ravaging 
half Reisenburg, and saved the lives of His Excellency 
the Grand Marshal and his whole suite/ 

‘What is that about the Grand Marshal and a boar 
as big as a bonassus ? Quite wrong — ^natural son of 
Beckendorff — know it for a fact — don't you see he is 
being introduced to Von Sohnspeer ! brothers, you 
know — managed the whole business about the leagued 
Princes — not a son of Beckendorff, only a particular 

friend — the son of the late General , I forget his 

name exactly — killed at Leipsic, you know — that' 
famous General, what was his name ? That very 
famous general — don't you remember ? Never mind 
— ^well ! he is his son — ^father particular friend of 
Beckendorff — college friend — ^brought up the orphan 
— ^very handsome of liim ! They say he does hand- 
some things sometimes.' 

‘Ah I well — I've heard so too — and so this young 
man is to be the new Under-Secretary ? Very much 
approved by the Countess von S ' 

‘No, it can't be I your story is quite wrong. He is 
an Englishman.' 

‘An Englishman ! no !' 

‘Yes he is. I had it from Madame — ^high rank 
incog — going to Vienna — secret mission.' 

‘^mething to do with Greece, of course — ^inde- 
pendence recognised ?' 

‘Oh ! certainly — ^pay a tribute to the Porte, and 

f ovemed by a Hospodar. Admirable arrangement ! 
lave to support their own government and a foreign 
one besides!' 

It was with pleasure that Vivian at length observed 
Mr Sievers enter the room, and extricating himsdf 
from the enlightened and enthusiastic crowd who were 
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disserting round the tribunal of Madame, he hastened 
to his amusing friend. 

‘An ! my dear sir, how glad I am to see you ! I 
have, since we met last, been introduced to your 
fashionable ruler, and some of her most fashionable 
slaves. I have been honoured by a long conversation 
with His Royal Highness, and have listened to some 
of the most eloquent of the Cai'ohna coterie. What 
a Babel ! there all are, at the same time, talkers and 
listeners, lb what a pitch of perfection may the 
‘ ‘science” of conversation be carried ! My mind teems 
with original ideas to which I can annex no definite 
meaning. What a variety of contradictory theories, 
which are all apparently sound 1 I begin to suspect 
that there is a great difference between reasoning and 
reason !' 

‘Your suspicion is well founded, my dear sir,^ said 
Mr Sievers, ‘and I know no circumstances which would 
sooner prove it than listening for a few minutes to this 
little man in a snuff-coloured coat near me. But I will 
save you from so terrible a demonstration. He has 
been endeavouring to catch my eye these last ten 
minutes, and I have as studiously avoided seeing him. 
Let us move.' 

‘Wilhngly: who may tliis fear-inspiring monster 
be?' 

‘A philosopher,' said Mr Sievers, ‘as most of us call 
ourselves here; that is to say, his profession is to 
observe the course of Nature; and if by chance he can 
discover any slight deviation of the good dame from 
the path which our ignorance has marked out as her 
only track, he claps his hands, cries Eureka ! and is 
dubbed “illustrious” on the spot. Such is the world's 
reward for a great discovery, which generally, in a 
twelvemonth's time, is found out to be a blunder of 
the philosopher, and not an eccentricity of Nature. 
I am not underrating those great men who, by deep 
Study, or rather by some mysterious inspiration, have 
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produced combinations, and eliected results wliich 
have materially assisted the progress of civilisation 
and the security of our happiness. No, no ! to them 
be due adoration. Would that the reverence of 


posterity could be some consolation to these great 
spirits for neglect and persecution when they lived ! 
I have invariably observed of great natural philoso- 
phers that if they lived in former ages they were 
persecuted as magicians, and in periods which profess 
to be more enlightened they have always been ridiculed 
as quacks. The succeeding century the real quack 
arises. He adopts and develops the suppressed, and 
despised, and forgotten discovery of his unfortunate 
predecessor; and Fame trumpets this resurrection- 
man of science with as loud a blast of rapture as if, 
instead of being merely the accidental animator of the 
corpse, he were the cunning artist himself, who had 
devised and executed the miraculous machinery which 
the other had only wound up.’ 

'But in tliis country,’ said Vivian, ‘surely you have no 
reason to complain of the want of moral philosophers. 


or of the respect paid to them. The country of Kant 


'Yes, yes 1 we have plenty of metaphysicians, if 
you mean them. Watch that Uvely-looking gentleman, 
who is stuffing kalte scliale so voraciously in the 
comer. The leader of the Idealists — sl pupil of the 
celebrated Fichte ! To gain an idea of lus character, 
know that he out-herods his master; and Fichte is to 
Kant what Kant is to the unenlightened vulgar. 
You can now form a slight conception of the spiritual 
nature of our friend who is stuffing kalte schale. The 
first principle of his school is to reject all expressions 
which incline in the slightest degree to substantiality. 
Existence is, in his opinion, a word too absolute. 
Being, principle, essence, are terms scarcely sufficiently 
ethereal even to indicate the subtile shadovrings of 
bis opinions. Some say that he dreads the contact 
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of all real things, and that he makes it the study of his 
life to avoid them. Matter is his great enemy. When 
you converse with him you lose all consciousness of 
this world. My dear sir,’ continued Mr Sievers, 
‘observe how exquisitely Nature revenges herself upon 
these capricious and fantastic children. Believe me, 
Nature is the most brilliant of wits; and that no 
repartees that were ever inspired by hate, or wine, 
or beauty, ever equalled the calm effects of her in- 
domitable power upon those who are rejecting her 
authority. You understand me ? Methinks that the 
best answer to the idealism of M. Fichte is to see his 
pupil devouring kalte schale T 

‘And this is really one of your great lights ?’ 

‘Verily ! His works are the most famous, and the 
most unreadable, in all Germany. Surely you have 
heard of his Treatise on Man ? A treatise on a subject 
in which every one is interested, written in a style 
which no one can understand.’ 

‘You think, then,’ said Vivian, ‘that posterity may 
rank the German metaphysicians with the latter 
Platonists ? ’ 

'I hardly know — they are a body of men not less 
acute, but I doubt whether they will be as celebrated. 
In this age of print, notoriety is more attainable than 
in the age of manuscript; but lasting fame certainly 
is not. That tall thin man in black, that just bowed 
to me, is the editor of one of our great Reisenburg 
reviews. The journal he edits is one of the most 
successful periodical publications ever set afloat. 
Among its contributors may assuredly be classed 
many men of eminent talents; yet to their abilities the 
surprising success and influence of this work is scarcely 
to be ascribed : it is the result rather of the consistent 
^irit which has always inspired its masterly critiques. 
One principle has ever regulated its management; 
it is a simple rule, but an effective one— evay auttor 
is reviewed by his personal enemy. You may imagine 
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the point of the critique; but you would hardly credit, 
if I were to inform you, the circulation of the review. 
You will tell me that you are not surprised, and talk 
of the natural appetite of our species for malice and 
slander. Be not too quick. The rival of this review, 
both in influence and in sale, is conducted on as simple 
a principle, but not a similar one. In this journal 
every author is reviewed by his personal friend — of 
course, perfect panegyric. Each number is flattering 
as a lover’s tale — every article an eloge. What say 
you to this ? These are the influential literary and 
political journals of Reisenburg. There was yet 
another; it was edited by an eloquent scholar; all 
its contributors were, at the same time, brilliant and 
profound. It numbered among its writers some of 
the most celebrated names in Germany; its critiques 
and articles were as impartial as they were able — as 
sincere as they were sound; it never paid the expense of 
the first number. As philanthropists and admirers 
of our species, my dear sir, these are gratifying results; 
they satisfactorily demonstrate that mankind have 
no innate desire for scandal, calumny, and backbiting; 
it only proves that they have an innate desire to be 
gulled and deceived.’ 

'And who is that ?’ said Vivian. 

'That is Von Chronicle, our great historical novelist. 
When I first came to Reisenburg, now eight years ago, 
the popular writer of fiction was a man, the most 
probable of whose numerous romances was one in 
which the hero sold his shadow to a demon, over the 
dice-box; then manied an unknown woman in a 
churchyard; afterwards wedded a river nyrnph; and 
having committed bigamy, finally stabbed himself, to 
enable his first wife to marry his own father. He and 
his works are quite obsolete; and the star of his 
genius, with those of many others, has paled before 
the superior brilliancy of that literary comet, Mr von 
Cteronicle. According to Von Chronicle, we have all, 
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for a long time, been under a mistake. We have ever 
considered that the first point to be studied in novel 
writing is character ; miserable error ! It is costume. 
Variety of incident, novelty, and nice discrimination 
of character; interest of story, and all those points 
which we have hitherto looked upon as necessary 
qualities of a fine novel — ^vanish before the superior 
attractions of variety of dresses, exquisite descriptions 
of the cloak of a signor, or the trunk-hose of a serving- 
man. 

'Amuse yourself while you are at Reisenburg, by 
turning over some volumes which every one is residing; 
Von Chronicle’s last great historical novel. The 
subject is a magnificent one — Rienzi — yet it is strange 
that the hero only appears in the first and the last 
scenes. You look astonished. Ah ! I see you are not 
a great historical novelist. You forget the effect which 
is produced by the contrast of the costume of Master 
Nicholas, the notary in the quarter of the Jews, and 
that of Rienzi the tribune, in his robe of purple, at lus 
coronation in the Capitol. Conceive the effect, the 
contrast. With that coronation, Von Chronicle’s 
novel terminates; for, as he well observes, after that, 
what is there in the career of Rienzi which would 
afford matter for the novelist ? Nothing ! All that 
afterwards occurs is a mere contest of passions, and a 
development of character; but where is a procession, 
a triumph, or a marriage ? 

'One of Von Chronicle’s great characters in this novel 
is a Cardinal. It was only last night that I was 
fortunate enough to have the beauties of the work 
pointed out to me by the author himself. He en- 
treated, and gained my permission, to read to me what 
he himself considered the "great scene" ; I settled 
mysdf in my chair, took out my handkerchief, and 
prep^ed my mind for the worst. While I was anti* 
cipating the terrors of a heroine, he introduced me to 
his Cardinal. Tliirty pages were devoted to the 
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description of the prelate's costume. Although 
clothed in purple, still, by a skilful adjustment of the 
drapery, Von Chronicle managed to bring in six other 
petticoats. I thought this beginning would never 
finish, but to my surprise, when he had got to the 
seventh petticoat, he shut his book, and leaning over 
the table, asked me what 1 thought of his ‘‘great 
scene" ? ‘‘My friend," said I, "you are not only the 
greatest historical novelist that ever lived, but that 
ever will live." ' 

‘I shall certainly get RienziJ said Vivian; ‘it seems 
to me to be an original work.* 

‘Von Chronicle tells me that he looks upon it as his 
masterpiece, and that it may be considered as the 
highest point of perfection to which his system of 
novel-writing can be carried. Not a single name is 
given in the work, down even to the rabble, for which 
he has not contemporary authority : but what he is 
particularly proud of are his oaths. Nothing, he tells 
me, has cost him more trouble than the management 
of the swearing; and the Romans, you know, are a 
most profane nation. The great difficulty to be avoided 
was using the ejaculations of two different ages. The 
"'sblood" of the sixteenth century must not be 
confounded with the "zounds" of the seventeenth. 
Enough of Von Chronicle I The most amusing thing,* 
continued Mr Sievers, ‘is to contrast this mode of 
writing works of fiction with the prevalent and fashion- 
able method of writing works of history. Contrast the 
Rienzi of Von Chronicle with the Haroun Al Raschid 
of Madame Carolina. Here we write novels like 
history, and history like novels : all our facts are 
fancy, and all our imagination reality.* So saying, 
Mr Sievers rose, and wishing Vivian good night, 
quitted the room. He was one of those prudent 
geniuses who always leave off with a point. 

Mr Sievers had not left Vivian more than a minute, 
when the little Prince Maximilian came up, and bowed 
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to him in a very condescending manner. Our hero, 
who had not yet had an opportunity of speaking with 
him, thanked him cordially for his handsome present, 
and asked him how he liked the Court. 

'Oh, delightful ! I pass all my time with the Grand- 
Duke and Madame and here the young apostate 
settled his military stock, and arranged the girdle of 
his sword. 'Madame Carolina,' continued he, ‘has 
commanded me to inform you that she desires the 
pleasure of your attendance.' 

The summons was immediately obeyed, and Vivian 
had the honour of a long conversation with the interest- 
ing Consort of the Grand-Duke. He was, for a con- 
siderable time, complimented by her enthusiastic 
panegyric of England; her original ideas of the 
character and genius of Lord Byron, her veneration 
for Sir Humphry Davy, and her admiration of Sir 
Walter Scott. Not remiss was Vivian in paying, in 
his happiest manner, due compliments to the fair and 
royal authoress of the Court of Charlemagne. While 
she spoke his native tongue, he admired her accurate 
English; and while she professed to have derived her 
imperfect knowledge of his perfect language from a 
study of its best authors, she avowed her belief of the 
impossibility of ever speaking it correctly without the 
assistance of a native. Conversation became more 
interesting. 

When Vivian left the palace he was not unmindful 
of an engagement to return there the next day, to give 
a first lesson in English pronunciation to Madame 
Carolina. 
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CHAPTER IV 

Vivian duly kept his appointment with Madame 
Carolina. The chamberlain ushered him into a library, 
where Madame Carolina was seated at a large table 
covered with books and manuscripts. Her costume 
and her countenance were equally engaging. Fascina- 
tion was alike in her smile and her sash — ^her bow, and 
her buckle. What a delightful pupil to perfect in 
English pronunciation ! Madame pointed, with a pride 
pleasing to Vivian’s feelings as an Englishman, to her 
shelves, graced with the most eminent of English 
writers. Madame Carolina was not like one of those 
admirers of English literature whom you often meet 
on the Continent : people who think that Beattie’s 
Minstrel is our most modem and fashionable, poem; 
that the Night Thoughts is the masterpiece of our 
literature; and that Richardson is our only novelist. 
Oh, no ! Madame Carolina would not have disgraced 
Mayfair. She knew Childe Harold by rote, and had 
even peeped into Don Juan, Her admiration of the 
Edinburgh and Quarterly Reviews was great and similar. 
To a Continental liberal, indeed, even the Toryism 
of the Quarterly is philosophy; and not an Under- 
secretary ever yet massacred a Radical innovator 
without giving loose to some sentiments and sentences 
which are considered rank treason in the meridian of 
Vienna. 

After some conversation, in which Madame evinced 
eagerness to gain details about the persons and manners 
of our most eminent literary characters, she naturally 
began to speak of the literary productions of other 
countries; and in short, ere an hour was passed, Vivian 
Grey, instead of giving a lesson in English pronuncia- 
tion to the Consort of the Grand-Duke of Reisenburg, 
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found himself listening, in an easy chair, and with 
folded arms, to a long treatise by that lady de V Esprit 
de Conversation. It was a most brilliant dissertation. 
Her kindness in reading it to him was most particular; 
nevertheless, for unexpected blessings, we are not 
always sufficiently grateful. 

Another hour was consumed by the treatise. How 
she refined ! what unexpected distinctions ! what 
exquisite discrimination of national character I what 
skilful eulogium of her own ! Nothing could be more 
splendid than her elaborate character of a repartee; 
it would have sufficed for an epic poem. At len^h 
Madame Carolina ceased de VEsprit de Conversation^ 
and Vivian was successful in concealing his weariness, 
and in testifying his admiration. ‘The evil is over,' 
thought he; T may as well gain credit for my good 
taste.* The lesson in English pronunciation, however, 
was not yet terminated. Madame was charmed with 
our hero’s uncommdfldiscrimination and extraordinary 
talents. He was the most skilful and the most agree- 
able critic with whom she had ever been acquainted. 
How invaluable must be the opinion of such a person 
be to her, on her great work ! No one had yet seen a 
line of it; but there are moments when we are irre- 
sistibly impelled to seek a confidante — that confidante 
was before her. The morocco case was unlocked, and 
the manuscript of Haroun Al Raschid revealed to the 
enraptured eye of Vivian Grey. 

T flatter myself,' said Madame Carolina, ‘that this 
work will create a great sensation; not only in Ger- 
many. It abounds, I think, with interesting story, 
enga^in^ incidents, and animated and effective 
descriptions. I have not, of course, been able to obtain 
any new matter respecting His Sublimity, the Caliph. 
Between ourselves, I do not think this very important. 
So far as I have observed, we have matter enou^ in 
this world on every possible subject sdready. It is 
rmmer in which the literature of all nations is deficient. 
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It appears to me that the great point for persons of 
genius now to direct their attention to, is the expansion 
of matter. This I conceive to be the great secret; and 
this must be effected by the art of picturesque writing. 
For instance, my dear Mr Grey, I will open the 
Arabian Nights' Entertainments, merely for an exempli- 
fication, at the one hundred and eighty-fifth night — 
good ! Let us attend to the following pasage : — 

‘ “In the reign of the Caliph Haroun A1 Raschid 
there was at Bagdad a druggist, called Alboussan 
Ebn Thahar, a very rich, handsome man. He had more 
wit and politeness than people of his profession 
ordinarily have. His integrity, sincerity, and jovial 
humour made him beloved and sought after by all sorts 
of people. The Caliph, who knew his merit, had entire 
confidence in him. He had so great an esteem for 
him that he entrusted him with the care to provide 
his favourite ladies with all the things they stood in 
need of. He chose for them their clothes, furniture, 
and jewels, with admirable taste. His good qudities, 
and the favour of the Calii)h, made the sons of Emirs 
and other Officers of the first Tank, be always about 
him. His house was the rendezvous of all the nobility 
of the Court." 

‘What capabilities lurk in this dry passage ex- 
claimed Madame Carolina; ‘I touch it with my pen, 
and transform it into a chapter. It shall be one of 
those that I will read to you. The description of 
Alboussan alone demands ten pages. There is no 
doubt that his countenance was Oriental. The tale 
says that he was handsome : I paint him with his 
eastern eye, his thin arched brow, his fragrant beard, 
his graceful mustachio. The tale says that he was 
rich : I have authorities for the costume of men of 
his dignity in contemporary writers. In my history 
he appears in an upper garment of green vdvet and 
loose trousers of pink satin; a jewelled dagger lies 
in his golden girdle; his slippers are of the, richest 
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embroidery; and Jie never omits the bath of roses 
daily. On this system, wliich in my opinion elicits 
truth — ^for by it you are enabled to form a conception 
of the manners of the age — on this system I proceed 
throughout the paragraph. Conceive my account of 
his house being the ‘'rendezvous of all the nobility 
of the Court.'" What a brilliant scene ! what variety of 
dress and character ! what splendour ! what luxury 1 
what ma^ificence I Imagine the detail of the ban- 
quet; which, by the bye, gives me an opportunity of 
inserting, after the manner of your own Gibbon, “a 
dissertation on sherbet." What think you of the art 
of picturesque writing ?' 

‘Admirable !' said Vivian; *Von Chronicle him- 
self ' 

‘How can you mention the name of that odious 
man !' almost shrieked Madame Carolina, forgetting 
the dignity of her semi-regal character in the jealous 
fedings of the author. ‘How can you mention him I 
A scribbler without a spark, not only of genius, but 
even of common invention. A miserable fellow, who 
seems to do nothing but clothe and amplify, in his 
own fantastic style, the details of a pared of old 
chronides !' 

Madame's indignation reminded Vivian of a veiy 
true, but rather vulgar proverb of liis own coimtry; 
and he extricated himself from his very awkward 
situation with a dexterity worthy of his former years. 

‘Von Chronicle himself,* said Vivian, ‘Von Chronide 
himself, as I was going to observe, be the most 
mortified of all on the appearance of your work. He 
cannot be so blinded by self-conceit as to fail to observe 
that your history is a thousand times more interesting 
than his fiction. Ah 1 Madame, if you can thus spread 
enchantment over the hitherto weary page of history, 
what must he your work oi imagination 1* 
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CHAPTER V 

Vivian met Emilius von Aslingen in his ride through 
the gardens. As that distinguished personage at 
present patronised the English nation, and astounded 
the Reisenburg natives by driving an English mail, 
riding English horses, and ruling English grooms, he 
deigned to be exceedingly courteous to our hero, 
whom he had public!}^ declared at the soiree of the 
preceding night to be 'very good style/ Such a 
character from such a man raised Vivian even more in 
the estimation of the Reisenburg world than his 
flattering reception by the Grand-Duke, and his 
cordial greeting by Madame Carolina. 

‘Shall you be at the Grand Marshal’s to-night?’ 
asked Vivian. 

‘Ah ! that is the new man — the man who was 
mediatised, is not it ?’ 

‘The Prince of Little Lilliput.’ 

'Yes I’ drawled out Mr von Aslingen. T shall go if 
I have courage enough; but they say his servants 
wear skins, and he has got a tail.’ 

The ball-room was splendidly illuminated. The 
whole of the Royal Family was present, and did 
honour to their new officer of state. His Royal High- 
ness all smiles, and his Consort all diamonds. Stars 
and uniforms, ribbons and orders, abounded. The 
diplomatic body wore the dresses of their respective 
Courts. Emilius von Aslingen having given out in 
the morning that he should appear as a captain in the 
Royal Guards, the young lords and fops of fashion 
were consequently ultra military. They were not a 
little annoyed when, late in the evening, their tnodfel 
lounged in, wearing the rich scarlet uniform of a Kn^ht 
of Malta; of which newly-revived order Von Aslingen, 



540 VIVIAN GREY 

who had served half a campaign against the Turks, 
was a member. 

The Royal Family had arrived only a few minutes : 
dancing had not yet commenced. Vivian was at the 
top of the room, honoured by the notice of Madame 
Carolina, who complained of his yesterday’s absence 
from the palace. Suddenly the universal hum and 
buzz, which are always sounding in a crowded room, 
were stilled; and all present, arrested in their con- 
versation and pursuits, stood with their heads turned 
towards the great door. Thither also Vivian looked, 
and, wonder-struck, beheld — Mr Beckendorff. His 
singular appearance, for with the exception of his 
cavalry boots, he presented the same figure as when 
he first came forward to receive the Prince of Little 
Lilliput and Vivian on the lavm, immediately attracted 
universal attention; but in this crowded room there 
were a few who, either from actual experience or 
accurate information, were not ignorant that this 
p)ersonage was the Prime Minister. The report spread 
like wildfire. Even the etiquette of a German ball- 
room, honoured as it was by the presence of the Court, 
was no restraint to the curiosity and wonder of all 
present. Yes ! even Emilius von Aslingen raised his 
glass to his eye. But great as was Vivian’s astonish- 
ment, it was not only occasioned by this unexpected 
appearance of his former host. Mr Beckendorff was 
not alone : a woman was leaning on his left arm. 
A quick glance in a moment convinced Vivian that 
she was not the original of the mysterious picture. 
The companion of Beckendorff was very young. Her 
full voluptuous growth gave you, for a moment, the 
impression that she was somewhat low in stature; 
but it was only for a moment, for the lady was by no 
means short. Her beauty it is impossible to describe. 
It was of a kind that baffles all phrases, nor have I a 
single simile at command, to make it more dear, or 
more confused. Her luxurious form, her blonde 
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complexion, her silken hair would have all become the 
lan^ishing Sultana; but then her eyes — they banished 
all idea of the Seraglio, and were the most decidedly 
European, though the most brilliant, that ever' 
glanced; eagles might have proved their young at 
them. To a countenance which otherwise would have 
been calm, and perhaps pensive, they gave an ex- 
pression of extreme vivacity and unusual animation, 
and perhaps of restlessness and arrogance — ^it might 
have been courage. The lady was dressed in the cos- 
tume of a Chanoinesse of a Convent des dames nobles', 
an institution to which Protestant and Catholic ladies 
are alike admitted. The orange-coloured cordon of her 
canonry was slung gracefully over her plain black 
silk dress, and a diamond cross hung below her waist. 

Mr Beckendorff and his fair companion were 
instantly welcomed by the Grand Marshal ; and 
Arnelm, and half a dozen chamberlains, all in new 
uniforms, and extremely agitated, did their utmost, 
by their exertions in clearing the way, to prevent 
the Prime Minister of Reisenburg from paying his 
respects to his Sovereign, At length, however, 
Mr Beckendorff readied the top of the room, and 
presented the young lady to His Royal Highness, 
and also to Madame Carolina. Vivian had retired on 
their approach, and now found himself among a set 
of young officers — idolaters of Von Aslingen, and of 
white hats hned witli crimson. ‘Who can she be?' 
was the universal question. Though all by the query 
acknowledged their ignorance, yet it is singular that, 
at the same time, every one was prepared with a 
response to it. Such are the sources of accurate 
information ! 

‘And that is Beckendorff, is it ?' exclaimed the 
young Count of Eberstein; ‘and his daughter, of 
course ! Well; there is nothing like being a plebeian 
and a Prime Minister I I suppose Becfcndorff will 
bring an anonymous friend to (^urt next.' 
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'She cannot be his daughter/ said Bernstorff. 'To 
be a Chanoinesse of that order, remember she must 
be noble/ 

‘Then she must be his niece,' answered the young 
Count of Eberstein. ‘I think I do remember some 
confused story about a sister of Beckendorff, who ran 
away with some Wiirtemberg Baron. What was that 
story, Gemsbach ? ' 

'No, it was not his sister,' said the Baron of 
Gemsbach; 'it was his aunt, I think.' 

' Beckendorff 's aunt — ^what an idea ! as if he ever 
had an aunt ! Men of his calibre make themselves out 
of mud. They have no relations. Well, never mind; 
there was some story, I am sure, about some woman 
or other. Depend upon it, that lliis girl is the child of 
that woman; whether she be aunt, niece, or daughter. 
I shall go and tell every one that I know the whole 
business; this ^irl is the daughter of some woman or 
other.' So saying, away walked the young Count of 
Eberstein, to disseminate in all directions the important 
conclusion to which his logical head had allowed him 
to arrive. 

'Von Weinbren,' said the Baron of Gemsbach, 
'how can you account for this mysterious appearance 
of the Premier ?' 

'Oh ! when men are on the decline they do desperate 
tilings. I suppose it is to please the renegado.' 

‘Hush ! there's the Englishman beliind you,' 

‘On dit, another child of Beckendorff/ 

‘Oh no 1 Secret mission.' 

'Ah ! indeed.' 

'Here comes Von Aslingen ! Well, great Emilius I 
how solve you this mystery ?' 

'What mystery ? Is there one ?' 

'I allude to this wonderful appearance of Becfcen- 
dorff.' 

'Beckendorff — what a name] Who is he?' 
‘Nonsense I the Premier/ 
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'Well !' 

'You have seen him, of course; he is here. Have 
you just come in ?* 

'Beckendorff here V said Von Aslingen, in a tone of 
affected horror; 'I did not know that the fellow was to 
be visited. It is all over with Reisenburg. I shall go 
to Vienna to-morrow.* 

But hark ! the sprightly music calls to the dance; 
and first the stately Polonaise, an easy gradation 
between walking and dancing. To the surprise of the 
whole room, and the indignation of many of the high 
nobles, the Crown Prince of Reisenburg led off the 
Polonaise with the unknown fair one. Such an 
attention to Beckendorff was a distressing proof of 
present power and favour. The Polonaise is a dignified 
promenade, with which German balls invariably 
commence. The cavaliers, with an air of studied 
grace, offer their right hands to their fair partners; 
and the whole party, in a long file, accurately follow 
the leading couple through all their scientific evolu- 
tions, as they wind through every part of the room. 
Waltzes in sets speedily followed the Polonaise; and 
the unknown, who was now an object of universal 
attention, danced with Count von Sohnspeer, another 
of Beckendorff 's numerous progeny, if the reader 
remember. How scurvily are poor single gentlemen, 
who hve alone, treated by the candid tongues of their 
fellow-creatures ! The commander-in-chief of the 
Reisenburg troops was certainly a partner of a very 
different complexion from the young lady's previous 
one. The Crown Prince had undertaken his duty with 
reluctance, and had performed it without grace; not 
a single word had he exchanged with his partner during 
the promenade, and his genuine listlessness was even 
more offensive than affected apathy. Von Sohnspeer, 
on the contrary, danced in the true Vienna style, and 
whirled like a dervish. All our good English prejudices 
gainst the soft, the swimming, the sentimental, 
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melting, undulating, dangerous waltz, would quickly 
disappear if we only executed the dreaded manoeuvres 
in the true Austrian style. One might as soon expect 
our daughters to get sentimental in a swing. 

Vivian did not choose to presume upon his late 
acquaintance with Mr Beckendorff , as it had not been 
sought by that gentleman, and he consequently did 
not pay his respects to the Minister. Mr Beckendorff 
contmued at the top of the room, standing between 
the state chairs of His Royal Highness and Madame 
Carolina, and occaionally addressing an observation 
to his Sovereign, and answering one of the lady's. 
Had Mr Beckendorff been in the habit of attending 
balls nightly, he could not have exhibited more perfect 
nonchalance. There he stood, with his arms crossed 
behind him, his chin resting on his breast, and his 
raised eyes glancing ! 

'My dear Prince,’ said Vivian to the Grand Marshal, 
'you are just the person I wanted to speak to. How 
came you to invite Beckendorff — and how came he to 
accept the invitation ? ' 

'My dear friend,' said His Highness, shrugging his 
shoulders, 'wonders will never cease. I never invited 
him; I should just as soon have thought of inviting 
old Johannisberger.' 

‘ Were not you aware, then, of his intention ? ' 

'Not in the least I you should rather say attention) 
for, I assure you, I consider it a most particular one. 
It is quite astonishing, my dear friend, how I mistook 
that man's character. He really is one of the most 
gentlemanlike, polite, and excellent persons I know; 
no more mad than you are ! And as for his power 
being on the dechne, we know the nonsense of that 1 ' 

'Better than most persons, I suspect, Sievers, of 
course, is not here ? ' 

' No; you have heard about him, I suppose ? ' 

' Heard — ^heard what ? ' 

, ‘Not heard 1 weU, he told me yesterday^ and said 



VIVIAN GREY 


545 

he was going to call upon you directly to let you 
know/ 

‘ Know what ? * 

‘ He is a very sensible man, Sievers; and I am very 
glad at last that he is likely to succeed in the world. 
All men have their little imprudences, and he was a 
little too hot once. What of that ? He has come to his 
senses — so have I; and I hope you will never lose 
yours I ' 

‘But pray, my dear Prince, tell me what has 
to Sievers.* 

going to Vienna immediately, and will be 
veiy* useful there I have no doubt. He has got a very 
good place, and I am sure he will do his duty. They 
cannot have an abler man.* 

' Vienna ! that is the last city in the world in which 
I should expect to find Mr Sievers. What place can 
he have ? and what services can he perform there ? * 

‘ Many; he is to be the editor of the Austrian Observer, 
and censor of the Austrian Press. I thought he would 
do well at last. All men have their imprudent day. 
I had. I cannot stop now — I must go and speak to 
the Countess von S * 

As Vivian was doubting whether he should most 
grieve or laugh at this singular termination of Mr 
Sievers*s career, his arm was suddenly touched, and 
on turning round, he found it was by Mr Becken- 
dorff. 

‘There is another very strong argument, sir,' said 
tihe Minister, without any of the usual phrases of 
lecognition; ‘there is another very strong argument 
against your doctrine of Destiny.' And then Mr 
Irockendorff, taking Vivian by the arm, began walking 
uj> and down part of the saloon with him; and in a few 
minutes, quite forgetting the scene of the discussion, 
he was involved in metaphysics. This incident 
created another great sensation, and whispers of 
^secret mission — Secretarj^ of State — decidedly a mti* 
V.G. S 


happened 
^He is 
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etc., etc., etc., were in an instant afloat in all parts of 
the room. 

The approach of His Royal Highness extricated 
Vivian from an argument which was as profound as it 
was interminable; and as Mr Beckendorrf retired with 
the Grand-Duke into a recess in the ball-room, Vivian 
was requested by Von Neuwied to attend His 
Excellency the Grand Marshal. 

‘ My dear friend,* said the Prince, ' I saw you talking 
with a certain person. I did not say anything to you 
when I passed you before; but to tell you the truth 
now, I was a little annoyed that he had not spoken 
to you. I knew you were as proud as Lucifer, and 
would not salute him yourself; and between ourselves 
I had no great wish you should; for, not to conceal it, 
he did not even mention your name. But the reason 
of this is now quite evident, and you must confess he 
is remarkably courteous. You know, if you remember, 
we thought that incognito was a little affected— rather 
annoying, if you recollect. I remember in the green 
lane you gave him a gentle cut about it. It was very 
spirited, and I dare say did good. Well — ^what I was 
going to say about that, is this; I dare say now, after 
all,' continued His Excellency, with a very knowing 
look, ‘a certain person had very good reasons for 
that; not that he ever told them to me, nor that I have 
the slightest idea of them; but when a person is really 
so exceedingly polite and attentive, I always think he 
would never do anything disagreeable without a 
cause— and it was exceedingly disagreeable, if you 
remember, my dear friend. I never knew to ^yhom 
he was speaking. Von Philipson indeed ! Well, 
did not think, the day we were floundering down that 
turf road, that it would end in this. Rather a more 
brilliant scene than the Giants' Hall at Tuniparva, 
I think, eh ? But all men have their imprudent days; 
the best way is to forget them. There was poor 
S^ers; who ever did more imprudent things than 



VIVIAN GREY 547 

he ? and now it is very likely he will do very well in 
the world, eh ? What I want of you, my dear friend, 
is this. There is that girl who came with Beckendorff; 
who the deuce she is I don't know — let us hope the 
best ! We must pay her every attention. I dare say 
she is his daughter. You have not forgotten the 
portrait. Well, we all were gay once. All men have 
their imprudent day — ^why should not Beckendorff? 
Speaks rather in his favour, I think. Well, this girl — 
His Royal Highness very kindly made the Crown 
Prince walk the Polonaise with her— very kind of 
him, and very proper. What attention can be too 
great for the daughter or friend of such a man — a man 
who, in two words, may be said to have made Reisen- 
burg. For what was Reisenburg before Beckendorff ? 
Ah ! what ? Perhaps we were happier then, after £dl; 
and then there was no Royal Highness to bow to; no 
person to be condescending, except ourselves. But 
never mind ! we will forget. After all, this life has its 
charms. What a brilliant scene ! But this girl — 
every attention should be paid her. The Crown Prince 
was so kind as to walk the Polonaise with her — and 
Von Sohnspeer — he is a brute, to be sure; but then he 
is a Field Marshal. Now, I think, .considering what 
has taken place between Beckendorff and yourself, 
and the very distinguished manner in which he recog- 
nised you, 1 think, that after all tliis, and considering 
everything, the etiquette is for you, particularly as you 
are a foreigner, and my personal friend — ^indeed, my 
most particular friend, for in fact I owe everything to 
you — ^my life, and more than my life; I think, I repeat, 
considering all this, that the least you can do is to ask 
her to dance with you ; and I, as the host, will introduce 
you. I am sorry, my dear friend,' continued His 
Excellency, with a look of great regret, ‘to introduce 

you to ; but we will not speak about it. We have no 

right to complain of Mr Beckendorff. No per^n could 
possiUy behave to us in a manner more gentlemanlike/ 
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After an introductory sj^ech, in His Excellency's 
happiest manner, and in which an eulogium of Vivian, 
and a compliment to the fair unknown, got almost as 
completely entangled as the origin of slavery, and the 
history of the feudal system, in his more celebrated 
harangue, Vivian found himself waltzing with the 
anonymous beauty. The Grand Marshal, during the 
process of introduction, had given the young lady every 
opportunity of declaring her name; but every oppor- 
tunity was thrown away. ‘She must be incog., 'whispered 
His Excellency : 'Miss von Philipson, I suppose ?' 

Vivian was not a little desirous of discovering the 
nature of the relationship, or connection, between 
Beckendorff and his partner. The rapid waltz allowed 
no pause for conversation; but after the dance, Vivian 
seated himself at her side, with the determination of 
not very quickly deserting it. The lady did not even 
allow him the satisfaction of commencing the conversa- 
tion; for no sooner was she seated than she begged 
to know who the person was with whom she had 
previously waltzed. The history of Count von 
Sohnspeer exceedingly amused her; and no sooner had 
Vivian finished his anecdote than the lady said, ‘Ah I 
I see you are' an amusing person. Now tell me the 
history of everybody in the room.' 

‘Really,' said Vivian, ‘I fear I shall forfeit my 
reputation of being amusing very speedily; for I am 
almost as great a stranger at this Court as you appear 
to be yourself. Count von Sohnspeer is too celebrated 
a personage at Reisenburg to have allowed even me 
to be long ignorant of his history; and as for the rest, 
so far as I can judge, they are most of them as obscure 
as myself, and not nearly as interesting as you are !' 

‘Are you an Englishman ?' asked the lady. 

‘I am.' 

‘I supposed so, both from your travelling and yovat 
appearance: I think the English countenance very 
peculiar.' 
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^Indeed ! we do not flatter ourselves so at home.’ 

'Yes, it is peculiar,’ said the lady, in a tone which 
seemed to imply that contradiction was unusual; 
'and I think that you are all handsome 1 I admire 
the English, which in this part of the world is singular; 
in the South, you know, are generally francisL' 

'I am aware of that,’ said Vivian. 'There, for 
instance,* pointing to a very pompous-looking per- 
sonage, who at that moment strutted by; 'there, 
for instance, is the most francise person in all Reisen- 
burg ! That is our Grand Chamberlain. He considers 
himself a felicitous copy of Louis the Fourteenth ! 
He allows notliing in his opinions and phrases but what 
is orthodox. As it generally happens in such cases, 
his orthodoxy is rather obsolete.’ 

‘Who is that knight of Malta ?’ asked the lady. 

'The most powerful individual in the room,’ 
answered Vivian. 

'Who can he be ? ’ asked the lady, with eagerness. 

'Behold him, and tremble V rejoined Vivian : ‘for 
with him it rests to decide whether you are civilised or 
a savage; whether you are to be abhorred, or admired; 
idolised or despised. Nay, do not be alarmed ! there 
are a few heretics, even in Reisenburg, who, like 
myself, value from conviction, and not from fashion; 
and who will be ever ready, in spite of a Von Aslingen 
anathema, to evince our admiration where it is due.* 

The lady pleaded fatigue as an excuse for not again 
dancing; and Vivian did not quit her side. Her lively 
remarte, .piguant observations, and very singular 
questions, higlily amused him; and he was equally 
flattered by the evident gratification which his con- 
versation afforded her. It was chiefly of the principal 
members of the Court that she spoke : she was 
4e%hted with Vivian’s glowing character of Madame 
Carolina, whom she said she had this evening seen 
for the first time. Who this unknown could be, was 
a question which often occurred to him; and the 
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singul^irity of a man like Beckendorff , suddenly break- 
ing through his habits, and outraging the whole 
system of his existence, to please a daughter or niece,, 
or female cousin, did not fail to strike him. 

‘I have the honour of being acquainted with Mr 
Beckendorff/ said Vivian. This was the first time 
that the Minister’s name had been mentioned. 

‘I perceived you talking with him,’ was the answer. 

‘You are staying, 1 suppose, at Mr Beckendorff ’s/ 

‘Not at present.’ 

‘You have, of course, been at his retreat — delightful 
place r 

‘Yes.’ 

‘Are you an ornithologist ?’ asked Vivian, smiling. 

‘Not at all scientific; but I, of course, can now tell a 
lory from a Java sparrow, and a bullfinch from a 
canary. The first day I was there I never shall forget 
the surprise I experienced, when, after the noon-meal 
being finished, the aviary door was opened. After 
that, I always let the creatures out myself; and one 
day I opened all the cages at once. If you could but 
have witnessed the scene ! I am sure you would have 
been quite delighted with it. As for poor Mr Becken- 
dorff, I thought even he would have gone out of his 
mind; and when I brought in the white peacock, he 
actually left the room in despair. Pray how do you 
like Madame Clara, and Owlface, too ? Which do 
^you think the most beautiful ? I am no great favourite 
with the old lad}^ Indeed, it was very kind of Mr 
Beckendorff to bear with everything as he did : I am 
sure he is not much used to lady visitors.’ 

‘I trust that your visit to him will not be very 
shoit ? ' 

' My stay at Reisenburg will not be very long,’ said 
the young lady, with rather a grave countenance. 
‘ Have you been here any time ? ’ 

‘ About a fortnight ; it was a mere chance my comii^ 
at all. I was going on straight to Vienna/ 
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‘To Vienna, indeed. Well, I am glad you did not 
miss Reisenburg; you must not quit it now. You 
know that this is not the Vienna season ? ' 

‘I am aware of it; but I am such a restless person, 
that I never regulate my movements by those of other 
people.' 

‘ But surely you find Reisenburg very agreeable ? ' 

‘Very much so; but I am a confirmed wanderer.' 

‘ Why are you ? ’ asked the lady, with great naivete. 

Vivian looked grave; and the lady, as if she were 
sensible of having unintentionally occasioned him a 
painful recollection, again expressed her wish that he 
diould not immediately quit the Court, and trusted 
that circumstances would not prevent him acceding 
to her desire. 

‘ It does not even depend upon circumstances,' said 
Vivian; ‘the whim of the moment is my only principle 
of action, and therefore I may be off to-night, or be 
here a month hence.' 

‘Oh ! pray stay then,' said his companion eagerly; 
' I expect you to stay now. If you could only have an 
idea what a relief conversing with you is, after having 
been dragged by the Crown Prince and whirled by that 
Von Sohnspeer 1 Heigho ! I could almost sigh at the 
ve^ remembrance of that doleful Polonaise.' 

The lady ended, with a faint laugh, a sentence which 
apparently had been commenced in no light vein. 
She did not cease speaking, but continued to request 
Vivian to remain at Reisenburg at least as long as 
herself. Her frequent requests were perfectly un- 
necessary, for the promise had been pledged at the 
first hint of her wish; but this was not the only time 
during the evening that Vivian had remarked that his 
interesting companion occasionally talked without 
apparently being sensible that she was conv^sing. 

ihe young Count of Eberstein, who, to use his o?«^n 
^ase« was ‘sadly involved,' and consemently very 
desirous of being appointed a forest Councillor, thought 
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that he should secure his appointment by condescend- 
ing to notice the person whom he delicately styled 
' the Minister’s female relative.' To his great mortinca- 
tion and surprise, the honour was declined; and ‘the 
female relative,' being unwilling to dance again, but 
perhaps feeling it necessary to break off her conversa- 
tion with her late partner, it having already lasted an 
unusual time, highly gratified His Excellency the 
Grand Marshal by declaring that she would dance 
with Prince Maximilian. ‘This, to say the least, was 
very attentive of Miss von Philipson.' 

Little Max, who had just tact enough to discover 
that to be the partner of the fair incognita was the 
place of honour of the evening, now considered himself 
by much the most important personage in the room. 
In fact, he was only second to Emilius von Aslingen. 
The evident contest which was ever taking place 
between his natural feelings as a boy, and his acquired 
habits as a courtier, made him a very amusing com- 
pknion. He talked of the Gardens, and the Opera, 
in a style not unworthy of the young Count of Eber- 
stein. He thought that Madame Carolina was as 
charming as usual to-night; but, on the contrary, 
that the Countess von S— — was looking rather ill — 
and this put him in mind of her ladyship's new 
equipage; and then, k propos to equipages, what 
did his companion think of the new fashion of the 
Hungarian harness ? His lively and kind companion 
encouraged the boy's tattle; and, emboldened by her 
good nature, he soon forgot his artificial speeches, and 
was quickly rattling on about Turriparva, and his 
horses, and his dogs, and his park, and his guns, and 
his grooms. Soon after the waltz, the lady, taking the 
arm of the young prince, walked up to Mr Beckendorff. 
He rfeceived her with great attention, and led her to 
Madame Carolina, who rose, seated Mr Beckendorff's 
‘female relative' by her side, and evidently said 
smnething extremely agreeable. 
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CHAPTER VI 

Vivian had promised Madame Carolina a second 
English lesson on the day after the Grand Marshal's 
fete. The progress which the lady had made, and the 
talent which the gentleman had evinced during the 
first, had rendered Madame the most enthusiastic of 
pupils, and Vivian, in her estimation, the ablest of 
instructors. Madame Carolina's passion was pat- 
ronage. To discover concealed merit, to encourage 
neglected genius, to reveal the mysteries of the world 
to a novice in mankind, or, in short, to make herself 
very agreeable to any one whom she fancied to be 
very interesting, was the great business and the great 
delight of her existence. No sooner had her eyes 
lighted on Vivian Grey, than she determined to pat- 
ronise. His country, his appearance, the romantic 
manner in which he had become connected with the 
Court, all pleased her lively imagination. She was 
intuitively acquainted with his whole history, and in 
an instant he was the hcio of a romance, of which the 
presence of the principal character compensated, we 
may suppose, for the somewhat indefinite details. 
His taste and literary acquirements completed the 
spell by which Madame Carolina was willingly en- 
chanted. A low Dutch professor, whose luminous 
genius rendered unnecessary the ceremony of shaving: 
and a dumb dwarf, in whose interesting appearance 
was forgotten its perfect idiocy; a prosy improvisatore, 
and a South American savage — ^were all superseded 
on the appearance of Vivian Grey. 

As Madame Carolina was, in fact, a charming woman, 
our hero had no objection to humour her harmless 
ioibles; and not contented with making notes in an 
interle^ed copy of her Charlemagne, he even promised 
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to read Haroun Al Raschid iti manuscript. The conse- 
quence of his courtesy, and the reward of his taste, 
was unbounded favour. Apartments in the palace 
were offered him, and declined; and when Madame 
Carolina had become acquainted with sufficient of 
his real history, to know that, on his part, neither wish 
nor necessity existed to return immediately to his own 
country, she tempted him to remain at Reisenburg 
by an offer of a place at Court; and doubtless, had 
he been willing, Vivian might in time have become a 
Lord Chamberlain, or perhaps even a Field Marshal. 

On entering the room, the morning in question, he 
found Madame Carolina writing. At the end of the 
apartment a lady ceased, on his appearance, humming 
an air to which she was dancing, and at the same time 
imitating castanets. Madame received Vivian with 
expressions of delight, saying also, in a peculiar and 
confidential manner, that she was just sealing up a 
packet for him, the preface of Haroun; and then she 
presented him to ' The Baroness 1 ' The lady who was 
lately dancing came forward. It was his unknown 
partner of the preceding night. ‘The Baroness' ex- 
tended her hand to Vivian, and unaffectedly expressed 
her great pleasure at seeing him again. Vivian 
trusted that she was not fatigued by the fete, and 
asked after Mr Beckendorff. Madame Carolina was 
busily engaged at the moment in duly securing the 
precious preface. The Baroness said that Mr Becken- 
dorff haa returned home, but that Madame Carolina 
had kindly insisted upon her staying at the palace; 
She was not the least wearied. Last night had been 
one of the most agreeable she had ever spent — at least 
she supposed she ought to say so : for if she had 
experienced a tedious or mournful feeling for a moment, 
it was hardly for what was then passing, so much as 
for — 

‘Pray, Mr Grey,' said Madame Carolina, interrupting 
them, ‘ have you heard about our new ballet ? ' 
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‘Nol' 

‘ 1 do not think you have ever been to our Opera. 
To-morrow is Opera night, and you must not be again 
away. We pride ourselves here very much upon our 
Opera.’ 

‘We estimate it even in England,' said Vivian, ‘as 
possessing perhaps the most perfect orchestra now 
organised.' 

‘The orchestra is perfect. His Royal Highness is 
such an excellent musician, and he has spared no 
trouble nor expense in forming it : he has always 
superintended it himself. But I confess I admire our 
ballet department still more. I expect you to be 
delighted with it. You will perhaps be gratified to 
know, that th6 subject of our new splendid ballet, 
which is to be produced to-morrow, is from a great 
work of your illustrious poet — my Lord Byron.' 

‘ From which ? ' 

*The Corsair. Ah ! what a sublime work 1 what 
passion ! what energy ! what knowledge of feminine 
feeling 1 what contrast of character I what sentiments 1 
what situations I I wish this were Opera night— 
Gulnare ! my favourite character — beautiful ! How 
do you think they will dress her ? ' 

‘ Are you an admirer of our B 5 Ton ? ' asked Vivian, 
of the Baroness. 

‘I think he is a very handsome man. I once saw 
liim at the carnival at Venice.' 

‘ But his works — his grand works I ma chere petite! 
said Madame Carolina, in her sweetest tone; ‘ you haye 
read his works ? ' 

‘Not a line,' answered the Baroness, with great 
ndiveti\ ‘I never saw them.' 

*Pauvre enfant!* said Madame Carolina; ‘I will 
employ you then while you are here.' 

‘1 never read,' said the Baroness; ‘I cannot bear 
it. I like poetry and romances, but I like somebody 
to read to me.' 
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‘Very just !' said Madame Carolina; ‘we can judge 
with greater accuracy of the merit of a composition 
when it reaches our mind merely through the medium 
of the human voice. The soul is an essence — ^invisible 
and indivisible. In this respect, the voice of man 
resembles the principle of his existence; since few 
will deny, though there are some materialists who will 
deny everything, that the human voice is both impal- 
pable and audible only in one place at the same time. 
Hence, I ask, is it illogical to infer its indivisibility ? 
The soul and the voice, then, are similar in two great 
attributes; there is a secret harmony in their spiritual 
construction. In the early ages of mankind a beautiful 
tradition was afloat, that the soul and the voice were 
one and the same. We may perhaps recognise in this 
fanciful belief the effect of the fascinating and imagi- 
native philosophy of the East; that mysterious portion 
of the globe,* continued Madame Carolina, ‘ from which 
we should frankly confess that we derive everything : 
for the South is but the pupil of the East, through the 
mediation of Egypt. Of this opinion,* said Madame 
with fervour, ‘ 1 have no doubt : of this opinion,* con^ 
tinned the lady, with enthusiasm, ‘I have boldly 
avowed myself a votary in a dissertation appended 
to the second volume of Haroun : for this opinion I 
would die at the stake ! Oh, lovely East I why was 
I not Oriental ! Land where the voice of the nightin- 
gale is never mute ! Land of the cedar and the citron, 
the turtle and the myrtle — of ever-blooming flowers, 
and ever-shining skies ! Illustrious East I Cradle of 
Philosophy ! My dearest Baroness, why do you 
not feel as I do ? From the East we obtain every- 
thing I ' 

‘ Indeed ! ' said the Baroness, with great simplicity; 
‘ I thought we only got cashmere shawls.’ 

This puzzling answer was only noticed by Vivian; 
for the truth is, Madame Carolina was one of those 
individuals who never attend to any person's answers. 
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Always thinking of herself, she only asked questions 
that she herself might supply the responses. And now 
having made, as she flattered herself, a splendid 
display to her favourite critic, she began to consider 
what had given rise to her oration. Lord Bryon and 
the ballet again occurred to her; and as the Baroness, 
at least, was not unwilling to listen, and as she herself 
had no. manuscript of her own which she particularly 
wished to be perused, she proposed that Vivian should 
read to them part of the Corsair, and in the original 
tongue. Madame Carolina opened the volume at the first 
prison scene between Gulnare and Conrad. It was her 
favourite. Vivian read with care and feeling. Madame 
was in raptures, and the Baroness, although she did 
not understand a single syllable, seemed almost equally 
delighted. At length Vivian came to this passage — 

My love stern Seyd’s ! Oh — no— no — not my love I — 
Yet much this heart, that strives no more, once strove 
To meet his passion — but it would not be. 

I felt — I feel — love dwells with — with the free— 

I am a slave, a favoured slave at best. 

To share his splendour, and seem very blest ! 

Oft must my soul the question undergo, 

Of — 'Dost thou love V and burn to answer 'No !* 

Oh ! hard it is that fondness to sustain, 

And struggle not to feel averse in vain; 

But harder still the heart's recoil to bear, 

And hide from one — perhaps another there; 

He takes the hand 1 give not nor withhold — 

Its pulse nor check'd — nor quicken’d — calmly cold : 

And when resign'd, it drops a lifeless weight 
From one I never lov’d enough to hate. 

No warmth these lips return by his imprest, 

And chill’d remembrance shudders o’er the rest. 

Yes — had I ever prov’d that passion’s jseal, 

The change to hatred were at least to feel : 

But still — ^he goes unmourn’d — returns unsought— 

And oft when present — absent from my thought. 

Or when reflection comes, and come it must — 

I fear that henceforth ’twill but bring disgust : 

I am his slave— but, in despite of pride, 

) ’Twere worse than bondage to become his bride. 
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‘Superb P said Madame, in a voice of enthusiasm; 
'how true ! what passion ! what energy ! what senti- 
ments ! what knowledge of feminine feeling ! Read 
it again. I pray : it is my favourite passage/ 

‘What is this passage about ?* asked the Baroness, 
with some anxiety; ‘tell me ?' 

‘I have a French translation, ma mignonne* said 
Madame; ‘you shall have it afterwards/ 

‘Noll detest reading,* said the young lady, with an 
imperious air; ‘translate it to me at once/ 

^You are rather a self-willed beauty !* thought 
Vivian; 'but your eyes are so brilliant that nothing 
must be refused you 1* and so he translated it. 

On its conclusion, Madame was again in raptures. 
The Baroness was not less affected, but she said 
nothing. She appeared agitated; she changed colour 
— ^raised her beautiful eyes with an expression of 
sorrow — looked at Vivian earnestly, and then walked 
to the other end of the room. In a few moments she 
returned to her seat. 

‘I wish you would tell me the story,* she said, with 
great earnestness. 

'I have a French translation, ma belle !* said Madame 
Carolina; 'at present I wish to trouble Mr Grey with a 
few questions.* Madame Carolina led Vivian into a 
recess.* 

'I am sorry we are troubled with )this sweet littlci 
savage; but I think she has talent, though evidently 

? uite uneducated. We must do what we can lor her. 
[er ignorance of all breeding is amusing, but then 
I think she has a natural elegance. We shall soon 
polish her. His Royal Highness is so anxious that 
every attention should be paid to her. Beckendorff, 
you know, is a man of the greatest genius. (Madame 
Carolina had lowered her tone about the Minister 
since the Prince of little Lilliput's apostasy.) 'The 
country is greatly indebted to him. This» between 
ourselves, is his daughter. At least I have no douM 



VIVIAN GREY 


559 

of it. Beckendorff was once married~-to a lady of 
great rank — died early — ^beautiful woman — very 
interesting ! His Royal Highness had a great regard 
for her. The Premier, in his bereavement, turned 
humorist, and has brought up this lovely girl in the 
oddest possible manner — ^nobody knows where. Now 
that he finds it necessary to bring her forward, he, of 
course, is quite at a loss. His Royal Highness has 
applied to me. There was a little coldness before 
between the Minister and myself. It is now quite 
removed. I must do what I can for her. 1 think she 
must marry Von Sohnspeer, who is no more Becken- 
dorff*s son than you are : or young Eberstein— or 
young Bemstorff — or young Gernsbach. We must do 
something for her. I offered her last night to Emilius 
von Aslingen; but he said that unfortunately he was 
just importing a savage or two of his own from the 
Brazils, and consequently was not in want of her.' 

A chamberlain now entered, to announce the speedy 
arrival of His Royal Highness. The Baroness, without 
ceremony, expressed her great regret that he was 
coming, as now she should not hear the wished-for 
story. Madame Carolina reproved her, and the reproof 
was endured rather then submitted to. 

His Royal Highness entered, and was accompanied 
by the Crown Prince. He greeted the young lady with 
great kindness; and even the Crown Prince, inspired 
by his father's unusual warmth, made a shuffling kind 
of bow, and a stuttering kind of speech. Vivian was 
about to retire on the entrance of the Grand-Duke, but 
Madame Carolina prevented him, and His Royal 
Highness turning round, very graciously seconded her 
dijsire, and added that Mr Grey was the very gentlemaui 
with whom he was desirous of meeting. 

'I am anxious,' said he to Vivian, in rather a low 
tone, ‘to make Reisenburg agreeable to Mr Beckra- 
ding's fair friend. As you are one of the few who are 
h«m<mred by his intimacy, and are familiar with some 



VIVIAN GREY 


560 

of OUT state secrets/ added the Grand-Duke with a 
smile, *J am sure it will give you pleasure to assist me 
in the execution of my wishes/ 

His Royal Highness proposed that the ladies should 
ride; and he himself, with the Crown Prince and Mr 
Grey would attend them. Madame Carolina expressed 
her willingness; but the Baroness, like all forward 
girls unused to the world, suddenly grew at the same 
time both timid and disobliging. She looked sullen 
and discontented, and coolly said that she did not feel 
in the humour to ride for at least these two hours. To 
Vivian's surprise, even the Grand-Duke humoured her 
fancy, and declared that he should then be happy 
to attend them after the Court dinner. Until that 
time Vivian was amused by Madame; and the Grand- 
Duke exclusively devoted himself to the Baroness. 
His Royal Highness was in his happiest mood; and 
his winning manners and elegant conversation soon 
chased away the cloud winch, for a moment, had 
settled on the young lady's fair brow. 


CHAPTER VII 

The Grand- Duke of Reisenburg was an enthusiastic 
lover of music, and his people were consequently 
music mad. The whole city were fiddling day and 
night, or blowing trumpets, oboes, and bassoons. 
Sunday, however, was the most harmonious day in the 
week. The Opera amused the Court and the w^thiest 
citizens; and few private houses could not boast their 
lamijy concert, or small party of performers. In the 
tea-gardens, of which there were many in the suburbs 
of the city, bearing the euphonious, romantic, and 
fashionable titles of Tivoli, Arcadia, and VauxliaB, 
a strong and amateur orchestra was never wanting; 
Strolling through the city on sl Sunday afterawii. 
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many a pleasing picture of innocent dcmiestic enjoy- 
ment might be observed. In the arbour of a garden 
a very stout man, with a fair, broad, good-natured, 
solid German face, may be seen perspiring under the 
scientific exertion of the French horn; himself wisely 
disembarrassed of the needless encumbrance of his 
pea-green coat and showy waistcoat, which lay neatly 
folded by his side; while his large and sleepy blue 
eyes actually gleamed with enthusiasm. His daughter, 
a soft and delicate girl, touches the light guitar; 
catching the notes of the music from ^he opened 
opera, which is placed before the father on a massy 
music-stand. Her voice joins in melody with her 
mother; who, like all German mothers, seems only 
her daughter's self, subdued by an additional twenty 
years. The bow of one violin is handled, with the air 
of a master, by an elder brother; wliile a younger one, 
a university student, grows sentiments over the 
flute. The same instrument is also played by a tall 
and tender-looking young man in black, who stands 
behind the parents, next to the daughter, and occa- 
sionally looks off his music-book to gaze on his young 
mistress’s eyes. He is a clerk in a public office; and 
on next Michaelmas day, if he succeed, as he hopes, in 
gaining a small addition to his salary, he will be still 
more entitled to join in the Sunday familyconcert. Such 
is one of the numerous groups, the sight of which must, 
assuredly, give pleasure to every man who delights in 
seeing his fellow-creatures refreshed after their weekly 
labours by such calm and rational enjoyment. We 
would gladly linger among such scenes; and, more- 
over, tlie humours of a guingette are not unworthy 
of our attention ; but we must introduce the reader 
to a more important party. 

The Court chapel and the Court dinner are over. 
Wc are in the Opera-house of Reisenburg ; and, of 
comae, rise as the Royal party enters. The house, 
which is of a moderate size — ^perhaps of the 
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dimensions as our small theatres — was fitted up with 
splendour : we hardly know whether we should say 
with great taste; for although not merely the scenery, 
but indeed every part of the house, was painted by 
eminent artists, the style of the ornaments was rather 
patriotic than tasteful. The house had been built 
immediately after the war, at a period when Reisen- 
burg, flushed with the success of its thirty thousand 
men, imagined itself to be a great military nation. 
Trophies, standards, cannon, eagles, consequently 
appeared in every comer of the Opera-house; and 
quite superseded lyres, and timbrels, and tragic 
daggers, and comic masks. The royal box was con- 
structed in the form of a tent, and held nearly fifty 
persons. It was exactly in the centre of the house, its 
floor over the back of the pit, and its roof reaching 
to the top of the second circle; its crimson hangings 
were restrained by ropes of gold, and the whole 
was surmounted by a large and radiant crown. The 
house was merely lighted by a chandelier from the 
centre. 

The Opera for the evening was Rossini's Otello. 
As soon as the Grand-Duke entered, the overture 
commenced; His Royal Highness coming forward to 
the front of the box, and himself directing the 
musicians; keeping time earnestly with his right hand, 
in which was a very long black opera-glass. This he 
occasionally used, but merely to look at the orchestra, 
not, assuredly, to detect a negligent or inefficient 
performer; for in the schooled orchestra of Reisenburg, 
it would have been impossible even for the ea^le eye 
of His Royal uHighness, assisted as it was by his long 
black opera-glass, or for his fine ear, matured as it was 
by the most complete study, to discover there either 
inattention or feebleness. The house was perfectly 
silent; for when the Monarch directs the orchestra, 
the world goes to the Opera to listen. Perfect silence 
at Reisenburg, then, was etiquette and the -fashion. 



VIVIAN GREY 563 

Between the acts of the Opera, however, the Ballet was 
performed; and then everybody might talk, and laugh, 
and remark, as much as they chose. 

The Grand-Duke prided himself as much upon the 
accuracy of his scenery and dresses and decorations 
as upon the exquisite skill of his performers. In truth, 
an Opera at Reisenburg was a spectacle which could 
not fail to be interesting to a man of taste. When the 
curtain drew up, the first scene presented a view of old 
Brabantio's house. It was accurately copied from one 
of the sumptuous structures of Scamozzi, or Sansovino, 
or Palladio, which adorn the Grand Canal of Venice. 
In the distance rose the domes of St Mark and the 
lofty Campanile. Vivian could not fail to be delighted 
with this beautiful work of art, for such, indeed, it 
should be styled. He was more surprised, however, 
but not less pleased, on the entrance of Othello him- 
self. In England we are accustomed to deck this 
adventurous Moor in the costume of his native 
country — ^but is this correct ? The Grand-Duke of 
Reisenburg thought not. Othello was an adventurer; 
at an early age he entered, as many foreigners did, 
into the service of Venice. In that service he rose to 
the highest dignities — became general of her armies, 
and of her fleets; and finally the Viceroy of her 
favourite kingdom. Is it natural to suppose that such 
a man should have retained, during his successful 
career, the manners and dress of his original country ? 
Ought we not rather to admit that, had he done so, 
his career would, in fact, not have been successful ? 
In all probability, he imitated to affectation the man- 
ners of the country which he had adopted. It is not 
probable that in such, or in any age, the turbaned 
Moor would have been treated with great deference 
by the common Christian soldier of Venice — or, indeed, 
that the scandal of a heathen leading the armies of 
one of the most powerful of European States, would 
have been tolerated for an instant by indignant 
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Christendom. If Shylock even, the Jew merchant, 
confined to his quarter, and herding with his own sect, 
were bearded on the Rialto — ^in what spirit would the 
Venetians have witnessed their doge and nobles, whom 
they ranked above kings, holding equal converse, and 
loading with the most splendid honours of the Republic, 
a follower of Mahound ? Such were the sentiments 
of the Grand-Duke of Reisenburg on this subject, a 
subject interesting to Englishmen; and I confess I 
think that they are worthy of attention. In accordance 
with his opinions, the actor who performed Othello 
appeared in the full dress of a Venetian magnifico of 
the middle ages; a fit companion for Comaro, or 
Grimani, or Barberigo, or Foscari. 

The first act of the Opera was finished. The Baroness 
expressed to Vivian her great delight at its being 
over ; as she was extremely desirous of learning the 
story of the ballet, which she had not yet been able to 
acquire. His translation of yesterday had greatly 
interested her. Vivian shortly gave her the outUne 
of the story of Conrad. She listened with much 
attention, but made no remark. 

The ballet at Reisenburg was not merely a vehicle 
for the display of dancing. It professed by gesture 
and action, aided by music, to influence the minds of 
the spectators not less than the regular drama. Of 
this exhibition dancing was a casual ornament, as it 
is of life. It took place therefore only on fitting occa- 
sions, and grew out, in a natural manner, from some 
event in the history represented. For instance, 
suppose the story of Othello, the subject of the ballet. 
The dancing, in all probability, would be introduced 
at a grand entertainment given in celebration of the 
Moores arrival at Cyprus. All this would be m 
character. Our feelings would not be outraged by a 
husband chassezing forward to murder his wifc-^r 
by seeing the pillow pressed over the innocent Des- 
dmona by the impulse of a pirouette. In most case$. 
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therefore, the chief performers in this species of 
spectacle are not even dancers. This, however, may 
not always be the case. If Diana be the heroine, 
poetical probability will not be offended by the 
goddess joining in the chaste dance with her huntress 
nymphs; and were the Baiadere of Goethe made the 
subject of a ballet, the Indian dancing girl would 
naturally be the heroine, both of the drama and the 
poem. There are few performances more affecting 
than the serious pantomime of a master. In some of 
the most interesting situations, it is in fact even more 
natural than the oral drama — logically, it is more 
perfect; for the soliloquy is actually thought before 
us, and the magic of the representation not destroyed 
by the sound of the human voice, at a moment when 
we all know man never speaks. 

The curtain again rises. Sounds of revelry and 
triumph are heard from the Pirate Isle. They cele- 
brate recent success. Various groups, accurately 
attired in the costume of the Greek islands, are seated 
on the rocky foreground. On the left rises Medora's 
tower, on a craggy steep; and on the right gleams the 
blue iEgean. A procession of women enters. It 
heralds the presence of Conrad and Medora; they 
honour the festivity of their rude subjects. The 
pirates and the women join in the national dance; 
and afterwards, eight warriors, completely armed, 
move in a warlike measure, keeping time to the music 
with their bucklerc and clattering sabres. Suddenly 
the dance ceases; a sail is in sight. The nearest pirates 
msh to the strand, and assist the disembarkation of 
their welcome comrades. The commander of the vessel 
comes forward with an agitated step, and gloomy 
countenofnce. He kneels to Conrad, and delivers him a 
scroll, Mv^ich the chief tian reads with suppressed 
agitation. In a moment the faithful Juan is at his 
side— 5fche contents of the scroll revealed — ^the dance 
broken up, and preparations made to sail in an 
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time to the city of the Pacha. The stage is cleared, 
and Conrad and Medora are alone. The mysterious 
leader is wrapt in the deepest abstraction. He stands 
with folded arms, and eyes fixed on the yellow sand 
A gentle pressure on his arm calls him back to recollec- 
tion; he starts, and turns to the intruder with a 
gloomy brow. He sees Medora — ^and his frown sinks 
into a sad smile. ‘And must we part again ! this 
hour — ^this very hour; it cannot be !' She clings to 
him with agony, and kneels to him with adoration. 
No hope ! no hope ! a quick return promised with an 
air of foreboding fate. His stem arm encircles her 
waist. He chases the heavy tear from her fair cheek, 
and while he bids her be glad in his absence with her 
handmaids, peals the sad thunder of the signal gun. 
She throws herself upon him. The frantic quiclmess 
of her motion strikingly contrasts with the former 
stupor of her appearance. She will not part. Her 
face is buried in his breast; her long fair hair floats 
over his shoulders. He is almost unnerved; but at 
this moment the ship sails on; the crew and their 
afflicted wives enter; the page brings to Lord Conrad 
his cloak, liis carbine, and his bugle. He tears himself 
from her embrace, and without daring to look behind 
him, bounds over the rocks, and is in the ship. The 
vessel moves — ^the wives of the pirates continue on 
the beach, waving their scarfs to their desolate 
husbands. In the foreground Medora, motionless, 
stands rooted to the strand; and might have inspired 
Phidias with a personification of despair. 

In a hall of unparalleled splendour, stem Seyd 
reclines on innumerable pillows, placed on a carpet 
of golden cloth. His bearded chiefs are ranged around* 
The chambers are brilliantly illuminated, and an 
opening at the farther end of the apartments exhibits 
a portion of the shining city, and the glittering g^eya 
Gulnare, covered with a silver veil, which reaches even 
^ h^r feet, is ushered into the presence of the Pacha^ 
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Even the haughty Seyd rises to honour his beautiful 
favourite. He draws the precious veil from her 
blushing features, and places her on his right hand. 
TTie dancing girls now appear;* and then are intro- 
duced the principal artists. Now takes place the 
scientific part of the ballet; and here might Bias, or 
Noblet, or Ronzi Vestris, or her graceful husband, or 
the classical Albert, or the bounding Paul, vault 
without stint, and attitudinise without restraint; and 
not in the least impair the effect of the tragic tale. 

The Dervise, of course, appears; the galleys, of course 
are fired; and Seyd, of course, retreats. A change in 
the scenery gives us the blazing Harem, the rescue 
of its inmates, the deliverance of Gulnare, the capture 
of Conrad. 

It is the prison scene. On a mat, covered with irons, 
lies the forlorn Conrad. The flitting flame of a solitary 
lamp hardly reveals the heavy bars of the huge grate 
that forms the entrance to its cell. For some minutes 
nothing stirs. The mind of the spectator is flowed 
to become fully aware of the hopeless misery of the 
hero. His career is ended — secure in his dungeon — 
trusty his guards— overpowering his chains. To- 
morrow he wakes to be impaled. A gentle noise, so 
gentle that the spectator almost deems it unintentional, 
IS now heard. A white figure appears behind the 
duslqr gate — ^is it a guard, or a torturer ? The gate 
softly opens, and a female comes forward. Gulnare 
was represented by a girl, with the body of a Peri, and 
the soul of a poetess. The Harem Queen advances 
with an agitated step; she holds in her left hand a 
lamp, and in the girdle of her light dress is a dagger. 
She reaches with a soundless step the captive. He is 
asleep — aye 1 he sleeps, while thousands are weeping 
his ravage or his ruin; and she, in restlessness, is 
wandering here ! A thousand thoughts are seen 
coursing over her flushed brow; she looks to the 
audience, and her dark eye asks why this Corsair is 
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so dear to her. She turns again, and raises the lamp 
with her long white arm, that the light may fall on the 
captive’s countenance. She gazes, without moving, 
on the sleeper — touches the dagger with a slow and 
tremulous hand, and starts from the contact with 
terror. She again touches it — ^it is drawn from her 
vest — it falls to the ground. He wakes — ^he stares 
with wonder — he sees a female not less fair than 
Medora. Confused, she tells him her station; she tells 
him that her pity is as certain as his doom. He avows 
his readiness to die; he appears undaunted, he thinks 
of Medora, he buries his face in his hands. She grows 

pale as he avows he loves another. She cannot 

conceal her own passion. He, wondering, confesses 
that he supposed her love was his enemy’s — ^was 
Seyd’s. Gulnare shudders at the name; she draws 
herself up to her full stature — ^she smiles in bitterness — 

'My love stern Seyd's I Oh, no, no, not my love T 

The acting was perfect. The house burst into un- 
usual shouts of admiration. Madame Carolina 
applauded with her little finger on her fan. The Grand- 
Duke himself gave the signal for applause. Vivian 
never felt before that words were useless. His hand 
was suddenly pressed. He turned round — ^it was the 
Baroness. She was leaning back in her chair; and 
though she did her utmost to conceal her agitated 
countenance, a tear coursed down her cheek, big as 
the miserable Medora’s. 


CHAPTER VIII 

On the evening of the Opera, arrived at Court part 
of the suite of the young Archduchess, the betrd&ed 
of the Crown Prince of Reisenburg. These consisted 
of an old gray-headed general, who had taught Her 



VIVIAN GREY 569 

Imperial Highness the manual exercise; and her 
tutor and confessor, an ancient and toothless bishop. 
Their youthful mistress was to follow them in a few 
days; and this arrival of such a distinguished portion 
of her suite was the signal for the commencement of a 
long series of sumptuous festivities. After inter- 
changing a number of compliments and a few snuff- 
boxes, the new guests were invited by His Royal 
Highness to attend a review, which was to take place 
the next morning, of five thousand troops and fifty 
generals. 

The Reisenburg army was the best appointed in 
Europe. Never were men seen with breasts more 
plumply padded, mustachios better trained, or such 
spotless gaiters. The Grand-Duke himself was a 
military genius, and had invented a new cut for the 
collars of the cavalry. His Royal Highness was 
particularly desirous of astonishing the old gi’ay- 
headed governor of his future daughter, by the skilful 
evolutions and imposing appearance of his legions. 
The affair was to be of the most refined nature; and 
the whole was to be concluded by a mock battle, in 
which the spectators were to be treated by a display 
of the most exquisite evolutions, and complicated 
movements, which human beings ever yet invented 
to destroy others, or to escape destruction. Field 
Marshal Count von Sohnspeer, the Commander-in- 
chief of all the forces of His Royal Highness the 
Grand-Duke of Reisenburg, condescended, at the 
particulcu request of his Sovereign, to conduct the 
whole affair himself. 

At first it was rather difficult to distinguish between 
the army and the staff; for Darius, in the straits of 
Issus, was not more sumptuously and numerously 
attended than Count von Sohnspeer. Wherever he 
moved he was followed by a train of waving plumes 
and radiant epaulettes, and foaming chargers, and 
shining steel. In fact, he looked like a large mfliiary 
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comet. Had the fate of Reisenburg depended on the 
result of the day, the Field Marshal, and his generals, 
and aides-de-camp, and orderlies, could not have 
looked more agitated and more in earnest. Von Sohn- 
speer had not less than four horses in the field, on 
every one of which he seemed to appear in the space of 
five minutes. Now he was dashing along the line of 
the Lancers on a black charger, and now round the 
column of the Cuirassiers on a white one. He exhorted 
the Tirailleurs on a chestnut, and added fresh courage 
to the ardour of the artille^ on a bay. 

It was a splendid day. The bands of the respective 
regiments played triumphant times, as each marched 
on the field. The gradual arrival of the troops was 
picturesque. Distant music was heard, and a corps 
of infantry soon made its appearance. A light bugle 
sounded, and a body of Tirailleurs issued from file 
shade of a neighbouring wood. The kettle-drums 
and clarions heralded the presence of a troop of Cavalry; 
and an advanced guard of light-horse told that the 
artillery were about to follow. The arms and stands 
of the troops shone in the sun; military music sounded 
in all parts of the field; unceasing was the bellow of the 
martial drum, and the blast of the blood-stirring 
trumpet. Clouds of dust, ever and anon excited in the 
distance, denoted the arrival of a regiment of cavalry. 
Even now one approaches — it is the Red Lancers. 
How gracefully their colonel, the young Count of 
Eberstein, bounds on his barb ! Has Theseus turned 
Centaur? His spur and bridle seem rather the 
emblems of sovereignty than the instruments of 
government : he neither chastises nor directs. The 
rider moves without motion, and the horse judges 
without guidance. It would seem that the man had 
borrowed the beast’s body, and the beast the man's 
mind. His regiment has formed upon the field, their 
stout lances erected ^e a young and leafless grove; 
but although now in line« it is with difficulty that they 
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can subject the spirit of their warlike steeds. The 
trumpet has caught the ear of the horses; they stand 
with open nostrils, already breathing war, ere they can 
see an enemy; and now dashing up one leg, and now 
the other, they seem to complain of Nature, that she 
has made them of anything earthly. 

The troops have all arrived; there is an unusual 
bustle in the field. Von Sohnspeer is again changing 
his horse, giving directions while he is mounting, to 
at least a dozen aides-de-camp. Orderlies are scamper- 
ing over every part of the .field. Another flag, quite 
new, and of large size, is unfurled by the Field Marshal's 
pavilion. A signal gun ! the music in the whole field 
IS hushed : a short silence of agitating suspense — 
another gun — and another ! All the bands of all the 
regiments burst forth at the same moment into the 
national air : the Court dash into the field. 

Madame Carolina, the Baroness, the Countess von 
S , and some other ladies wore habits of the uni- 

form of the Royal Guards. Both Madame and the 
Baroness were perfect horsewomen; and the excited 
spirits of Mr Beckendorff's female relative, both during 
her ride and her dashing run over the field, amidst 
the firing of cannon and the crash of drums and trum- 
pets, very strikingly contrasted with her agitation and 
depression of the preceding night. 

^Your Excellency loves the tented field, I think?' 
said Vivian, who was at her side. 

‘ I love war ! it is a diversion fit for kings ! ' was the 
answer. ‘How fine the breast-plates and helmets of 
those Cuirassiers glisten in the sun ! ' continued the 
lady. *Do you see Von Sohnspeer ? I wonder if the 
Crown Prince be with him ? ' 

^ I think he is.' 

' Indeed ! Ah ! can he interest himself in anything ? 
He seemed Apathy itself at the Opera last night. 
I liever saw hun smile, or move, and have scarcely 
heard his voice ! but if he love war, if he be a soldier, 
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if he be thinking of other things than a pantomime 
and a ball, 'tis well — ^very well for his country ! Per- 
haps he is a hero ? ' 

At this moment the Crown Prince, who was of 
Von Sohnspeer's staff, slowly rode up to the Royal 
party. 

'Rudolph!' said the Grand-Duke; 'do you head 
your regiment to-day ? ' 

'No/ was the muttered answer. 

The Grand-Duke moved his horse to his son, and 
spoke to him in a low tone; evidently with earnest- 
ness. Apparently he was expostulating with him : 
but the effect of the royal exhortation was only to 
render the Prince's brow more gloomy, and the 
expression of his withered features more sullen and 
more sad. The Baroness watched the father and son 
as they were conversing, with keen attention. When 
the Crown Prince, in violation of his father's wishes, 
fell into the party, and allowed his regiment to be 
headed by the Lieutenant-colonel, the young lady 
raised her lustrous eyes to Heaven with that same 
expression of sorrow or resignation which had so 
much interested Vivian on the morning that he had 
translated to her the moving passage in The Corsair. 

But the field is nearly cleared, and the mimic war 
has commenced. On the right appears a large body of 
cavalry, consisting of Cuirassiers and Dragoons, A 
vanguard of Light Cavalry and Lancers, under the 
command of the Count of Eberstein, is ordered out, 
from this body, to harass the enemy — a strong body of 
infantry supposed to be advancing., Several squadrons 
of Light Horse immediately spring forward; they 
form themselves into line, they wheel into column, 
and endeavour, by well-directed manoeuvres, to out- 
flank the strong wing of the advancing enemy. After, 
succeeding in executing all that was committed to' 
them, and after having skirmished m the van oj[ their 
own army, so as to give time for all necessary dis- 
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positions of the line of battle, the vanguard suddenly 
retreats between the brigades of the cavalry of the 
line; the prepared battery of cannon is unmasked; 
and a tremendous concentric fire opened on the line 
of the advancing foe. Taking advantage of the con- 
fusion created by this unexpected salute of his artillery, 
Von Sohnspeer, who commands the cavalry, gives the 
word to ‘Charge !* 

The whole body of cavalry immediately charge in 
masses — ^the extended line of the enemy is as imme- 
diately broken. But the infantry, who are commanded 
by one of the Royal relatives and visitors, the Prince 
of Pike and Powdren, dexterously form into squares, 
and commence a masterly retreat in square battalions. 
At length they take up a more favourable position 
than the former one. They are again galled by the 
artillery, who have proportionately advanced, and 
again charged by the cavalry in their huge masses, 
^d now the squares of infantry partially give way. 
They admit the cavalry, but the exulting Horse find 
to meir dismay that the enemy are not routed, but 
that there are yet inner squares formed at salient 
angles. The cavalry for a moment retire, but it is only 
to give opportunity to their artillery to rake the 
obstinate foes. The execution of the battery is fearful. 
Headed by their commander, the whole body of 
Cuirassiers and Dragoons again charge with renewed 
energy and concentrated force. The infantry are 
tlurown into the greatest confusion, and commence 
a rout, increased and rendered irremediable by the 
Lancers and Hussars, the former vanguard; who 
now, seizing on the favourable moment, again rush 
forward, increasing the effect of the charge of the 
whole army, overtaking the fugitives with their lances, 
and securing the prisoners. 

The victorious Von Sohnspeer, followed by his staff, 
now galloped up to receive the congratulations of Wd 
^vereign. 
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'Where are your prisoners, Field Marshal?' asked 
His Royal Highness, with a flattering smile. 

‘ What is the ransom of our unfortunate guest ? ' 
asked Madame Carolina. 

'I hope we shall have another affair/ said the 
Baroness, with a flushed face and glowing eyes. 

But the Commander-in-chief must not tarry to 
bandy compliments. He is again wanted in the field. 
The whole troops have formed in line. Some most 
scientific evolutions are now executed. With them 
we will not weary the reader, nor dilate on the com- 
parative advantages of forming en cremailliere and en 
echiquier; nor upon the duties of Tirailleurs, nor upon 
concentric fires and eccentric movements, nor upon 
deploying, nor upon enfilading, nor upon oblique 
fronts, nor upon Echelons. The day finished by the 
whole of the troops again forming in line, and passing 
in order before the Commander-in-chief, to give him 
an opportunity of observing their discipline and in- 
specting their equipments. 

The review being finished. Count von Sohnspeer 
and his staff joined the royal party; and after walking 
their horses round the field, they proceeded to his 

S dlion, where refreshments were prepared for them. 

e Field Marshal, flattered by the interest which the 
young Baroness had taken in the business of the day, 
and the acquaintance which she evidently possess^ 
of the more obvious details of mihtary tactics, was 
inclined to be particularly courteous to her, but the 
object of his admiration did not encourage attentions 
by which half the ladies of the Court would have 
thought themselves as highly honoured as by those of 
the Grand-Duke himself — so powerful a person was 
the Field Matshal, and so little inclined by temper 
to cultivate the graces of the fair sex I 
^In the tent keep by my side,' said the Baroness to 
Vivian. 'Although I am fond of heroes. Von Sohn- 
speer is not to xny taste. 1 know not why I flatter 
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you so by my notice, for I suppose, like all English- 
men, you are not a soldier? I thought so. Nevermind! 
you ride well enough for a Field Marshal. I really think 
I could give you a commission without much stickling of 
my conscience. No, no ! I should like you nearer me. 
I have a good mind to make you my Master of the 
Horse — ^that is to say, when I am entitled to have one.' 

As Vivian acknowledged the young Baroness's 
compliment by becoming emotion, and vowed that an 
office near her person would be the consummation of 
all his wishes, his eye caught the lady's : she blushed 
deeply, looked down upon her horse's neck, and then 
turned away her head. 

Von Sohinspeer's pavilion excellently became the 
successful leader of the army of Reisenburg. Trophies 
taken from all sides decked its interior. The black 
eagle of Austria formed part of its roof, and the brazen 
eagle of Gaul supported part of the side. The gray- 
headed General looked rather grim when he saw a flag 
belonging to a troop which perhaps he had himself 
once commanded. He vented his indignation to the 
toothless Bishop, who crossed his breast with his 
fingers, covered with diamonds, and preached tem- 
perance and moderation in inarticulate sounds. 

During the collation, the conversation was principally 
military. Madame Carolina, who was entirely ignorant 
of the subject of discourse, enchanted all the officers 
present by appearing to be the most interested person 
in the tent. Nothing could exceed the elegance of her 
elogium of petit guerre. The old gray General talked 
much about the ‘good old times,' by which he meant 
the thirty years of plunder, bloodshed, and destruction 
which were occasioned by the French Revolution. He 
gloated on the recollection of horror, which he feared 
would never occur again. The Archduke Charles and 
Prince Schwartzenburg were the gods of his idolatry; 
and Nadasti's hussars and Wurmser's dragoons the 
inferior divinities of his bloody heaven, One evolution 
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of the morning, a discovery made by Von Sohnspeer 
himself, in the deploying of cavalty, created a great 
sensation; and it was settled that it would have been 
of great use to Dessaix and Clairfayt in the Nether- 
lands affair of some eight-and-twenty years ago; and 
was not equalled even by Seidlitz's cavalry in the 
aJ0[air with the Russians at Zorndorff. In short, every 
‘ affair ' of any character during the late war was fought 
over again in the tent of the Field Marshal von Sohn- 
speer. At length from the Archduke Charles and 
Prince Schwartzenburg, the old gray-headed General 

g )t to Polybius and Monsieur Folard; and the Grand- 
uke now thinking that the 'affair' was taking too 
serious a turn, broke up the party. Madame Carolina 
and most of the ladies used their carriages on their 
return. They were nearly fifteen miles from the dty; 
but the Baroness, in spite of the most earnest solicita- 
tions, would remount her charger. 

They cantered home — the Baroness in unusual 
spirits — ^Vivian thinking very much of his fair com- 
panion. Her character puzzled him. That she was 
not the lovely simpleton that Madame Carolina 
believed her to be, he had little doubt. Some people 
have great knowledge of society and very little of 
mankind. Madame Carolina was one of these. She 
viewed her species through only one medium. That 
the Baroness was a woman of acute feeling, Vivian 
could not .doubt. Her conduct at the Opera, which 
escaped every one's attention, made this evident, 
she had seen more of the world than her previous 
4 ^Sijrersation had given him to believe, was equally 
deflllr by her conduct and conversation this morning. 

determined to become more acquainted with her 
character. Her evident partiality to his company 
would not render the execution of his purpose very 
difficult. At any rate, if he disc0va:ed nothing, it 
was something to do : it would at least amuse him. 

In the evening he joined a large party the palace. 
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He looked immediately for the Baroness. She was 
surrounded by the dandies. Their attentions she 
treated with contempt, and ridiculed their compli- 
ments without mercy. Without obtmding himself 
on her notice, Vivian joined her circle, and witnessed 
her demolition of the youn^ Count of Eberstcin with 
great amusement. EmiliUs von Aslingen was not 
there; for having made the interesting savage the 
fashion, she was no longer worthy of his attention, 
and consequently deserted. The young lady soon 
observed Vivian; and saying, without the least em- 
barassment, that she was delighted to see him, she 
begged him to share her chaise-longe. Her envious 
lev6e witnessed the preference, with dismay; and as 
the object of their attention did not now notice their 
remarks, even by her expressed contempt, one by one 
fell away. Vivian and the Baroness were left ione, 
and conversed much together. The lady displayed 
on every subject, engaging ignorance; and requested 
information on obvious topics with artless naivete. 
Vivian was convinced that her ignorance was not 
afected, and equally sure that it could not arise from 
imbecility of intellect; for while she surprised him by 
her crude questions, and her want of acquaintance 
with all those topics which generally form the staple 
of conversation, she equally amused him with her 
poignant wit, and the imperious and energetic manner 
m which she instantly expected satisfactory informa- 
tion on every possible subject. 


CHAPtER IX 

Pk the day after the review, a fancy-dress ball was 
to be given at Court. It was to be an entertainment 
of a peculiar nature. The lively genius oi Madame 
Carolina, wearied of fie <k>ri|Xrioo-place effect 
. v,G. * 
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produced by this species of amusement — in which 
usually a stray Turk, and a wandering Pole, looked 
sedate and singular among crowds of Spanish girls, 
Swiss peasants, and gentlemen in uniforms — had 
invented something novel. Her idea was ingenious. 

To use her own sublime phrase, she determined that 
the party should represent 'an age !' Great difficulty 
was experienced in fixing upon the century which was 
to be honoured. At first a poetical idea was started 
of having something primaeval — perhaps antediluvian, 
but Noah, or even Father Abraham, were thought 
characters hardly sufficiently romantic for a fancy 
dress ball; and consequently the earliest postdilu- 
vian ages were soon under consideration. Nimrod, 
or Sardanapalus were distinguished personages, and 
might be well represented by the Master of the Stag- 
hounds, or the Master of the Revels; but then the want 
of an interesting lady character was a great objection. 
Semiramis, though not without style in her own way, 
was not sufficiently Parisian for Madame Carolina. 
New ages were proposed, and new objections started; 
and so the ' Committee of Selection/ which consisted 

of Madame herself, the Countess von S , and a 

few other dames of fashion, gradually slided through 
the four great empires. Athens was not aristocratic 
enough, and then the women were nothing. In spite 
of her admiration of the character of Aspasia, Madame 
Carolina somewhat doubted the possibility of per- 
suading the ladies of the Court of Reisenburg to appear 
in the characters of Rome presented great cap- 

abilities, .^and greater difficulties. Finding themselves, 
after many days* sitting and study, still very far from 
coming to a decision, Madame called in the aid of the 
Grand-Duke, who proposed ‘something national/ 
The proposition was plausible; but according to 
Madame Carolina, Germany, until her own time, had 
been only a land of barbarism and barbarians; and 
therefore, in such a country, in a national point of 
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view, what could there be interesting ? The middle 
ages, as they are usually styled, in spite of the Emperor 
Charlemagne — * that oasis in the desert of barbarism * 
— ^to use her own eloquent and original image — were her 
particular aversion. ‘The age of chivalry is past !' 
was as constant an exclamation of Madame Carolina, as 
it was of Mr Burke. ‘The age of chivalry is past — 
and very fortunate that it is. What resources could 
they have had in the age of chivalry ? an age without 
either moral or experimental philosophy; an age in 
wliich they were equally ignorant of tlie doctrine of 
association of ideas, and of the doctrine of electricity; 
and when they were as devoid of a knowledge of the 
incalculable powers of the human mind as of the 
incalculable powers of steam !' Had Madame Carolina 
been the consort of an Italian Grand-Duke, selection 
would not be difficult; and, to inquire no further, 
the Court of the Medici alone would afford them 
everything they wanted. But Germany never had 
any character, and never produced nor had been the 
resort of illustrious men and interesting persons. 
What was to be done ? The age of Frederick the 
Great was the only thing; and then that was so 
recent; and would offend the Austrians; it could not 
be thought of. 

At last, when the ‘Committee of Selection was almost 
in despair, some one proposed a period which not only 
would be German — not only would compliment the 
House of Austria — but what was of still greater 
importance, would allow of every contemporary 
character of interest of every nation — ^the age of 
Charles the Fifth ! The suggestion was received with 
enthusiasm, and adopted on the spot. ‘The Committee 
of Selection’ was immediately dissolved, and its 
members as immediately formed themselves into a 
‘Committee of Arrangement.' Lists of all the persons 
of any fame, distinction, or notoriety, who had lived 
either in the Empire of Germany, the Kingdoms of 
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Spain, Portugal, France, or England, the Italian 
States, the Netherlands, the Americans, and, in short, 
in every country in the known world, were imme- 
diately formed. Von Chronicle, rewarded for his 
last tiistorical novel by a ribbon and the title of Baron, 
was appointed secretary to the ‘Committee of Cos- 
tume.’ All guests who received a card of invitation, 
were desired, on or before a certain day, to send in the 
title of their adopted character, and a sketch of their 
intended dress, that their plans might receive the 
sanction of the ladies of the ‘Committee of Arrange- 
ment,’ and their dresses the approbation of the secretary 
of Costume. By this method, the chance and incon- 
venience of tw’o persons selecting and appearing in 
the same character were destroyed and prevented. 
After exciting the usual jealousies, intrigues, dis- 
satisfaction, and ill-blood, by the influence and 
imperturbable temper of Madame Carolina, every- 
thing was arranged — Emilius von Aslingen being the 
only person who set both the Committees of Arrange- 
ment and Costume at defiance; and treated the 
repeated applications of their respected secretary 
with contemptuous silence. The indignant Baron 
von Chronicle entreated the strong interference of 
the ‘Committee of Arrangement;’ but Emilius von 
Aslingen was too powerful an individual to be treated 
by others as he treated them. Had the fancy-dress 
ball of the Sovereign been attended by all his subjects, 
with the exception of this Captain in his Guards, the 
whole affair might have been a failure; would have 
been dark, in spite of the glare of ten thousand lamps, 
and the glories of all the jewels of his State; would 
have been dull, although each guest were wittier than 
Pasquin himself; and very vulgar, although attended 
by lords of as many quarterings as the ancient shield 
of his own antediluvian house ! All, therefore, that 
the ladies of the ‘Committee of Arrangement’ could 
do, was to enclose to the rebellious Von Aslingen a 
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list of the expected characters, and a resolution passed 
in consequence of liis contumacy, that no person, 
or persons, was, or were, to appear as either or any of 
these characters, unless he, or they, could produce a 
ticket, or tickets, granted by a member of the Xom- 
mittee of Arrangement,’ and countersigned by the 
secretary of the 'Committee of Costume.’ At the 
same time that these vigorous measures were resolved 
on, no persons spoke of Emilius von Aslingen’s rebel- 
lious conduct in terms of greater admiration thaji the 
ladies of the Committee themselves. If possible, 
he, in consequence, became even a more influential 
and popular personage than before; and his conduct 
procured him almost the adoration of persons who, 
had they dared to imitate him, ‘would have been 
instantly crushed; and would have been banished 
society principally by the exertions of the very indi- 
vidual whom they had the presumption to mimic. 

In the gardens of the palace was a spacious amphi- 
theatre, cut out in green seats, for the spectators of 
the plays which, during the summer months, were 
sometimes performed there by the Court. There was 
a stage in the same taste, with rows of trees for side- 
scenes, and a great number of arbours and summer- 
rooms, surrounded by lofty hedges of laurel, for the 
actors to retire and dress in. Connected with this 
'rural Theatre,’ for such was its title, were many 
labyrinths and groves, and arched walks, in the same 
style. More than twelve large fountains were in the 
immediate vicinity of this theatre. At the end of 
one walk a sea-horse spouted its element through its 
nostrils; and in another, Neptune turned an Ocean 
out of a vase. Seated on a rock, Arcadia’s half-goat 
goi the deity of silly sheep and silly poets, sent forth 
trickling streams through his rustic pipes; and in the 
centre of a green grove, an enamoured Salmacis, 
bathing in a pellucid basin, seemed watching for bet 
Hermaphrodite. ^ 
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It was in this rural Theatre, and its fanciful confine s 
that Madame Carolina and her councillors resolved 
that their magic should, for a night, not only stop the 
course of time, but recall past centuries. It was 
certainly rather late in the year for choosing such a 
spot for the scene of their enchantment; but the 
season, as we have often had occasion to remark in 
the course of these volumes, was singularly fine; and 
indeed at this moment the nights were as warm, and 
as clear from mist and dew, as they are during an 
Italian midsummer. 

But it is eight o’clock — we are already rather late. 
Is that a figure by Holbein, just started out of the 
canvas, that 1 am about to meet ? Stand aside ! It 
is a page of the Emperor Charles the Fifth ! The 
Court is on its way to the theatre. The theatre and 
the gardens are brilliantly illuminated. The effect 
of the thousands of coloured lamps, in all parts of 
the foliage, is very beautiful. The moon is up, and a 
million stars ! If it be not quite as light as day, it 
is just light enough for pleasure. You could not 
perhaps endorse a bill of exchange, or engross a parch- 
ment, by this light; but then it is just the light to 
read a love-letter by, and do a thousand other things 
besides. 

All hail to the Emperor ! we would give his costume, 
were it not rather too much in the style of the Von 
Chronicles. Reader ! you have seen a portrait of 
Charles by Holbein : very well — what need is there 
of a description ? No lack was there in this gay scene 
of massy chains and curious collars, nor of cloth of 
gold, nor of cloth of silver I No lack was there of 
trembling plumes, and costly hose ! No lack was 
there of crimson velvet, and russet velvet, and tawny 
velve;, and purple velvet, and plunket velvet, and of 
scarlet cloth, and green taffeta, and cloth of silk embroi- 
d^ed ! No lack was there of garments of estate, and 
of quaint chemews, nor of short crimson cloaks. 
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covered with pearls and precious stones. No lack 
was there of parti-coloured splendour, of purple 
velvet embroidered with white, and white satin dresses 
embroidered with black. No lack was there of splen- 
did koyfes of damask, or kerchiefs of fine Cyprus; 
nor of points of Venice silver of ducat fineness, nor 
of garlands of friars’ knots, nor of coloured satins, 
nor of bleeding hearts embroidered on the bravery 
of dolorous lovers, nor of quaint sentences of wailing 
gallantry. But for the details, are they not to be 
found in those much-neglected and much-plundered 
persons, the old chroniclers ? and will they not 
sufficiently appear in the most inventive portion of 
the next great historical novel ? 

The Grand-Duke looked the Emperor. Our friend 
the Grand Marshal was Francis the First; and Arnelm, 
and Von Neuwied, figured as the JMarslial of Mont- 
morency, and the Marshal Lautrec. The old tootliless 
Bishop did justice to Clement tlie Seventh; and his 
companion, the ancient General, looked grim as 
Pompeo Colonna. A Prince of the House of Nassau, 
one of the royal visitors, represented his adventurous 
ancestor the Prince of Orange. Von Solinspeer was 
that haughty and accomplished rebel, the Constable 
of Bourbon. The young Baron Gernsbach was worthy 
of the Seraglio, as he stalked along as Solyman the 
Magnificent, with all the family jewels belonging to 
his dowager mother, shining in his superb turban. 
Our friend the Count of Eberstein personified chivalry, 
in the person of Bayard. The younger Ben)£-5orff, 
the intimate friend of Gernsbach, attended his sump- 
tuous sovereign as that Turkish Paul Jones, Barbarossa, 
An Italian Prince was Andrew Doria. The Grand 
Chamberlain, our francise acquaintance, and who 
affected a love of literature, was the Protestant Elector 
of Saxony. His train consisted of the principal 
litterateurs of Reisenburg; the Editor of tlie Attack- 
all Review, who originally had been a Catholic, but 
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who had been skilfully converted some years ago, 
when he thought Catholicism was on the decline, was 
Martin Luther — an individual whom, both in his 
apostasy and fierceness, he much and only resembled : 
on the contrary, the Editor of the Praise-all Review, 
appeared as the mild and meek Melancthon. Mr Sievers, 
not yet at Vienna, was Erasmus. Ariosto, Guicciardini, 
Ronsard, Rabelais, Machiavel, Pietro Aretino, Garci- 
lasso de la Vega, Sannazaro, and Paracelsus, afforded 
names to many nameless critics. Two generals, 
brothers, appeared as Cortes and Pizarro. The noble 
Director of the Gallery was Albert Durer; and his 
deputy, Hans Holbein. The Court painter, a wretched 
mimic of the modern French school, did justice to 
the character of Correggio; and an indifferent sculptor 
looked sublime as Michel Angelo. 

Von Chronicle had persuaded the Prince of Pike 
and Powdren, one of his warmest admirers, to appear as 
Henry the Eighth of England. His Highness was one 
of those true North German patriots who think their 
own country a very garden of Eden, and verily believe 
that original sin is to be finally put an end to, in a 
large sandy plain between Berlin and Hanover. The 
Prince of Pike and Powdren passed his whole life in 
patriotically sighing for the concentration of all 
Germany into one great nation, and in secretly trust- 
ing that if ever the consummation took place, the 
North would be rewarded for their condescending union, 
by a monopolv of all the privileges of the empire. 
Such a character was of course extremely desirous of 
figmring to-night in a style peculiarly national. The 
persuasions of Von Chronicle, however, prevailed, 
and induced His Highness of Pike and Powdren to 
dismiss his idea of appearing as the ancient Arminius; 
although it was with great regret that the Prince gave 
up his plan of personating his favourite hero, with 
hair down to his middle and skins up to his chin. 
Nothing would content Von Chronicle, but that his 
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kind patron should represent a crowned head : any- 
thing else was beneath him. The patriotism of the 
Prince disappeared before the flattery of the novelist, 
like the bloom of a plum before the breath of a boy 
when he polishes the powdered fruit ere he devours it. 
No sooner had His Highness agreed to be changed into 
bluff Harry, than the secret purpose of his adviser was 
immediately detected. No Court confessor, seduced 
by the vision of a red hat, ever betrayed the secrets 
of his sovereign with greater fervour, than did Von 
Chronicle labour for the Cardinal’s costume, which was 
the consequence of the Prince of Pike and Powdren 
undertaking the English monarch. To-night, proud 
as was the part of the Prince as regal Harry, his strut 
was a shamble compared with the imperious walk of 
Von Chronicle as the arrogant and ambitious Wolsey. 
The Cardinal in Rtenzi was nothing to him; for to- 
night Wolsey had as many pages as the other had 
petticoats ! 

But, most ungallant of scribblers ! Place aux 
dames ! Surely Madame Carolina, as the beautiful 
and accomplished Margaret of Navarre, might well 
command, even without a mandate, your homage and 
your admiration ! The lovely Queen seemed the very 
Goddess of smiles and repartee; young Max, as her 
page, earned at her side a painted volume of her own 
poetry. The arm of the favourite sister of Francis, 
who it will be remembered once fascinated even the 
Emperor, was linked in that of Caesar's natural daughter 
— her beautiful namesake, the bright-eyed Margaret 
of Austria. Conversing with these royal dames, and 
indeed apparently in attendance upon them, was a 
young gallant of courtly bearing, and attired in a 
fantastic dress. It is Clement Marot, 'the Poet of 
Princes, and the Prince of Poets,' as he was styled by 
his own admiring age; he offers to the critical inspec- 
tion of the nimble-witted Navarre a few lines in cele- 
bration of her beauty, and the night's festivity; one 
of those short ^larotique poems once so celebrated — 
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perhaps a page culled from those gay and airy psalms, 
which, with characteristic gallantry, he dedicated *to 
the Dames of France ! * Observe well the fashionable 
bard I Marot was a true poet, and in his day not 
merely read by queens, and honoured by courtiers; 
observe him well; for the character is supported 
by our Vivian Grey. It was with great difficulty that 
Madame Carolina had found a character for her 
favourite, for the lists were all filled before his arrival 
at Reisenburg. She at first wished him to appear as some 
celebrated Englishman of the time, but no character 
of sufficient importance could be discovered. All 
our countrymen in contact or connection with the 
Emperor Charles were Churchmen and civilians; and 
Sir Nicholas Carew and the other fops of the reign of 
Henry the Eighth, who, after the visit to Paris, were 
even more ridiculously francise than the Grand Cham- 
berlain of Reisenburg himself, were not, after mature 
deliberation, considered entitled to the honour of being 
ranked in Madame Carolina's age of Charles the Fifth. 

But who is this, surrounded by her ladies and her 
chamberlains and her secretaries ? Four pages in 
dresses of cloth of gold, and each the son of a Pnnee of 
the French blood, support her train; a crown encircles 
locks, gray, as much from thought as from time; but 
which require no show of loyalty to prove that they 
belong to a mother of Princes; that ample forehead, 
aquiline nose, and the keen glance of her piercing eye 
denote the Queen, as much as the regality of her gait 
and her numerous and splendid train. The young 
Queen of Navarre hastens to proffer her duty to the 
mother of Francis, the celebrated Louise of Savoy; 
and exquisitely did the young and lovely Countess of 

S personate the most celebrated of female 

diplomatists. 

We have forgotten one character; the repekted 
commands of his father and the constant entreaties 
of Madame Carolina, had at length prevailed upon the 
Crown Prince to shuffle himself into a fancy dress. No 
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sooner had he gratified them by his hard-wrung con- 
sent than Baron von Chronicle called upon him with 
drawings of the costume of the Prince of Asturias, 
afterwards Philip the Second of Spain. If we for a 
moment forgot so important a personage as the future 
Grand-Duke, it must have been because he supported 
his character so ably, that no one for an instant believed 
that it was an assumed one; standing near the side 
scenes of the amphitheatre, with his gloomy brow, 
sad eye, protruding under lip, and arms hanging straight 
by his sides — he looked a bigot without hope, and a 
tyrant without purpose. 

The first hour is over, and the guests are all assembled. 
As yet, they content themselves with promenading 
round the amphitheatre; for before they can think of 
dance or stroll, each of them must be duly acquainted 
with the other’s dress. It was a most splendid scene, 
the Queen of Navarre has now been presented to 
the Emperor; and leaning on his arm, they head the 
promenade. The Emperor has given the hand of 
Margaret of Austria to his legitimate son; but the 
Crown Prince, though he continued in silence by the 
side of the young Baroness, soon resigned a hand 
which did not struggle to retain his. Clement Marot 
was about to fall back into a less conspicuous part of 
the procession; but the Grand -Duke, witnessing the 
regret of his loved Consort, condescendingly said, 
*We cannot afford to lose our poet’; and so Vivian 
found himself walking behind Madame Carolina, and 
on the left side of the young Baroness. Louise of 
Savoy followed with her son, the King of France; 
most of the ladies of the Court, and a crowd of officers, 
among them Montmorency and De Lautrec, after 
their Majesties. The King of England moves by; 
his state unnoticed in the superior magnificence of 
Wolsey. Pompeo Colonna apologises to Pope Clement 
for having besieged his holiness in the Castle of St 
Angelo. The Elector of Saxony and the Prince of 
Orange follow. Solyman the Magnificent is attended 
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by his Admiral; and Bayard's pure spirit almost 
quivers at the whispered treason of the Constable of 
Bourbon. Luther and Melancthon, Erasmus and 
Rabelais, Cortez and Pizarro, Correggio and Michel 
Angelo, and a long train of dames and dons of all 
nations succeed ; so long that the amphitheatre 
cannot hold them; and the procession, that all may 
walk over the stage, makes a short progress through an 
adjoining summer-room. 

Just as the Emperor and the fair Queen are in the 
middle of the stage, a wounded warrior with a face 
pale as an eclipsed moon; a helmet, on wdiich is painted 
the sign of his sacred order; a black mantle thrown 
over his left shoulder, but not concealing his armour; 
a sword in his right hand, and an outstretched crucifix 
in his left — rushes on the scene. The procession 
suddenly halts — all recognise Emihus von Aslingen ! 
and Madame Carolina blushes through her rouge, 
when she perceives that so celebrated, ‘ so interesting 
a character' as Ignatius Loyola, the founder of the 
Jesuits, has not been included in the all-comprehensive 
lists of her committee. 


CHAPTER X 

Henry of England led tlie Polonaise with Louise 
of Savoy; Margaret of Austria would not join in it : 
waltzing quickly followed. The Emperor seldom 
left the side of the Queen of Navarre, and often con- 
versed with her Majesty's poet. The Prince of 
Asturias hovered for a moment round his father's 
daughter, as if he were summoning resolution to ask 
her to waltz. Once indeed, he opened his mouth — 
could it have been to speak ? But the young Margaret 
gave no encouragement to this unusui exertion; and 
Philip of Asturias, looking, if possible, more sad and 
sombre than before^ skulked away. The Crown. 
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Prince left the gardens, and now a smile lit up every 
face, except that of the young Baroness. The ^acious 
Grand-Duke, unwilling to see a gloomy countenance 
anywhere to-night, turned to Vivian, who was speaking 
to Madame Carolina, and said, 'Gentle poet, would 
that thou hadst some chanson or courtly compliment 
to chase the cloud which hovers on the brow of our 
much-loved daughter of Austria ! Your popularity, 
sir,’ continued the Grand-Duke, dropping his mock 
heroic vein, and speaking in a much lower tone; 'your 
popularity, sir, among the ladies of the Court, cannot be 
increased by any panegyric of mine; nor am I insen- 
sible, believe me, to the assiduity and skill with 
which you have complied with my wishes, in making 
our Court agreeable to the relative of a man, to whom 
we owe so much as Mr Beckendorff. I am informed, 
Mr Grey,* continued His Royal Highness, 'that you 
have no intention of very speedily returning to your 
country; I wish that I could count you among my 
peculiar attendants. If you have an objection to 
live in the palace, without performing your quota of 
duty to the state, we shall have no difficulty in finding 
you an office, and clothing you in our official costume. 
Think of this !’ So saying, with a gracious smile, His 
Royal Highness, leading Madame Carolina, com- 
menced a walk round the gardens. 

The young Baroness did not follovv them. Solyman 
the Magnificent, and Bayard the irreproachable, and 
Barbarossa the pirate, and Bourbon the rebel, imme- 
diately surrounded her. Few persons were higher 
ton than the Turkish Emperor and his Admiral — few 
persons talked more agreeable nonsense than the 
Knight, sans peur et sans reproche — ^no person was 
more important than the warlike Constable; but 
their attention, their amusement, and their homage, 
were to-night thrown away on the object of their 
observance. The Baroness listened to them without 
interest, and answered them with brevity. She did 
not even condescend, as she had done before, to enter 
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into a war of words, to mortify their vanity or exercise 
their wit. She treated them neither with contempt 
nor courtesy. If no smile welcomed their remarks, 
at least her silence was not scornful, and the most 
shallow-headed prater that fluttered around her, felt 
that he was received with dignity and not with disdain. 
Awed by her conduct, not one of them dared to be 
flippant, and every one of them soon became dull. 
The ornaments of the Court of Reisenburg, the arbiters 
of ton and the lords of taste, stared with astonishment 
at each other, when they found, to their mutual 
surprise, that at one moment, in such a select party, 
universal silence pervaded. In this state of affairs, 
every one felt that his dignity required his speedy 
disappearance from the lady’s presence. The Orien- 
tals, taking advantage of Bourbon's returning once 
more to the charge, with an often unanswered remark, 
coolly walked away : the Chevalier made an adroit and 
honourable retreat, by joining a passing party; and 
the Constable was the only one, who, being left in 
solitude and silence, was finally obliged to make a 
formal bow, and retire discomfited, from the side of 
the only woman with whom he had ever condescended 
to fall in love. Leaning against the trunk of a tree at 
some little distance, Vivian Grey watched the forma- 
tion and dissolution of the young Baroness's lev6e, 
with lively interest. His eyes met the lady's as she 
raised them from the ground, on Von Sohnspeer quit- 
ting her. She immediately beckoned to Vivian, but 
without her usual smile. He was directly at her side, 
but she did not speak. At last he said, ‘This is a 
most brilliant scene !' 

‘You think so — do you ?' answered the lady, in a 
tone and manner which almost made Vivian believe, for 
a moment, that his friend Mr Beckendorff was at his side. 

‘Decidedly his daughter !’ thought he. 

‘You are not gay to-night ?* said Vivian. 

‘Why should I be ?' said the lady, in a manner 
which would have made Vivian imagine his( presence 
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was as disagreeable to her as that of Count von Sohns- 
peer, had not the lady herself invited his company. 

‘I suppose the scene is very brilliant/ continued the 
Baroness, after a few moments' silence. ‘At least all 
here seem to think so — except two persons.' 

‘And who are they ? ' asked Vivian. 

‘Myself, and the Crown Prince. I am almost 

sorry that I did not dance with him. There seems 
a wonderful similarity in our dispositions.’ 

‘You are pleased to be severe to-night.’ 

‘And who shall complain when the first person that 
I satirise is myself ? ' 

‘It is most considerate in you,' said Vivian, ‘to 
undertake such an office; for it is one which you, 
yourself, are alone capable of fulfilling. The only 
person that can ever satirise ^^our Excellency is your- 
self; and I think even then, that in spite of your 
candour, your self-examination must please us with 
a self-panegyric.' 

‘Nay, a truce to compliments : at least, let me 
hear better things from you. I cannot any longer 
endure the glare of these lamps and dresses; your 
arm I Let us walk for a few minutes in the more 
retired and cooler parts of tlie gardens.' 

The Baroness and Vivian left the amphitheatre, by 
a different path to that by which the Grand- Duke and 
Madame Carolina had quitted it. They found the 
walks quite solitary; for the royal party, which was 
very small, contained the only persons who had yet 
left the stage. 

Vivian and his companion strolled about for some 
time, conversing on subjects of casual interest. The 
Baroness, though no longer absent, either in her 
manner or her conversation, seenied depressed; and 
Vivian, while he flattered himself that he was more 
entertaining than usual, felt, to his mortification, 
that the lady was not entertained. 

‘I am afraid you find it very dull here,' said he; 
‘sliall we return r ' 
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*0h, no; do not let us return; We have so short 
a time to be together, that we must not allow even one 
hour to be dull/ 

As Vivian was about to reply, he heard the joyous 
voice of young Maximilian; it sounded very near; 
the royal party was approaching. The Raroness 
expressed lier earnest desire to avoid it; and as to 
advance or to retreat, in these labyrinthine walks, 
was almost equally hazardous, they retired into one 
of those green recesses which we have before mentioned; 
indeed, it was the ver^^ evergreen grove in the centre 
of which the Nymph of the Fountain watched for her 
loved Carian youth. A shower of moonlight fell on 
the marble statue, and showed the Nymph in an 
attitude of consummate skill : her modesty struggling 
with her desire, and herself crouching in lier hitherto 
pure waters, while her anxious ear listens for the 
bounding step of the regardless huntsman. 

*The air is cooler here,' said the Baroness, 'or the 
sound of the falling water is peculiarly refreshing to 
my senses. They have passed; I rejoice that we did 
not return ; I do not think that I could have remained 
among those lamps another moment. How singular, 
actually to view with aversion a scene which appears 
to enchant all ! ' 

'A scene which I should have thought would have 
been particularly charming to you,' said Vivian; you 
are dispirited to-night ! ' 

'Am I?' said the Baroness. 'I ought not to be; 
not to be more dispirited than I ever am. To-night, 
I expected pleasure; nothing has happened which 
I did not expect, and everything which I did. And. 
yet I am sad ! Do you think that happiness can ever 
be sad ? I think it must be so. But whether I am 
sorrowful or happy, I can hardly tell; for it is only 
within these few days that I have known either grief 
or joy.' 

Tt must be counted an eventful period in your 
existence, which reckons in its brief hour a first 
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acquaintance with such passions ! ' said Vivian, with a 
searching eye and inquiring voice. 

'Yes; an ev^entful period — certainly an eventful 
period,' answered the Baroness; with a thoughtful 
air and in measured words. 

' I cannor bear to see a cloud upon that brow! ' said 
Vivian. 'Have you forgotten how much was to be 
done to-night ? How eagerly you looked forward to 
its arrival ? How bitterly we were to regret the termi- 
nation of the mimic empire ? ' 

'I have forgotten nothing; would that I had I 
I will not look grave. I will be gay : and yet when 
I remember how soon other mockery, besides this 
splendid pageant, must be terminated, why should 
I look gay ? — why may I not w^eep ? ' 

'Nay, if we are to moralise on worldly felicity, 
I fear, that instead of inspiriting you, which is my wish, 
I shall prove but a too congenial companion; but 
such a theme is not for you.' 

‘ And why should it be for one, who though he lecture 
me with such gravity and gracefulness, can scarcely 
be entitled to play the part of Mentor by the weight 
of years ? ' said the Baroness, with a smile; 'for one, 
who, I trust — who, I should think, as little deserved, 
and was as little inured to sorrow as myself 1 ' 

'To find that you have cause to grieve,' said Vivian, 
' and to learn from you, at the same time, your opinion 
of my own lot, prove what 1 have loo often had the 
sad opportunity of observing; that the face of man 
is scarcely more genuine and less deceitful, than 
these masquerade dresses which we now wear.' 

' But you are not unhappy ? ' asked the Baroness, 
with a quick voice. 

'Not now,' said Vivian. 

His companion seated herself on the marble balus- 
trade which surrounded the fountain : she did not 
immediately speak again, and Vivian was silent, for he 
was watching her motionless countenance as her large 
brilliant eyes gazed with earnestness on the falling water 
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sparkling in the moonlight. Surely it was not the 
mysterious portrait at Beckendorff's that he beheld 1 

She turned. She exclaimed in an agitated voice, 
' O friend ! too lately found; why have we met to part ? " 

*To part, dearest!' said he, in a low and rapid 
voice, and he gently took her hand; 'to part I and 
why should we part ? why * 

‘Ask not; your question is agony!' She tried to 
withdraw her hand, but he pressed it with renewed 
energy, it remained in his — she turned away her head, 
and both were silent. 

‘O lady,' said Vivian, as he knelt at her side, ‘why 
are we not happy ? 

His arm is round her waist — gently he bends his 
head — their speaking eyes meet, and their trembling 
lips cling into a kiss ! 

A seal of love and purity and faith ! and the chaste 
moon need not have blushed as she lit up the coun- 
tenances of the lovers. 

‘ O lady, why are we not happy ? ' 

‘We are, we are : is not this happiness — ^is not 
this joy — is not this bliss ? Bliss,' she continued, 
in a low broken voice, ‘to which I have no right, no 
title. Oh ! quit, quit my hand ! Happiness is not 
for me ! ' She extricated herself from his arm, and 
sprang upon her feet. Alarm, rather than affection, 
was visible on her agitated features. It seemed to 
cost her a great effort to collect her scattered senses; 
the effort was made with pain, but with success. 

‘Forgive me,' she said, in a hurried and indistinct 
tone; ‘forgive me! I would speak, but cannot — 
not now at least; we have been long away, too long; 
our absence will be remarked to-night; to-night we 
must give up to the gratification of others, but I will 
speak. For yours, for my own sake, let us — ^let us go. 
You know that we are to be very gay to-night, and 
gay we will be. Who shall prevent us ? At least the 
present hour is our own; and when the future ones 
must be so sad, why, why trifle with this ? ' 
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CHAPTER XI 

The reader is not to suppose that Vivian Grey thought 
of the young Baroness merely in the rapid scenes 
which we have sketched. There were few moments 
in the day in which her image did not occupy his 
thoughts, and which, indeed, he did not spend in her 
presence. From the first, her character had interested 
him. His accidental but extraordinary acquaintance 
with Beckendorff made him view any individual 
connected with that singular man, with a far more 
curious feeling than could influence the young nobles 
of the Court, who were ignorant of the Minister's 
personal character. There was an evident mystery 
about the character and situation of the Baroness, 
which well accorded with the eccentric and romantic 
career of the Prime Minister of Reisenburg. Of the 
precise nature of her connection with Beckendorff, 
Vivian was wholly ignorant. The world spoke of her 
as his daughter, and the affirmation of Madame 
Carolina confirmed the world's report. Her name was 
still unknown to him; and although during the few 
moments that they had enjoyed an opportunity of 
conversing together alone, Vivian had made every 
exertion, of which good breeding, impelled by curiosity, 
is capable, and had devised many little artifices, with 
which a schooled address is well acquainted, to obtain 
it, his exertions had hitherto been perfectly unsuccess- 
ful. If there was a mystery, the young lady was 
perfectly competent to preserve it; and with all her 
naiveti, her interesting ignorance of the world, and 
her evidently uncontrollable spirit, no hasty word 
ever fell from her cautious lips, which threw any light 
on the objects of his inquiry. Though impetuous, 
she was never indiscreet, and often displayed a caution 
which was little in accordance 'Auth her j^outh tod 
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temper. The last night had witnessed the only 
moment in which her passions seemed for a time to 
have struggled with, and to have overcome, her judg- 
ment, but it was only for a moment. That display of 
overpowering feeling had cost Vivian a sleepless night; 
and he is at this instant pacing up and down the 
chamber of his hotel, thinking of that which he had 
imagined could exercise his thoughts no more. 

She was beautiful — she loved him — she was unhappy. 
To be loved by any woman is flattering to the feelings 
of every man, no matter how deeply he may have 
quaffed the bitter goblet of worldly knowledge. The 
praise of a fool is incense to the wisest of us; and though 
we believe ourselves broken-hearted, it still delights 
us to find that we are loved. The memory of Violet 
Fane was still as fresh, as sweet, to the mind of Vivian 
Grey, as when he pressed her blushing cheek, for the 
first and only time. To love again — really to love as 
he had done — he once thought was impossible ! he 
thought so still. The character of the Baroness had 
interested him from the first. Her ignorance of man* 
kind, and her perfect acquaintance with the most 
polished forms of society; her extreme beauty, her 
mysterious rank, her proud spirit and impetuous 
feelings; her occasional pensiveness, her extreme 
waywardness — had astonished, perplexed, and enchan- 
ted him. But he had never felt in love. It never, 
for a moment, had entered into his mind, that his 
lonely bosom could again be a fit resting-place for 
one so lovely and so young. Scared at the misery 
which had always followed in his track, he would 
have shuddered ere he again asked a human being 
to share his sad and blighted fortunes. The partiality 
of the Baroness for his society, without flattering his 
vanity, or giving rise to thoughts more serious than 
how he could most completely enchant for her the 
passing hour, had certainly made the time passed in 
her presence the least gloomy which he had lately 
experienced. At the same moment that he left the 



VIVIAN GREY 597 

saloon of the palace, he had supposed that liis image 
quitted her remembrance; and if she had again 
welcomed him with cheerfulness and cordiality, he 
liad felt that his reception was owing to not being, 
perhaps quite as frivolous as the Count of Eberstein, 
and rather more amusing than the Baron of Gernsbach. 

It was therefore with the greatest astonishment that, 
last night, he had found that lie was loved — loved, too, 
by this beautiful and haughty girl, who had treated 
the advances of the most distinguished nobles with 
ill-concealed scorn; and who had so presumed upon 
her dubious relationship to the bourgeois Minister, 
that nothing but lier own surpassing loveliness, and 
her parent’s all-engrossing influence, could have 
excused or authorised her conduct. 

Vivian had yielded to the magic of the moment, and 
had returned the feelings apparently no sooner ex- 
pressed than withdrawn. Had he left the gardens of 
the palace the Baroness’s plighted lover, he might 
perhaps have deplored his rash engagement; and the 
sacred image of his first, and hallowed love, might 
have risen up in judgment agmnst his violated affec- 
tion— but how had he and the interesting stranger 
parted ? He was rejected, even while his affection 
was returned; and wliile her flattering voice told 
him that he alone could make her happy, she had 
mournfully declared that happiness could not be hers. 
How was this ? Could she be another’s ? Her agita- 
tion at the Opera, often the object of his thought, 
quickly occurred to liim ! It must be so. Ah I 
another’s 1 and who this rival ? this proud possessor 
of a heart which could not beat for him ? Madame 
Carolina’s declaration that the Baroness must be 
married off, was at this moment remembered : her 
marked observation, that Von Sohnspeer was no son 
of Beckendorff’s, not forgotten. The Field Marshal 
too was the valued friend of the Minister; and it did 
not fail to occur to Vivian that it was not Von Sohns- 
peer’s fault, that his attendance on the Baroness 
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was not as constant as his own. Indeed, the unusual 
gallantry of the Commander-in-chief had been the 
subject of many a joke among the young lords of the 
Court; and the reception of his addresses by their 
unmerciful object, not unobserved or unspared. But 
as for poor Von Sohnspeer, what could be expected, 
as Emilius von Aslingen observed, ‘from a man whose 
softest compliment was as long, loud, and obscure, 
as a birthday salute !' 

No sooner was the affair clear to Vivian — ^no sooner 
was he convinced that a powerful obstacle existed to 
the love or union of himself and the Baroness, than 
he began to ask, what right the interests of third 
persons had to interfere between the mutual affection 
of any individuals. He thought of her in the moon- 
light garden, struggling with her pure and natural 
passion. He thought of her exceeding beauty — her 
exceeding love. He beheld this rare and lovely creature 
in the embrace of Von Sohnspeer. He turned from the 
picture in disgust and indignation. She was his — 
Nature had decreed it. She should be the bride of 
no other man. Sooner than yield her up, he would 
beard Beckendorff himself in his own retreat, and run 
every hazard, and meet every danger, which the 
ardent imagination of a lover could conceive. Was 
he madly to reject the happiness which Providence 
or Destiny, or Chance had at length offered him ? If 
the romance of boyhood could never be realised, at 
least with this engaging being for his companion, he 
might pass through Ihs remaining years in calmness 
and in peace. His trials were perhaps over. Alas ! 
this is the last delu.sion of unhappy men ! 

, Vivian called at the Palace, but the fatigues of the 
preceding night prevented either of the ladies from 
being visible. In the evening, he joined a very small 
and select circle. The part}^ indeed, only consisted 
of the Grand-Duke, Madame, their visitors, and the 
usual attendants, himself, and Von Sohnspeer. The 
quiet of the little circle did not more strikingly 



VIVIAN GREY 


599 

contrast with the noise, and glare, and splendour of the 
last night, than did Vivian’s subdued reception by 
the Baroness, with her agitated demeanour in the 
garden. She was cordial, but calm. He found it 
quite impossible to gain even one moment’s private 
conversation with her. Madame Carolina monopo- 
lised his attention, as much to favour the views of 
the Field Marshal, as to discuss the comparative merits 
of Pope, as a moralist and a poet; and Vivian had 
the mortification of observing his odious rival, whom 
he now thoroughly detested, discharge, without 
ceasing, his royal salutes in the impatient ear of 
Beckendorff’s lovely daughter. 

Towards the conclusion of the evening, a Chamber- 
lain entered the room, and whispered his mission to 
the Baroness. She immediately rose, and quitted 
the apartment. As the party was breaking up, she 
again entered. Her countenance was very agitated. 
Madame Carolina was in the act of being overwlielmed 
with the compliments of the Grand Marshal, and Vivian 
seized the opportunity of reaching the Baroness. 
After a few very hurried sentences she dropped her 
glove. Vivian gave it her. So many persons were 
round them, that it was impossible to converse except on 
the most common topics. The glove was again dropped* 

T see,’ said the Baroness, with a very meaning 
look, ‘that you are but a recreant knight, or else you 
would not part with a lady’s glove so easily.’ 

Vivian gave a rapid glance round the room. No one 
was observing him, and the glove was immediately 
concealed. He hurried home, rushed up the staircase 
of the hotel, ordered lights, locked the door, and with 
a sensation of indescribable anxiety, tore the precious 
glove from his bosom; seized, opened, and read the 
enclosed and following note. It was written in pencil, 
in a hurried hand, and some of the words were repeated. 

T leave the Court to-night. He is here himself. 
Nqt art can postpone my departure. Much, much 1 
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wish to see you; to say — to say — to you. He is to 
have an interview with the Grand Duke to-morrow 
morning. Dare you come to his place in his absence ? 
You know the private road. He goes by the high 
road, and calls in his way on a Forest Councillor : it 
is the white house by the barrier; you know it ! 
Watch hini to-morrow morning; about nine or ten 
I should think — ^here, here; and then for Heaven *s 
sake let me see you. Dare ever 5 d:hing ! Fail not ! 
Mind, by the private road : beware the other ! You 
know the ground. God bless you ! 

‘Sybilla.* 


CHAPTER XII 

Vivian read the note over a thousand times. He 
could not retire to rest. He called Essper George, 
and gave him all necessary directions for the morning. 
About three o'clock Vivian lay down on a sofa, and 
slept for a few hours. He started often in his short 
and feverish slumber. His dreams were unceasing and 
inexplicable. At first Von Sohnspeer was their 
natural hero; but soon the scene was shifted. Vivian 
was at Ems, walking under the well-remembered lime- 
trees, and with the Baroness. Suddenly, although it 
was mid-day, the sun became very large, blood-red, 
and fell out of the heavens — his companion screamed — 
a man rushed forward with a drawn sword. It was 
the idiot Crown Prince of Reisenburg. Vivian tried 
to oppose him, but without success. The infuriated 
ruffian sheathed his weapon in the heart of the Baron- 
ess. Vivian shrieked, and fell upon her body — and 
to his horror, found himself embracing the cold corpse of 
Violet Fane ! 

Vivian and Essper mounted their horses about 
seven o'clock. At eight they had reached a small 
inn near th^ Forest Councillor's house, where Vivian 
was to remain until Essper had watched the entrance 
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of the Minister. It was a very few minutes past nine 
when Essper returned with the joyful intelligence that 
Owlface and his master had been seen to enter the 
court-yard. Vivian immediately mounted Max, and 
telling Essper to keep a sharp watch, he set spurs to 
his horse. 

‘Now, Max, my good steed, each minute is golden — 
serve thy master well ! ' He patted the horse’s neck — 
the animal’s erected ears proved how well he under- 
stood his master’s wishes; and taking advantage of the 
loose bridle, which was confidently allowed it, the 
horse sprang rather than galloped to the Minister’s 
residence. Nearly an hour, however was lost in. 
gaining the private road, for Vivian, after the caution 
of the Baroness’s letter, did not dare the high road. 

He is galloping up the winding rural lane, where he 
met Beckendorff on the second morning of his visit. 
He has reached the little gate, and following the 
example of the Grand-Duke, ties Max at the entrance. 
He dashes over the meadows, not following the path, 
but crossing straight through the long and dewy 
grass — ^he leaps over the light iron railing; he is rush- 
ing up the walk; he takes a rapid glance in passing, 
at the little summer-house — the blue passion-flower 
is still blooming — the house is in sight ; a white hand- 
kerchief is waving from the drawing-room window I 
He sees it : fresh wings are added to its course; he 
dashes through a bed of flowers, frightens the white 
peacock, darts through the library-window, is in the 
drawing-room ! 

The Baroness was there : pale and agitated she 
stood beneath the mysterious picture, with one arm 
leaning on the old carved mantelpiece. Overcome by 
her emotions, she did not move forward to meet him 
as he entered; but Vivian observed neither her con- 
straint nor her agitation. 

' Sybilla ! dearest Sybilla ! say you are mine I ' 

He seized her hand. She struggled not to dis- 
engage herself; her head sank upon her arm, which 
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rested upon his shoulder. Overpowered, she sobbed 
convulsively. He endeavoured to calm her, but her 
agitation increased; and minutes elapsed ere she 
seemed to be even sensible of his presence. At 
length she became more calm, and apparently making 
a struggle to compose herself, she raised her head and 
said, * This is very weak : let us walk for a moment 
about the room !’ 

At this moment V^ivian was seized by the throat 
with a strong grasp. He turned round — it was Mr 
Beckendorff, with a face deadly white, his full eyes 
darting from their sockets like a hungry snake’s, and 
the famous Italian dagger in his rigid hand. 

* Villain !’ said he, in a low voice of fatal passion. 
‘Villain, is this your Destiny ?’ 

Vivian’s first thoughts were for the Baroness; and 
turning his head from Beckendorff, he looked with 
the eye of anxious love to his companion. But, 
instead of fainting, instead of being overwhelmed by 
this terrible interruption, she seemed, on the contrary, 
to have suddenly regained her natural spirit and self- 
possession. The blood had returned to her hitherto 
pale cheek, and the fire to an eye before dull with 
weeping. She extricated herself immediately from 
Vivian's encircling arm; and, by so doing, enabled 
him to have struggled had it been necessary, more 
equally with the powerful grasp of his assailant. 

‘ Stand off, sir ! ’ said the Baroness, with an air of 
inexpressible dignity, and a voice which even at this 
crisis seemed to anticipate that it would be obeyed. 
* Stand off, sir ! stand off, I command you ! ’ 

Beckendorff, for one moment was motionless : he 
then gave her a look of piercing earnestness, threw 
Vivian, rather than released him, from his hold, and 
flung the dagger, with a bitter smile, into the corner 
of the room. ‘Well, madam !’ said he, in a choking 
voice, ‘ you are obeyed ! ' 

‘Mr Grey, continued the Baroness, ‘I regret that 
this outrage should have been experienced by you 
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because you have dared to serve me. My presence 
should have preserved you from this contumely; 
but what are we to expect from those who pride 
themselves upon being the sons of slaves ! You shall 
hear further from me.' So saying, the lady bowing 
to Vivian, and sweeping by the Minister with a glance 
of indescribable disdain, quitted the apartment. As 
she was on the point of leaving the room, Vivian was 
standing against the wall, with a pale face and folded 
arms — Beckendorff, with his back to the window, his 
eyes fixed on the ground — and Vivian to his astonish- 
ment perceived, what escaped the Minister's notice, 
that while the lady bade him adieu with one hand, she 
made rapid signs with the other to some unknown 
person in the garden. 

Mr Beckendorff and Vivian were left alone, and the 
latter was the first to break silence. 

*Mr Beckendorff,' said he, in a calm voice, ‘con- 
sidering the circumstances under which you have 
found me in your house this morning, I should have 
known how to excuse, and to forget, any irritable 
expressions which a moment of ungovernable passion 
might have inspired. I should have passed them over 
unnoticed. But your unjustifiable behaviour has 
exceeded that line of demarcation which sympathy 
with human feelings allows even men of honour to 
recognise. You have disgraced both me and yourself 
by giving me a blow. It is, as that lady well styled it, 
an outrage — an outrage which the blood of any other 
man but yourself could only obliterate from my 
memory; but while I am inclined to be indulgent to 
your exadted station, and your peculiar character, I at 
the same time expect, and now wait for, an apology.* 

‘ An apology ! ' said Beckendorff, now beginning 
to stamp up and down the room; ‘an apology! 
Shall it be made to you, sir, or the Archduchess ? ' 

‘The Archduchess !* said Vivian. ‘Good God ! 
what can you mean 1 Did I hear you right 1 '* 

‘I said the Archduchess/ answered Beckendorff, 
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with firmness; 'a Princess of the House of Austria, 
and the pledged wife of His Royal Highness the Crown 
Prince of Reisenburg. Perhaps you may now think 
that other persons have to apologise ? * 

‘Mr Beckendorff/ said Vivian, ‘I am overwhelmed; 
I declare upon my honour ’ 

‘Stop, sir ! you have said too much already ' 

‘But, Mr Beckendorff, surely you will allow me to 
explain ' 

‘Sir ! there is no need of explanation. I know 
everything — more than you do yourself. You can 
have nothing to explain to me; and 1 presume you 
are now fully aware of the impossibility of again speak- 
ing to her. It is at present within an hour of noon. 
Before sunset you must be twenty miles from the 
Court — so far you will be attended. Do not answer 
me — you know my power. A remonstrance only, and 
I write to Vienna : your progress shall be stopped 
throughout the South of Europe. For her sake, this 
business will be hushed up. An important and secret 
mission will be the accredited reason of your leaving 
Reisenburg. This will be confirmed by your official 
attendant, who will be an Envoy’s Courier — farewell T 
As Mr Beckendorff quitted the room, his confi- 
dential servant, the messenger to Turriparva, entered; 
and with the most respectful bow informed Vivian 
that the horses were ready. In about three hours 
time, Vivian Grey, followed by the Government 
messenger, stopped at his hotel. The landlord, and 
waiters, bowed with increased obsequiousness, on 
seeing him so attended; and in a few minutes Reisen- 
burg was ringing with the news that his appointment 
to the Under-Secretaryship of State was now 'a 
settled thing.’ 



BOOK VIII 


CHAPTER I 

The landlord of tlie Grand Hotel of the Four Nations 
at Reisenburg was somewhat consoled for the sudden 
departure of his distinguished guest by selling the 
plenipotentiary a travelling carriage, lately taken for 
a doubtful bill from a gambling Russian general, at a 
large profit. In this convenient vehicle, in the course 
of a couple of hours after his arrival in the city, was 
Mr Vivian Grey borne througli the gate of the Allies. 
Essper George, who had reaclied the hotel about half 
an hour after his master, followed behind the carriage 
on his hack, leading Max. The Courier cleared the road 
before, and expedited the arrival of the special Envoy 
of the Grand-Duke of Reisenburg at the point of his 
destination, by ordering the horses, clearing the 
barriers, and pa5dng the postilions in advance. Vivian 
had never travelled before with such style and speed. 

Our hero covered himself up with his cloak, and drew 
his travelling cap over his eyes, though it was one of 
the hottest days of this singularly hot autumn. 
Entranced in a reverie, the only figure that occurred 
to his mind was the young Archduchess, and the only 
sounds that dwelt on his ear were the words of Becken* 
dorff; but neither to the person of the first, nor to the 
voice of the second, did he annex any definite idea. 

After some hours' travelling, which to Vivian seemed 
both an age and a minute, he was roused from Ms 
stupor by the door of his caliche being opened. He 
shook himself as a man does who has wakened from a 
benumbing and heavy sleep, althoi^h his ej^es were 
the whole time wide open. The disturbing intruder 
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was his courier: who, bowing, with his hat in hand, 
informed His Excellency that he was now on the 
frontier of Reisenburg; regretting that he was under 
the necessity of quitting His Excellency, he begged to 
present him with his passport. ‘It is made out for 
Vienna,’ continued the messenger. ‘A private pass, 
sir, of the Prime Minister, and will entitle you to the 
greatest consideration.’ 

The carriage was soon again advancing rapidly 
to the next post-house; when, after they had pro- 
ceeded about half a mile, Essjier George, calling loudly 
from behind, the drivers suddenly stopped. Just as 
Vivian, to whose tortured mind the rapid movement 
of the carriage was some relief— -for it produced an 
excitement wliich prevented thought — was about to 
inquire the cause of this stoppage, Essper George 
rode up to the caleche, 

‘Kind sir!’ said he, with a very peculiar look, ‘I 
have a packet for you.’ 

‘A packet I from whom 1 speak 1 give it me 1’ 

‘Hush I softly, good master. Here am I about to 
commit rank treason for your sake; and a hasty word 
is the only reward of my rashness.’ 

‘Nay, nay, good Essper, try me not now !’ 

‘I will not, kind sir 1 but the truth is, I could not 
give you the packet while that double-faced knave 
was with us, or even while he was in sight. ‘ ‘ In good 
truth,” as Master Rodolph was wont to say !' 

‘But of this packet ?’ 

‘ “Fairly and softly,” good sir I as Hunsdrich the 
porter said, when I would have drunk the mulled wine, 
while he was on the cold staircase ’ 

‘Essper ! do you mean to enrage me ?’ 

‘ “By St Hubert !’’ as that worthy gentleman, the 
Grand Marshal, was in the habit of swearing, I ’ 

‘This is too much — ^what are the idle sayings of these 
people to me ? ’ 

‘Nay, nay, kind sir ! they do but show that each of 
us has his own way of telling a story; and that he 
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who would hear a tale, must let the teller's breath 
come out of his own nostrils.' 

'Well, Essper, speak on I Stranger things have 
happened to me than to be reproved by my own 
servant.' 

'Nay, kind master ! say not a bitter word to me, 
because 5^ou have slipped out of a scrape with your head 
on your shoulders. The packet is from Mr Becken- 
dorft's daughter.’ 

‘Ah ! wliy did not you give it to me before ?' 

‘ Why do I give it you now ? Because I am a fool 
— that is why. What ! you wanted it when that 
double-faced scoundrel was watching every eyelash 
of yours, as it moved from the breath of a iiy ? — a 
fellow who can see as well at the back of his head, as 
from his face. I should like to poke out his front eyes, 
to put him on an equality with the rest of mankind. 
He it was who let the old gentleman know of your 
visit this morning, and I suspect that he has been 
nearer your limbs of late than you have imagined. 
Every dog has his day, and the oldest pig must look 
for the knife ! The Devil was once cheated on Sunday, 
and I have been too sharp for Puss in boots and his 
ipousetrap I Prowling about the Forest Councillor's 
house, I saw your new servant, sir, gallop in, and his 
old master soon gallop out; I was off as quick as they, 
but was obliged to leave my horse within two miles 
of the house, and then trust to my legs. I crept 
through the shrubs like a land tortoise; but, of 
course, too late to warn you. However, I was in for 
the death, and making signs to the young lady, who 
directly saw that I was a friend — bless her ! she is as 
quick as a partridge — I left you to settle it with papa, 
and, after all, did that which I suppose you intended, 
sir, to do yourself — made my way into the young 
lady's — bedchamber. ' 

' Hold your tongue, sir I and give me the packet.' 

' There it is, and now we will go on; but we must stay 
m hour at the next post, if your honour pleases, not 
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to sleep there: for both Max and my own hack have 
had a sharp day's work/ 

Vivian tore open the packet. It contained a long 
letter, written on the night of her return to Becken- 
dorff's; she had stayed up the whole night writing. 
It was to have been forwarded to Vivian, in case of 
their not being able to meet. In the enclosure were a 
few hurried lines, wntten since the catastrophe, 
Hicy were these : ' May-^this safely reach you ! Can 
you ever forgive me ? The enclosed, you will see, 
was intended for you, in case of our not meeting. It 
anticipated sorrow; yet what were its anticipations 
to our reality ! ’ 

The Archduchess’s letter was evidently written 
under the influence of the most agitated feelings* 
We omit it; because, as the mystery of her character 
is now explained, a great portion of her communication 
would be irrelevant to our tale. She spoke of her 
exalted station as a woman — ^that station which so 
many women envy — ^in a spirit of agonising bitterness. 
A royal princess is only the most flattered of state 
victims. She is a political sacrifice, by which enraged 
Governments are appeased, wavering allies conciliated, 
and ancient amities confirmed. Debarred by her rank 
and her education from looking forward to that exchange 
of equal affection, which is the great end and charm of 
female existence, no individual finds more fatally, 
and feels more keenly, that pomp is not felicity, and 
splendour not content. 

Deprived of all those sources of happiness which 
3eem inherent in woman, the wife of the 
sometimes seeks, in politics and in pleasure, a 
of excitement which may purchase oblivion. But ihe 
queen is a rare character; she must pose«^ 
an intellect of unusual power, and her lot must be 
sider^ an exception in the fortnne^ ol 
< royalty. Even the political queen generally ^ 

,ag^ted career with a broken heart. And lorthe nit"; ‘ 
l^Sppy votary of pleasure, who ovm het 
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to a royal husband, we must not forget that, even in 
the most dissipated courts, the conduct of the queen is 
expected to be decorous; and that the instances are 
not rare where the wife of the monarch has died on the 
scaffold, or in a dungeon, or in exile, because she dared 
to be indiscreet, where all were debauched. But for 
the great majority of royal wives, they exist without a 
passion; they have nothing to hope — ^nothing to fear 
— nothing to envy — ^nothing to want — ^nothing to 
confide — ^nothing to hate — and nothing to love. 
Even their duties, though multitudinous, are mechani- 
cal; and, while they require much attention, occasion 
no anxiety. Amusement is their moment of greatest 
emotion, and for them amusement is rare; for amuse- 
ment is the result of equal companionship. Tlius 
situated, they are doomed to become frivolous in 
their pursuits, and formal in their manners: and the 
Court chaplain, or the Court confessor, is the only 
person who can prove they have a soul, by convincing 
them that it will be saved. 

The young Archduchess had assented to the pro- 
position of marriage with the Crown Prince of Reisen- 
burg without opposition; as she was convinced that 
requesting her assent was only a courteous form of 
requiring her compliance. There was nothing out- 
rageous to her feelings in marrying a man whom she 
had never seen; because her education, from her 
tenderest years, had daily prepared her for such an 
event. Moreover, she was aware that, if she succeeded 
in escaping from the offers of the Crown Prince of 
Reisenburg, she would soon be under the necessity of 
assenting to tho^ of some other suitor; and if prox- 
imity to her own country, accordance with its senti- 
ments and manners, and previous connection with her 
own house, were taken into consideration, a union 
with the family of Reisenburg was even desirable. It 
was to be preferred, at least, to one which brought with 
it a forei^ husband, and a foreign clime; a strange 
language, and strange customs. The Archduchess — 
V.G. U 
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a girl of ardent feelings and lively mind — ^had not, 
however, agreed to become that all-commanding 
slave— a Queen — ^without a stipulation. She required 
that she might be allowed, previous to her marriage, 
to visit her future Court, incognita. This singular and 
unparalleled proposition was not easily acceded to : 
but the opposition with which it was received only 
tended to make the young Princess more determined 
to be gratified in her caprice. Her Imperial Highness 
did not pretend that any end was to be obtained by 
this unusual procedure, and indeed she had no definite 
purpose in requesting it to be permitted. It was origin- 
ally the mere whim of the moment, and, had it not 
been strongly opposed, it would not have been 
strenuously insisted upon. As it was, the young Arch- 
duchess persisted, threatened, and grew obstinate; 
and the gray-headed negotiators of the marriage, 
desirous of its speedy completion, and not having a 
more tractable tool ready to supply her place, at length 
yielded to her bold importunity. Great difficulty, 
however, was experienced in carrying her wishes 
into execution. By what means, and in what character, 
she was to appear at Court, so as not to excite suspicion 
or occasion discovery, were often discussed, withput 
being resolved upon. At length it became necessary 
to consult Mr Beckendorff. The upper lip of the Prime 
Minister of Reisenburg curled, as the Imperial Minister 
detailed the caprice and contumacy of the Princess; 
and treating with the greatest contempt this girlish 
whim, Mr Beckendorff ridiculed those by whom it 
had been humoured, with no suppressed derision. 
The consequence of his conduct was an interview with 
the future Grand Duchess, and the consequence of his 
interview, an unexpected undertaking on his part to 
arrange the visit, according to Her Highness's desires. 

The Archduchess had not yet seen the Crown Prince; 
but six miniatures, and a whole length portrait, had 
prepared her for not meeting an Adonis, or a Baron 
Trenck; and that was all — ^for never had the Correggio 
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of the age of Charles the Fifth better substantiated 
his claims to the office of Court painter, than by these 
accurate semblances of His Royal Highness; in which 
his hump was subdued into a Grecian bend, and his 
lack-lustre eyes seemed beaming with tenderness and 
admiration. His betrothed bride stipulated with Mr 
Beckendorff that the fact ot her visit should be known 
only to himself and the Grand-Duke; and before she 
appeared at Court, she had received the personal 
pledge, both of himself and His Royal Highness, that 
the affair should be kept a complete secret from the 
Crown Prince. 

Most probably, on her first introduction to her future 
husband, all the romantic plans of the young Arch- 
duchess, to excite an involuntary interest in his heart, 
vanished — but how this may be,*it is needless for us to 
inquire : for that same night introduced another 
character into her romance, for whom she was per- 
fectly unprepared, and whose appearance totally 
disorganised its plot. 

Her inconsiderate, her unjustifiable conduct, in 
tampering with that individual's happiness and 
affection, was what the young and haughty Arch- 
duchess deplored in the most energetic, the most 
feeling, and the most humble spirit; and anticipating 
that, after this painful disclosure, they would never 
meet again, she declared that for his sake alone she 
regretted what had passed — and praying that he might 
be happier than herself, she supplicated to be forgiven 
and forgotten. 

Vivian read the Archduchess's letter over and over 
again; and then put it in his breast. At first he thought 
that he had lived to shed another tear; but he was 
mistaken. In a few minutes he found himself quite 
roused from his late overwhelming stupor. Remorse, 
or regret for the past — care, or caution for the future, 
seemed at the same moment to have fled from his 
mind. He looked up to Heaven, with a wHd smile-r* 
of despair, and half of defiance. It seemed^ to 
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iin}dy that Fate had now done her worst; and that he 
had at last the satisfaction of knowing himself to be 
the most unfortunate and unhappy being that ever 
existed. When a man, at the same time, believes in, 
and sneers at, his Destiny, we may be sure that he 
considers his condition past redemption. 


CHAPTER II 

They stopped for an hour at the next post, according to 
Essper*s suggestion. Indeed, he proposed resting there 
for tiie night, for both men and beasts much required 
refjose; but Vivian panted to reach Vienna, to which 
city two days' travelling would now carry him. His 
passions were so roused, and his powers of reflection 
so annihilated, that, while he had determined to act 
desperately, he was unable to resolve upon anything 
desperate. Whether, on his arrival at the Austrian 
capital, he should plunge into dissipation, or into the 
Danube, was equally uncertain. He had some thought 
of joining the Greeks or Turks — ^no matter which — 
probably the latter— or perhaps of serving in the 
Americas. The idea of returning to England never 
once entered his mind: he expected to find letters 
from his father at Vienna, and he almost regretted it; 
for in his excessive misery, it was painful to be con- 
scious that a being still breathed who was his friend. 

It was a fine moonlight night, but the road was very 
mountainous; and in spite of all the encouragement 
of Vivian, and all the consequent exertions of the 
postilion, they were upwards of two hours and a half 
gdng these eight miles. To get on any farther to-night 
was quite impossible. Essper's horse was fairly 
knocked up, and even Max visibly distressed. The 
post'-house was fortunately an inn. It was not a 
village; and, as fox as the travellers could learn, not 
near one; and its appearance did not promise very 
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pleasing accommodation. Essper, who had scarcely 
tasted food for nearly eighteen hours, was not highly 
delighted with the prospect before them. His 
anxiety, however, was not merely selfish : he was as 
desirous that his young master should be refreshed 
by a good night's rest, as himself ; and anticipating 
that he should have to exercise liis skill in making a 
couch for Vivian in the carriage, he proceeded to 
cross-examine the post-master on the possibility of his 
accommodating them. The host was a pious-looking 
personage, in a black velvet cap, with a singularly 
meek and charitable expression of countenance. His 
long black hair was exquisitely braided; and he wore 
round his neck a collar of pewter medals, all which had 
been recently sprinkled with holy water, and blessed 
under the petticoat of the saintly Virgin ; for the post- 
master had only just returned from a pilgrimage to the 
celebrated shrine of the Black Lady of Altcting. 

'Good friend I' said Essper, looking him cunningly 
in the face, T fear that we must order horses on : 
you can hardly accommodate two ? ' 

'Good friend!' answered the innkeeper, and he 
crossed himself very reverently at the same time, 
‘it is not for man to fear, but to hope.' 

'If your beds were as good as your adages,' said 
Essper George, laughing, 'in good truth, as a friend of 
mine would say, I would sleep here to-night.' 

'Prithee, friend,' continued the innkeeper, kissing 
a medal of his collar very devoutly, ‘what accom- 
modation dost thou lack ?' 

'Why/ said Essper, ‘in the way of accommodation, 
little— for two excellent beds will content us; but in 
the way of refreshment — by St Hubert I as another 
friend of mine would swear — ^he would be a bold man 
who would engage to be as hungry before his dinner, 
as I shall be after my supper.' 

'Friend !' said the innkeeper, ‘Our Lady forbid that 
thou shouldst leave our walls to-night: for the 
accommodation, we have more than sufficient; and 
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as for the refreshment — ^by Holy Mass ! we had a priest 
tarry here last night, and he left his rosary behind : 
I will comfort my soul, by telling my beads over the 
kitchen-fire; and for every Paternoster, my wife 
shall give thee a rasher of kid, and for every Ave, a 
tumbler of Augsburg : which. Our Lady forget me 1 
if I did not myself purchase, but yesterday se’nnight, 
from the pious fathers of the Convent of St Florian !' 

‘I take thee at thy word, honest sir,' said Essper. 
'By the Creed ! I liked thy appearance from the first : 
nor wilt thou find me unwilling, when my voice has 
taken its supper, to join thee in some pious hymn or 
holy canticle. And now for the beds !' 

‘There is the green room — the best bedroom in 
my house,' said the innkeeper. ‘Holy Mary forget 
me ! if in that same bed have not stretched their legs, 
more valorous generals, more holy prelates, and more 
distinguished councillors of our Lord the Emperor, 
than in any bed in all Austria.* 

'That, then, for my master — and for myself ! ' 

'H — u — m I' said the host, looking very earnestly in 
Essper's face; 'I should have thought that thou wert 
one more anxious after dish and flagon, than curtain 
and eiderdown I' 

'By my Mother ! I love good cheer,' said Essper 
earnestly; ‘and want it more at this moment than any 
knave that ever yet starved : but if thou hast not a 
bed to let me stretch my legs on, after four-and- 
twenty hours’ hard riding, by holy Virgin ! I will 
have horses on to Vienna.' 

‘Our Black Lady forbid !' said the innkeeper, with 
a quick voice, and with rather a dismayed look — 
‘said I that thou shouldst not have a bed ? St Florian 
desert me ! if I and my wife would not sooner sleep 
in the chimney-corner than thou shouldst miss one 
wink of thy slumbers !' 

Tn one word, have you a bed ?' 

‘Have I a bed ? Where slept, I should like to know, 
the Vice-Principal of the Convent of Molk, on the day 
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before the last holy Ascension ? The waters were out 
in the morning; and when will my wife forget what 
his reverence was pleased to say when he took his 
leave. ‘‘Good woman !” said he, “my duty calls me; 
but the weather is cold; and between ourselves, I am 
used to great feasts; and I should have no objection, 
if I were privileged, to stay and to eat again of thy 
red cabbage and cream ! ’ * What say you to that ? 
Do you think we have got beds now ? You shall 
sleep to-night, sir, like an Aulic Councillor !’ 

This adroit introduction of the red cabbage and 
cream settled everything — when men are wearied and 
famished they have no inclination to be incredulous — 
and in a few moments Vivian was informed by his 
servant that the promised accommodation was 
satisfactory; and having locked up the carriage, and 
wheeled it into a small out-house, he and Essper were 
ushered by their host into a room, which, as is usual in 
small German inns in the South, served at the same 
time both for kitchen and saloon. The fire was lit in 
a platform of brick, raised in the centre of the floor — 
the sky was visible through the chimney, which 
although of a great breadth below, gradually narrowed 
to^ the top. A family of wandering Bohemians, con- 
sisting of the father and mother, and three children, 
were seated on the platform when Vivian entered; 
the man was playing on a coarse wooden haim, without 
which the Bohemians seldom travel. The music 
ceased as the new guests came into the room, and the 
Bohemian courteously offered his place at the fire to 
our hero; who, however, declined disturbing the family 
group. A small table and a couple of chairs were 
placed in a comer of the room by the innkeeper's 
wife — a bustling active dame — ^who apparently found 
no difficulty in laying the cloth, dusting the furniture, 
and cooking the supper, at the same time. At this 
table Vivian and his servant seated themselves; nor, 
indeed, did the cookery discredit the panegyric of the 
Reverend Vice-Principal of the Convent of Molk, 
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Alike wearied in mind and body, Vivian soon asked 
for his bed; which, though not exactly fitted for an 
Aulic Councillor, as the good host perpetually avowed 
it to be, nevertheless afforded decent accommodation. 

The Bohemian family retired to the hay-loft; and 
Essper George would have follow^ed his master's 
example had not the kind mistress of the house tempted 
him to stay behind, by the production of a new 
platter of rashers ; indeed, he never remembered 
meeting wuth such hospitable people as the post- 
master and his wife. They had evidently taken a 
fancy to him; and, though extremely wearied, the 
lively little Essper endeavoured, between his quick 
mouthfuls and long draughts, to reward and encourage 
their kindness by many a good story and sharp joke. 
With all these, both mine host and his wife were 
exceedingly amused; seldom containing their laughter, 
and frequently protesting, by the sanctity of various 
saints, that this was the pleasantest night, and Essper 
the pleasantest fellow, that they had ever met with. 

‘ Eat, eat, my friend ! ' said his host; * by the Mass 1 
thou hast travelled far; and fill thy glass, and pledge 
with me Our Black Lady of Altoting. By Holy Cross I 
I have hung up this week in her chapel a garland of 
silk roses; and have ordered to be burnt before her 
shrine three pounds of perfumed wax tapers ! Fill 
again, fill again ! and thou, too, good mistress; a hard 
day's work hast thou had — a glass of wine will do thee 
no harm; join me with our new friend ! Pledge we 
together the Holy Fathers of St Florian, my worldly 

M atrons, and my spiritual pastors : let us pray that 
is reverence the Sub-Prior may not have his Christmas 
attack of gout in the stomach; and a better health to 
poor Father Felix I Fill again, fill again ! this Augsburg 
IS somewhat acid; we will have a bottle of Hungary. 
Mistress, fetch us the bell-glasses, and here to the 
Reverend Vice-Principal of Molk ! our good friend : 
when will my wife forget what he said to her oti the 
morning of last holy Ascension I Fill again, fill again t' 
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Inspired by me convivial spirit of the pious and 
jolly post-master, Essper George soon forgot his 
threatened visit to his bedroom, and ate and drank, 
laughed and joked, as if he were again with his friend, 
Master Rodolph : but wearied Nature at length 
avenged herself for this unnatural exertion; and 
leaning back in his chair, he was, in the course of an 
hour, overcome by one of those dead and heavy 
slumbers, the effect of the united influence of fatigue 
and intemperance — in short, it was like the midnight 
sleep of a fox-hunter. 

No sooner had our pious votary of the Black Lady 
of Altoting observed the effect of his Hungary wine, 
than making a well-understood sign to his wife, he 
took up the chair of Essper in his brawny arms; and, 
preceded by Mrs Post-mistress with a lantern, he left 
the room with his guest. Essper's hostess led and 
lighted the way to an outhouse, which occasionally 
served as a coach-house, a stable, and a lumber-room. 
It had no window, and the lantern afforded the only 
light which exhibited its present contents. In one 
corner was a donkey tied up, belonging to the 
Bohemian. Under a hay-rack was a large child’s 
cradle : it was of a remarkable size, having been made 
for twins. Near it was a low wooden sheep-tank, 
half-filled with water, and which had been placed there 
for the refreshment of the dog and his feathered friends, 
who were roosting in the rack. 

The pious innkeepei very gently lowered to the 
ground the chair on which Essper was soundly sleep- 
ing; and then, having crossed himself, he took up our 
friend with great tenderness and solicitude, and 
dexteriously fitted him in the huge cradle. 

About an hour past midnight Essper George awoke. 
He was lying on his back, and very unwell; and on 
trying to move found that he was rocking. His late 

from his memory : and the 

E ven tnat up to Vivian The couBhis peculiar indis- 
seper effectually dispelled the cloj^as on board ship 1 
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As is often the case when we are tipsy or nervous, 
Essper had been woke by the fright of falling from 
some immense height; and finding that his legs had 
no sensation, for they were quite benumbled, he con- 
cluded that he had fallen down the hatchway, that his 
legs were broken, and himself jammed in between 
some logs of wood in the hold : and so he began 
to cry lustily to those above to come down to his 
rescue. 

'O, Essper George ! ' thought he, *how came you to 
set foot on salt timber again I Had not you had 
enough of it in the Mediterranean and the Turkish 
seas, that you must be getting aboard this lubberly 
Dutch galliot ! for I am sure she's Dutch, by being so 
low in the water. Well, they may talk of a sea-life, 
but for my part I never even saw the use of the sea. 
Many a sad heart has it caused, and many a sick 
stomach has it occasioned ! The boldest sailor climbs 
on board with a hea^w soul, and leaps on land with a 
light spirit. 0 ! thou indifferent ape of Earth ! thy 
houses are of wood, and thy horses of canvas; thy 
roads have no landmarks, and thy highways no inns; 
thy hills are green without grass, and wet without 
showers ! And as for food, what art thou, O, bully 
Ocean ! but the stable of horse-fishes, the stall of cow- 
fishes, the sty of hog-fishes, and the kennel of dog- 
fishes ! Commend me to a fresh-water dish for meagre 
days ! Sea-weeds stewed with chalk may be savoury 
stuff for a merman, but, for my part, give me red 
cabbage and cream : and as for drink, a man may live 
in the midst of thee his whole life, and die for thirst 
at the end of it ! Besides, thou blasphemous salt lake, 
where is thy religion ? Where are thy churches, thou 
heretic ? ' So saying, Essper made a desperate effort 
to crawl up the hole. His exertion set the cradle 
rocking with renewed \iolence; and at last dashing 
against the sheep-tank, that pastoral piece of furniture 
was overset, ana part of its contents poured upon the 
inmate of the cradle. 
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'Sprung a leak in the hold, by St Nicholas T bawled 
out Essper George. ‘Caulkers, ahoy !' 

At this moment three or four fowls, roused by the 
fall of the tank, and the consequent shouts of Essper, 
began fluttering about the rack, and at last perched 
upon the cradle. ‘The live-stock got loose !' shouted 
Essper, ‘and the breeze getting stiffer every instant I 
Where is the captain ? I will see him; I am not one 
of the crew : 1 belong to the Court ! I must have 
cracked my skuU when I fell like a lubber down that 
confounded hatchway ! Egad ! I feel as if 1 had been 
asleep, and been dreaming I was at Court.' 

The sound of heavy footsteps was now over his head. 
These noises were at once an additional proof that he 
was in the hold, and an additional stimulus to his calls 
to those on deck. In fact, these sounds .were occa- 
sioned by the Bohemians, who always rose before 
break of day; and consequently, in a few minutes, 
the door of the stable opened, and the Bohemian, with a 
lantern in his hand, entered. 

'What do you want ?' cried Essper. 

'I want my donkey.' 

‘You do?' said Essper. 'You're the Purser, I 
suppose, detected keeping a jackass among the 
poultry ! eating all the food of our live-stock, and we 
are having kid every day. Though both my legs are 
off. I’ll have a fling at you !' — and so saying, Essper, 
aided by the light of the lantern, scrambled out of the 
cradle, and ta^ng up the sheep-tank, sent it straight 
at the astonished Bohemian's head. The aim was 
good, and the man fell; more, however, from fright 
than injury. Seizing his lantern, which had fallen put 
of his hand, Essper escaped through the stable-door, 
and rushed into the house. He found himself in the 
kitchen. The noise of his entrance roused the landlord 
and his wife, who had been sleeping by the fire; since, 
not having a single bed besides their own, they had 

E ven that up to Viviam The countenance of the inn- 
seper effectually dispelled the clouds which had teen 
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fast clearing off from Essper’s intellect. Giving one 
wide stare, and then rubbing his eyes, the truth lighted 
upon him; and so he sent the Bohemian’s lantern at 
his landlord’s head. The post-master seized the 
poker, and the post-mistress a faggot; and as the 
Boliemian, who had now recovered himself, had 
entered in the rear, Essper George stood a fair chaince 
of receiving a thorough drubbing, had not his master, 
roused by the suspicious noises and the angry sounds 
wliicli had readied liis room, entered the kitchen with 
his pistols. 


CHAPTER III 

As it was now morning Vivian did not again retire to 
rest, but took advantage of the disturbance in the 
Inn, to continue his route at an earlier hour than he 
had previously intended, 

Essper, when he found himself safely mounted, 
lagged behind a few minutes to vent liis spleen against 
the innkeeper’s wife, 

‘May St Florian confound me, madam !’ said Essper, 
addressing himself to the lady in the window, ‘if evjer 
I beheld so ugly a witch as yourself ! Pious friend ! 
thy chaplet of roses was ill bestowed, and thou needest 
not have travelled so far to light thy wax tapers at the 
shrine of the Black Lady at Altoting; for, by the 
beauty of holiness ! an image of ebony is mother-of- 
pearl to that Soot-face whom thou csdlest thy wife. 
Fare thee well I thou couple of saintly sinners ! and 
may the next traveller who tarries in the den of thieves 
qualify thee for canonisation, by thy wife’s admiring 
pastor, the cabbage-eating Vice-Principal of Molk.’ 

Before the end of an hour they had to ford a rivulet, 
running between two high banks. The scenery just 
liere was particularly lovely, and Vivian’s attention 
was so engrossed by it tliat he did not observe the 
danger which he was about to incur 
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On the left of the road a high range of rocky moun- 
tains abruptly descended into an open but broken 
country; and the other side of the road was occa- 
sionally bounded by low undulating hills, partially 
covered with dwarf trees, not high enough to obstruct 
the view of the distant horizon. Rocky knolls jutted 
out near the base of the mountains; and on the top 
of one of them, overlooked by a ^gantic gray peak, 
stood an ancient and still inhabited feudal castle. 
Round the base of this insulated rock a rustic village 
peeped above the encircling nut-w^oods — ^its rising 
smoke softening the hard features of the naked crag. 
On the side of the village nearest to Vivian a bold 
sheet of water discharged itself in three separate falls, 
between the ravine of a wooded mountain; and flowing 
round the village as a fine broad river,, expanded, 
before it reached the foundation of the castled rock, 
into a long and deep lake, which was also fed by 
numerous streams, the gulleys onl}^ of which were 
now visible down the steep sides of the mountains — 
their springs having been long dried up. 

Vivian’s view was interrupted by his sudden descent 
into the bed of the rivulet, one of the numerous 
branches of the mountain torrent, and by a crash 
which as immediately ensued. The spring of his 
carriage was broken. The carriage fell over, but 
Vivian sustained no injury; and while Essper George 
rode forward to the village for assistance, his master 
helped the postilion to extricate the horses and secui’e 
them on the opposite bank. They had done all that 
was in their power some time before Essper returned; 
and Vivian, who had seated himself on some tangled 
beech-roots, was prevented growing impatient by 
contemplating the enchanting scenery. The postilion, 
on the contrary, who had travelled this road evety 
day of his life, and who found no gratification in 
gazing upon rocks, woods, and waterfalls, lit his pipe, 
and occasionally talked to his horses. So essential an 
attribute to the beautiful is novelty I Esjsper at 
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length made his appearance, attended by five or six 
peasants, dressed in holiday costume, with some 
fanciful decorations; their broad hats wreathed with 
wild flowers, their short brown jackets covered with 
biittons and fringe, and various-coloured ribbons 
streaming from their knees. 

'Well, sir ! the grandson is born the day the grand- 
father dies ! a cloudy morning has often a bright 
sunset ! and though we are now sticking in a ditch, by 
the aid of St Florian, we may be soon feasting in a 
castle ! Come, my merry men, 1 did not bring you 
here to show you ribbons — ^the sooner you help us 
out of this scrape the sooner you will be again dancing 
with the pretty maidens on the green ! Lend a hand !* 

The calhche appeared to be so much shattered that 
they only ventured to put in one horse; and Vivian, 
leaving his carriage in charge of Essper and the 
postilion, mounted Max, and rode to the village, 
attended by the peasants. He learnt from them, no 
the way, that they were celebrating the marriage of 
the daughter of their Lord, who, having been informed 
of the accident, had commanded them to go imme- 
diately to the gentleman's assistance, and then conduct 
him to the castle. 

They crossed the river over a light stone bridge of 
three arches, the key-stone of the centre one being 
decorated with a splendidly-sculptured shield. 

‘This bridge appears to be very recently built?' 
said Vivian to one of his conductors. 

‘ It was opened, sir, for the first time yesterday, to 
admit the bridegroom of my young lady, and the 
foundation-stone was laid on the day she was bom.' 

‘ I see that your good Lord was determined that it 
should be a solid structure.' 

‘Why, sir, it was necessary that the foundation 
should be strong, because three succeeding winters it 
was washed away by the rush of that moimtain- 
torrent. Turn this way, if you please, sir, through 
the vBlage.’ 
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Vivian was much struck by the appearance of the 
little settlement as he rode through it. It did not 
consist of more than fifty houses, but they were all 
detached, and each beautifuUyembowered in trees. The 
end of the village came upon a large rising-green, 
leading up to the only accessible side of the castle. 
It presented a most animated scene, being covered 
with various groups, all intent upon different rustic 
amusements. An immense pole, the stem of a gigantic 
fir-tree, was fixed nearly in the centre of the green, 
and crowned with a chaplet — ^the reward of the most 
active young man of the village, whose agility might 
enable him to display liis gallantry by presenting it 
to his mistress; she being allowed to wear it during 
the remainder of the sports. The middle-aged men 
were proving their strength by raising weights; while 
the elders of the village joined in the calmer and more 
scientific diversion of skittles, which, in Austria, are 
played with bowls and pins of very great size. 
Others were dancing; others sitting under tents, 
chattering or taking refreshments. Some were walking 
in pairs, anticipating the speedy celebration of a 
wedding-day — ^happier to them, if less gay to others. 
Even the tenderest infants, on this festive day, seemed 
conscious of some unusual cause of excitement; and 
many an urchin, throwing himself forward in a vain 
attempt to catch an elder brother or a laughing sister, 
tried the strength of his leading-strings, and rolled 
over, crowing in the soft grass. 

At the end of the green a splendid tent was erected, 
with a large white bridal flag waving from its top, 
embroidered in gold, witn a true-lover*s knot. From this 
pavilion came forth, to welcome the strangers, the 
Lord of the village. He was a tall but thin bending 
figure, with a florid benevolent countenance, and a 
quantity of long white hair. This venerable person 
cordially offered his hand to Vivian, regretted his 
accident, but expressed much pleasure that he had 
come to partake of their happiness. 'Yesterday,' 



VIVIAN GREY 


634 

continued he, 'was my daughter's wedding-day, and 
both myself and our humble friends are endeavouring 
to forget, in this festive scene, our approaching loss 
and sepaxation. If you had come yesterday you would 
have assisted at the opening of my new bridge. Pray, 
what do you think of it ? . But I will show it to you 
myself, which I assure you will give me great pleasure : 
at present, let me introduce you to my family, who will 
be quite happy to see you. It is a pity that you have 
missed the Regatta; my daughter is just going to 
reward the successlul candidate : you see the boats 
upon the lake; the one with the white and purple 
streamer was the conqueror. You will have the 
pleasure, loo, of seeing my son-in-law : I am sure you 
will like him — ^lie quite enjoys our sports. We shall 
have a jeie champHre to-morrow, and a dance on the 
green to-night.' 

The old gentleman paused for want of breath, and 
having stood a moment to recover himself, he intro- 
duced his new guests to the inmates of the tent; first, 
his maiden sister, a softened facsimile of himself; 
behind her stood his beautiful and blushing daughter, 
the youthful bride, wearing on her head a coronal of 
wliite roses, and supported by three bride's-maids, 
the only relief to whose snowy dresses were large 
bouquets on their left side. The bridegroom was at 
first shaded by the curtain; but, as he came forward, 
Vivian started when he recognised liis Heidelburg 
friend, Eugene von Konigstein ! 

Their mutual delight and astonishment were so 
great that for an instant neither of them could speak; 
but when the old man learnt from his son-in-law that 
the stranger was his most valued and intimate friend, 
and one to whom he was under great personal obliga- 
tions, he absolutely declared that he would have the 
wedding — to witness which appeared to him the 
height of human felicity — solemnised over again. The 
brj[de blushed, the bride's-maids tittered; the joy was 
universal. 
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Vivian inquired after the Baron* He learnt from 
Eugene that he had quitted Europe about a month, 
having sailed as Minister to one of the New American 
States. *My uncle,' continued the young man, ‘was 
neither well nor in spirits before his departure : I can- 
not understand why he plagues himself so about 
politics; however, I trust he will like his new appoint- 
ment : you found him, I am sure, a delightful com- 
panion ? ' 

‘Come ! you two young gentlemen,' said the father- 
in-law, ‘ put off your chat liU the evening. The business 
of the day stops; for I see the procession coming for- 
ward to receive the Regatta prize. Now, my dear, 
where is the scarf ? You know what to say ? Remem- 
ber, I particularly wish to do honour to the victor ! 
The sight of all these happy faces makes nae feel quite 
young again. I declare I think I shall Live a hundred 
years ! ' 

The procession advanced. First came a band of 
young children strewing flowers; then followed four 
stout boys carrying a large purple and white banner. 
The victor, proudly preceding the other cam didates, 
strutted forward, with his hat on one side, a light 
scuU decoiated with purple and white ribbons m his 
right hand, and his left arm round his wife's waist. 
The wife, a beautiful young woman, to whom were 
clinging two flaxen-headed children, was the most 
interesting figure in the procession. Her tight dark 
bodice set off her round full figure, and her short 
red petticoat displayed her springy foot and ankle. 
Her neatly braided and plaited hair was partly con- 
cealed by a silk cap, covered with gold spangled 
gauze, flattened rather at the top, and finishea at the 
back of the head with a large bow. This costly head- 
gear, the highest fashion of her class, was presented 
to the wearer by the bride, and was destined to be 
kept for festivals. After the victor and his wife came 
six girls and six boys, at the side of whom walked 
a very bustling personage in black, who seemed 
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extremely interested about the decorum of the pro- 
cession. A long train of villagers succeeded. 

‘Well !' said the old lord to Vivian, ‘this must be 
a very gratifying sight to you I how fortunate that 
your carriage broke down just at my castle ! I think 
my dear girl is acquitting herself admirably. Ah ! 
Eugene is a happy fellow; and I have no doubt that 
she will be happy too. The young sailor receives his 
honours very properly ; they are as nice a family as 
I know. Observe, they arc moving off now to make 
way for the pretty girls and boys. That person in 
black is our Abbe — as benevolent, worthy a creature 
as ever lived I and very clever too : you will see in a 
minute. Now they are going to give us a little bridal 
chorus, after the old fashion; and it is all the Abbe's 
doing. I understand that there is an elegant allusion 
to my new bridge in it, which I think will please you. 
Who ever thought that bndge would be opened for 
my girl’s wedding ? Well ! I am glad that it was not 
finished before. But we must be silent ! You will 
notice that part about the bridge; it is in the fifth 
verse I am told; beginning with something about 
Hymen, and ending with something about roses.' 

By this time the procession had formed a semi- 
circle before the tent; theAbb^ standing in the middle 
with a paper in his hand, and dividing the two bands 
of choristers. He gave a signal with his cane, and the 
girls commenced — 


Chorus of Maidens. 

Hours fly : it is Morn; he has left the bed of love f 
She follows liim with a strained eye, when his figure 
is no longer seen; she leans her head upon her arm. 
She is faithful to him, as the lake to the mountain ! 

Chorus of Youths. 

Hours fly! it is Noon; fierce is the restless sunl 
While he labours, he thinks of her 1 while he controls 



VIVIAN GREY 627 

others, he will obey her ! A strong man subdued by 
love is like a vineyard silvered by the moon ! 

Chorus of Youths and Maidens 

Hours fly ! it is Eve; the soft stars light him to his 
home; she meets him as his shadow falls on the thres- 
hold I she smiles, and their child, stretching forth its 
tender hands from its mother’s bosom, struggles to 
lisp, ' Father’ ! 


Chorus of Maidens. 

Years glide ! it is Youth : they sit within a secret 
bower. Purity is in her raptured eyes — Faith in his 
warm embrace. He must fly ! He kisses his farewell : 
the fresh tears are on her cheek ! He has gathered a 
lily with the dew upon its leaves ! 

Chorus of Youths. 

Years glide ! it is Manhood. He is in the fierce 
Camp : he is in the deceitful Court. He must mingle 
sometimes with others, that he may be always with 
her ! In the false world, she is to him like a green 
qlive among rocks ! 

Chorus of Youths and Maidens. 

Years glide ! it is Old Age. They sit beneath a 
branching .elm. As the moon rises on the sunset 
green, their children dance before them ! Her hand 
is in his — they look upon their children, and then 
upon each other ! 

'The fellow has some fancy,' said the old Lord, 'but 
given, I think, to conceits. I did not exactly catch the 
passage about the bridge, but I have no doubt It was 
all right.’ 

Vivian was now invited to the pavilion, where 
refreshments were prepared. Here our hero was intro- 
duced to many other guests, relations of the faittily. 
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who were on a visit at the castle, and who had been 
on the lake at the moment of his arrival. 

'This gentleman/ said the old lord, pointing to 
Vivian, 'is my son’s friend, and I am quite sure that 
you are all delighted to see him. He arrived here 
accidentally — his carriage having fortunately broken 
down in passing one of the streams. All those rivulets 
should have bridges built over them I I could look 
at my new bridge for ever. I often ask myself, * ‘Now 
how can such a piece of masonry ever be destroyed ? ’ ’ 
It seems quite impossible; does not it ? We all know 
that everything has an end; and yet, whenever I look 
at that bridge, I often think that it can only end when 
all things end.' 

In the evening they all waltzed upon the green. 
The large yellow moon had risen; and a more agree- 
able sight than to witness two or three hundred persons 
so gaily occupied, and in such a scene, is not easy to 
imagine. How beautiful was the stern old castle, 
softened by the moonlight, the illuminated lake, the 
richly, silvered foliage of the woods, and the white 
brilliant cataract ! 

As the castle was quite full of visitors its hospitable 
master had lodged Vivian for the night at the 
cottage of one of his favourite tenants. Nothing 
would give greater pleasure to Vivian than this 
circumstance, nor more annoyance to the worthy old 
gentleman. 

The cottage belonged to the victor in the regatta, 
who himself conducted the visitor to his dwelling. 
Vivian did not press Essper's leaving the revellers, 
so great an acquisition did he seem to their sports ! 
Teaching them a thousand new games, and playing 
all manner of antics; but perhaps none of his powers 
surprised them more than the extraordinary facility 
and freedom with which he had acquired, and used, all 
their names. The cottager's pretty wife had gone 
home an hour before her husband, to put her two fair- 
haired children to bed, and j)repare her guest’s accom- 
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modation for the night. Nothing could be more 
romantic and lovely than the situation of the cottage. 
It stood iust on the gentle slope of the mountain’s 
base, not a hundred yards from the lower waterfall. It 
was in the middle of a patch of highly-cultivated 
ground, which bore creditable evidence to the industry 
of its i)roprietor. Fruit trees, Turkey corn, vines and 
flax flourished in luxuriance. The dwelling itself was 
covered with myrtle and arbutus, and the tall lemon- 
plant perfumed tlie window’ of the sitting-room. The 
casement of Vivian’s cliamber opened full on the 
foaming cataract. The distant murmur of the mighty 
waterfdl, the gentle sighing of the trees, the soothing 
influence of the moonlight, and the faint sounds occa- 
sionally caught of dying revelry — the joyous exclama- 
tion of some successful candidate in the days’ games, 
the song of some returning lover, the plash of an oar in 
the lake — all combined to produce that pensive mood, 
in which we find ourselves involuntarily reviewing the 
history of our life. 

As Vivian was musing over the last harassing months 
of liis burthensome existence, he could not help feeling 
that there was only one person in the world on whom 
his memory could dwell with solace and satisfaction; 
and this person was Lady Madeleine Trevor I 

It was true that with her he had passed some 
agonising hours; but he could not forget the angelic 
resignation , witli which her own affliction had been 
borne,, and the soothing converse by which his had 
been alleviated. Tnis train of thought was pursued 
till his aching mind sunk into indefiniteness. He sat, 
for some little time, almost unconscious of existence, 
till the crying of a child, waked by its father’s return, 
brought turn back to the present scene. His thoughts 
naturally ran to his friend Eugene. Surely this 
youthful bridegroom might reckon upon happiness ! 
Again Lady Madeleine recurred to him. Suddenly 
he observed a wonderful appearance in the sky. The 
moon was paled in the high heavens, and surroiuatled 
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by luminous rings — almost as vividl}^ tinted as the 
rainbow — spreading and growing fainter, till they 
covered nearly half the firmament. It was a glorious, 
and almost unprecedented, halo ! 


CHAPTER IV 

The sun rose red, the air was thick and hot. Antici- 
pating that the day would be very oppressive, Vivian 
and Essper were on their horses' backs at an early 
hour. Already, however, many of the rustic revellers 
were about, and preparations were commencing for 
the JHe champeire, which this day was to close the 
wedding festivities. Many and sad were the looks 
which Essper George cast behind him, at the old castle 
on the lake. 'No good luck can come of it ! ' said he 
to his horse; for Vivian did not encourage conversa- 
tion. '0 master of mine, when wilt thou know the 
meaning of good quarters ! To leave such a place, and 
at such a time ! Why, Turriparva was nothing to 
it ! Tlie day before marriage, and the hour before 
death, is when a man thinks least of his purse, and 
most of his neighbour. O man, man, what art thou, 
that the eye of a girl can make thee so pass all dis- 
cretion, that thou wilt sacrifice for the whim of a 
moment, good cheer enough to make tjiee last an 
age ! ' 

Vivian had intended to stop and breakfast, after 
riding about ten miles; but he had not proceeded 
half that way, when, from the extreme sultriness of 
the morning, he foimd it impossible to advance without 
refreshment. Max, also, to his rider's surprise, was 
much distressed; and, on turning round to his servant, 
Vivian found Essper's hack panting and puffing, 
imd breaking out, as if, instead of commencing their 
^ay*s work, they were near reaching their point of 
destination* 
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'Why, how now, Essper? One would think that 
we had been riding all night. What ails the beast ? * 
In truth, sir, that which ails its rider; the poor 
dumb brute has more sense than some who have the 
gift of speech. Who ever heard of a horse leaving 
good quarters without much regretting the indis- 
cretion ? * 

‘The closeness of the air is so oppressive, that I do 
not wonder at even Max being distressed. Perhaps 
when the sun is higher, and has cleared away the vapour, 
it may be more endurable : as it is, I think we had 
better stop at once, and breakfast here. This wood is 
as inviting as, I trust, are the contents of your basket ! ' 

‘ St Florian devour them 1 ' said Essper, in a very 
pious voice, if I agree not with you, sir; and as for 
the basket, although we have left the lS.nd of milk 
and honey, by the blessing of our Black Lady ! 1 have 
that within it, which would put courage in the heart 
of a caught-mouse. Although we may not breakfast 
on bride-cake and beccaficos, yet is a neat's tongue 
better than a fox's tail; and I have ever held a bottle 
of Rhenish to be superior to rain-water, even though 
the element be filtered through a gutter. Nor, by 
All Saints i have I forgotten a bottle of Kerchen 
Wasser, from the Black Forest; nor a keg of Dantzic 
brandy, a glass of which, when travelling at night, 
I am ever accustomed to take after my prayers; 
for I have always observed, that though devotion doth 
sufficiently warm up the soul, the body all the time 
rather the colder for stopping under a tree to tell its 
beads.’ 

The travellers accordingly led their horses a few 
yards into the wood, and soon met, as they had expected, 
with a small green glade. It was surrounded, except 
at the slight opening by which they had entered it, 
with fine Spanish chestnut trees; which now, loaded with 
their large brown fruit, rich and ripe, clustered in the 
starry foliage, afforded a retreat as beautiful to the 
eye, as its shade was grateful to their senses. Vivian 
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dismounted, and stretching out his legs, leant back 
against the trunk of a tree; and Essper, having 
fastened Max and his own horse to some branches, 
proceeded to display his stores. Vivian was silent, 
thoughtful, and scarcely tasted anything : Essper 
George, on the contrary, was in unusual and even 
troublesome spirits, and had not his appetite neces- 
sarily produced a few pauses in his almost perpetual 
rattle, the patience of his master would have been 
fairly worn out. At length Essper had devoured the 
whole supply; and as Vivian not only did not encou- 
rage his remarks, but even in a peremptory manner 
had desired his silence, he was fain to amuse himself 
by trying to catch in his mouth a large brilliant fly, 
which every instant was dancing before him. Two 
individuals,” more singularly contrasting in their 
appearance than the master and the servant, could 
scarcely be conceived: and Vivian lying with his back 
against a tree, with his legs stretched out, his arms 
folded, and his eyes fixed on the ground; and Essper, 
though seated, in perpetual motion, and shifting his 
posture with feverish restlessness — now looking over 
his shoulder for the fly, then making an unsuccessful 
bite at it, and then, wearied with his frequent failures, 
amusing himself with acting Punch with his thumbs — 
altogether presented two figures, which might have 
been considered as not inapt personifications of the 
rival systems of Ideality and Materialism.' 

At length Essper became silent for the sake of variety, 
and imagining from his master’s example, that there 
must be some sweets in meditation hitherto undis- 
covered by him, he imitated Vivian’s posture I So 
perverse is human nature, that the moment Vivian 
was aware that Essper was perfectl3^ silent, he began 
to feel an inclination to converse with him. 

‘Why, Essper!’ said he, looking up and smihng, 
‘this is the first time during our acquaintance, that 
I have ever seen thought upon your brow. What 
can now be puzzling your wild brain ? ’ 
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‘ I was thinking, sir, said Essper, with a very solemn 
look, ‘ that if there were a deceased field-mouse here, 
I w^ould moralise on death/ 

'What ! turned philosopher !' 

'Aye! sir — it appears to me,' said he, taking up a 
husk which lay on the turf, 'that there is not a nut- 
shell in Christendom, which may not become matter 
for very grave meditation ! ' 

'Can you expound that ? ' 

'Verily, sir, the whole philosophy of life seems to 
me to consist in discovering the kernel. When you 
see a courtier out of favour, or a merchani out of 
credit — when you see a soldier without pillage, a sailor 
without prize-money, and a lawyer without papers — 
a bachelor with nephews, and an old maid with nieces 
— be assured the nut is not worth the cuacking, and 
send it to the winds, as I do this husk at present.' 

‘Why, Essper !' said Vivian, laughing, 'considering 
that you have taken your degree so lately, you wear 
the Doctor's cap with authority ! Instead of being 
in your novitiate, one would think that you had been 
a philosopher long enough to have outlived your 
system/ 

. ‘ Bless you, sir, for philosophy, I sucked it in with 
my mother's milk. Nature then gave me the hint, 
which I have ever since acted on; and I hold that the 
sum of all learning consists in milking another man's 
cow. So m,uch for the recent acquisition of my philo- 
sophy I I gained it, you see, sir, with the first wink 
of my eye; and though I lost a great portion of it by 
.sea-sickness in the Mediterranean, nevertheless, since 
I served your lordship, I have resumed my old habits; 
and do opine that this vain globe is but a large football, 
to be kicked and cuffed about by moody philosophers 1 ' 

‘You must have seen a great deal in your life, 
Essper,' said Vivian. 

‘Like all great travellers,' said Essper, 'I have seen 
more than I remember, and remember more than I 
have seen/ 
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‘Have you any objection to go to the East again ?' 
asked ViviaiL ‘It would require but little persuasion 
to lead me there.* 

‘I would rather go to a place where the religion iS 
easier; I wish, sir, you would take me to England I* 
‘Nay, not there with me — if with others.* 

‘With you — or with none.* 

‘I cannot conceive, Essper, what can induce you to 
tie up your fortunes with those of such a sad-looking 
personage as myself.* 

‘In truth, sir, there is no accounting for tastes. 
My grandmother loved a brindled cat !* 

‘Your grandmother, Essper ! Nothing would 
amuse me more than to be introduced to your family.* 
*My family, sir, are nothing more nor less than what 
all of us mjist be counted — ^worms of five feet long — 
mortal angels — the world’s epitome — heaps of atoms, 
which Nature has kneaded with blood into solid flesh 
— little worlds of living clay — sparks of heaven — finches 
of earth — Nature’s quintessence — moving dust — the 
little all — smooth-faced cherubim, in whose souls the 
King of stars has drawn the image of himself !* 

‘And how many years has breathed the worm of 
five feet long, that I am now speaking to ? * 

‘Good my lord, I was no head at calculating from 
a boy; but I do remember that I am two days older 
than one of the planets.* 

‘How is that?* 

‘There was one bom in the sky, sir, the day I was 
christened with a Turkish crescent.* 

‘Come, Essper * said Vivian, who was rather interes- 
ted in the conversation; Essper having until this 
morning, skilfully avoided any discourse upon the 
subject of his birth or family, adroitly turning the 
conversation whenever it chanced to approach these 
subjects, and silencing inquiries, if commenced, by 
some ludicrous and evidently fictitious answer. ‘ Come, 
Essper,* said Vivian, ‘I feel by no means in the humour 
to quit this shady retreat. You and I have now known 
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each other long, and gone through much together. It 
is but fair that I should become better acquainted 
with one who, to me, is not only a faithful servant, but 
what is more valuable, a faithful friend — I might now 
almost add, my only one. What say you to whiling 
away a passing hour, by giving me some sketch of 
your curious and adventurous life. If there be any- 
thing that you wish to conceal pass it over; but no 
invention: nothing but the truth, if you please — the 
whole truth, if you like/ 

'Why, sweet sir, as for this odd knot of soul and 
bod3^ which none but the hand of Heaven could have 
twined, it was first seen, I believe, near the very spot 
where we are now sitting; for my mother, when I saw 
her first, and last, lived in Bohemia. She was an 
Egyptian, and came herself from the Levant. 1 lived 
a week, sir, in the Seraglio, when I was at Constanti- 
nople, and I saw there the brightest women of all 
countries; Georgians and Circassians, and Poles; 
in truth, sir, Nature's masterpieces; and yet, by the 
Gods of all nations ! there was not one of them half 
so lovely as the lady who gave me this tongue ! ' Here 
Essper exhibited, at full length, the enormous feature 
wjiich had so much enraged the one-eyed sergeant at 
Frankfort, 

‘When I first remember myself,' he continued, 
‘I was playing With some other gipsy-boys in the midst 
of a forest. Here was our settlement ! It was large 
and powerful. My mother, probably from her beauty, 
possessed great influence, particularly among the men; 
and yet I found not among them all a father. On 
the contrary, every one of my companions had a man 
whom he reverenced as his parent, and who taught 
him to steal ; but I was called by the whole tribe, the 
mother-son — and was honest, from my first year, 
out of mere wilfulness; at least, if I stole anything, 
it was always from our own people. Many were the 
quarrels I occasioned; since, presuming on my mcther's 
love and power, I never called miscliief a scrape; but 
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acting just as my fancy took me, I left those who suffered 
by my conduct to apologise for my ill behaviour. 
Being thus an idle, unprofitable, impudent, and injurious 
member of this pure community, they determined one 
day to cast me out from their bosom; and in spite of 
my mother's exertions and entreaties, the ungrateful 
vipers succeeded in their purpose. As a compliment to 
my parent, they allowed me to tender my resignation, 
instead of receiving my expulsion. My dear mother 
gave me a donkey, a wallet, and a ducat, a great deal 
of advice about my future conduct, and what was more 
interesting to me, much information about my birth. 

'“Sweet child of my womb!" said my mother, 
pressing me to her bosom; “ be proud of thy white 
hands and straight nose I Thou gottest them not 
from me, and thou shalt take them from whence they 
came. Thy father is a Hungarian Prince; and though 
I would not have parted \vith thee, had I thought that 
thou wouldst ever have prospered in our life — even if 
he had made thee his child of the law, and lord of his 
castle — still, as thou canst not tarry with us, haste 
thou to him f Give him this ring and this lock of 
hair; tell liim, none have seen them but the father, 
the mother, and the cliild I He will look on theip, 
and remember the days that are passed ; and thou 
shalt be unto him as a hope for his lusty years, and 
a prop for his old age !" 

'My mother gave me all necessary^ directions, 
which I well remembered; and much nlore advice, 
which I directly forgot. 

'Although tempted, now that I was a free man, to 
follow my ovm fancy, I still was too curious to see what 
kind of a person was my xmknown father, to deviate 
either from my route, or my maternal instructions, 
and in a fortnight's time I had reached my future 
Principality. 

'The sun sunk behind the proud castle of my 
princely father; as, trotting slowly along upon my 
humble beast, with my wallet slung at my side. 
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I approached it through his park. A guard, con- 
sisting of twenty or thirty men in magnihcent uniforms, 
were lounging at the portals. I — ^but, sir, sir, what is 
the meaning of this darkness ? I always made a vow 
to myself that I never would tell my liistory. Ah 1 
what ails me ? ' 

A large eagle fell dead at their feet. 

‘Protect me, master 1’ screamed Essper, seizing 
Vivian by the shoulder, ‘what is coming ? I cannot 
stand — the earth seems to tremble ! Is it the wind 
that roars and rages ? or is it ten thousand cannon 
blowing this globe to atoms ? * 

‘It is — ^it must be the wind !' said Vivian, agitated. 
•We are not safe under these trees : look to the horses I ' 
‘I will,' said Essper, ‘if I can stand. Out of the 
forest ! Ah, look at Max ! ' • 

Vivian turned, and beheld his spirited horse raised 
on his hind legs, and dashing his fore feet against the 
trunk of a tree to which they had tied him. The 
.errified and furious creature was struggling to dis- 
^ engage himself, and would probably have sustained, 
or inflicted, some terrible injury, had not the wind 
suddenly hushed. Covered with foam, he stood 
panting, wliile Vivian patted and encouraged him. 
Essper's less spirited beast had, from the first, crouched 
upon the earth, covered with sweat, his hmbs quiver- 
ing, and his tongue hanging out. 

‘Master!', said Essper, ‘what shall we do? Is 
there any chance of getting back to the castle ? I am 
sure our very lives are in danger. See that tremendous 
cloud 1 It looks like eternal night I Whither shall 
we go— what shall we do ? ' 

‘Make for the castle 1' said Vivian, mounting. 
They had just got into the road when another 
terrific gust of wind nearly took them off their horses, 
and blinded them with the clouds of sand which it 
drove out of the crevices of the mountains. 

They looked round on every side, and Hope gave 
way before the scene of desolation. Immense branches 
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were shivered from the largest trees; small ones were 
entirely stripped of their leaves; the long grass was 
bowed to the earth ; the waters were whirled in eddies 
out of the little rivulets; birds deserting their nests 
to seek shelter in the crevices of the rocks, unable to 
stem the driving air, flapped their wings, and fell 
upon the earth : the frightened animals in the plain, 
almost suffocated by the impetuosity of the wind, 
sought safety, and found destruction : some of the 
largest trees were torn up by the roots; the sluices 
of the mountains were filled, and innumerable torrents 
rushed down the before-empty gulleys. The heavens 
now open, and lightning and thunder contend with 
the horrors of the wind ! 

In a moment all was again hushed. Dead silence 
succeeded •the bellow of the thunder — the roar of 
the wind — the rush of the waters — the moaning of 
the beasts — the screaming of the birds ! Nothing 
was heard save the splash of the agitated lake, as it 
beat up against the black rocks which girt it in. 

'Master!* again said Essper; ‘is this the day of 
doom ? * 

‘Keep by my side, Essper; keep close, make the 
best of this pause : let us but reach the village I ' . 

Scarcely had Vivian spoken when greater darkness 
enveloped the trembling earth. Again the heavens 
were rent with lightning, which nothing could have 
quenched but the descending deluge. Cataracts 
poured dowm from the lowering firmaments. In an 
instant the horses dashed round; beast and rider, 
blinded and stifled by the gushing rain, and gasping 
for breath. Shelter w^as nowhere. The quivering 
beasts reared, and snorted, and sunk upon their knees. 
The horsemen w’ere dismounted. Vivian succeeded 
in hoodwinking Max, who was still furious ; the 
other horse appeared nearl}?- exhausted. Essper, 
beside himself with terror, could only hang over his 
^ neck. 

Another awful calm 
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urage, Essper!* said Vivian, 'We are still 
look up, man ! the storm cannot last long thus; 
see ! I am sure the clouds are breaking.' 
ae heavy mass of vapour which had seemed to 
jaten the earth with instant destruction suddenly 
led. The red and lurid sun was visible, but his 
it and heat were quenched in the still impending 
ters. 

Mount, Essper!' said Vivian, 'this is our only 
ince; five minutes good speed will lake us to the 
lage.' 

Encouraged by his master's example, Essper once 
ire got upon his horse; and the panting animals, 
lieved by the cessation of the hurricane, carried 
em at a fair pace towards the village, considering 
.at their road was now impeded by the ove?rflowing of 
le lake. 

' Master ! ' said Essper, ' cannot we get out of these 
aters ? * 

He had scarcely spoken before a terrific burst — 
noise, they knew not what — a rush they could not 
nderstand — a vibration which shook them on their 
lorses — made them start back, and again dismount. 
£very terror sunk before the appalling roar of the 
:ataract. It seemed that the mighty mountain, 
anable to support its '.veight of waters, shook to the 
foundations. A lake had burst on its summit, and 
the cataract Jiecauie a falling Ocean. The source of 
the great deep appeared to be discharging itself over 
the range of mountains; the great gray peak tottered 
on its foundations ! It shook ! it fell ! and buried 
in its ruins, the castle, the village, and the bridge 1 
Vivian with starting eyes beheld the whole washed 
away; instinct gave him energy to throw himself on 
the back of his horse — a breath — and he had leaped 
up the nearest hill ! Essper George, in a state of 
distraction, was madly laughing as he climbed to the 
top of a high tree : his horse was carried off in the 
drowning waters which had now reached the road, 
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'The desolation is complete!* thought Were 
At tins moment the wind again rose — the rain was 
descended — tlu' heavens again opened — the lighflies 
again fiaslied 1 An amethystine flame hung ists 
rocks and waters, and through the raging elem^o 
a yellow lork darted its fatal point at Essper's resti‘11 
place. The tree fell ! Vivian's horse with a madden, 
snort, dashed down the hill; his master, sensekl, 
clung to his neck; the frantic animal was past e 
government — ^lie stood upright in the air — flung 5 
rider — and fell dead ! > 

\ 

Here leave we Vivian ! It was my wish to ha 
detailed, in the present portion of this w^ork, t 
singular adventures which befell him in one of t 
most deligntfnl of modern cities — light-hearted Vienn 
Hut his history has expanded under my pen, and I fe^ 
that I have, even now, too much presumed upon . 
attention which I am not entitled to comman' 

I am, as yet, but standing without the gate of tl 
(harden of Romance. True it is, that as 1 gaze throug 
the ivory bars of its Golden Portal, I would fai 
believe that, following my roving fancy, I migh 
arrive at some green retreats hitherto unexplored 
and loiter among some leafy bowers where none havt 
lingered before me. But these expectations may b( 
as vain as those dreams of Youth over which all havt 
mourned. The Disappointment of Manhood succeeds 
to the delusion of Youth : let us hope that the heritagCi 
of Old Age is not Despair 1 
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